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LETTER.     CI. 
From  the  Prmci  Rcyal. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Potfdam,  Sq).  9,  1739. 

I  HAVE  received  two  of  your  letters  at 
once,  that  is  to  fay  of  the  12th  and  the  17th  of 
Auguft ;  to  which  I  now  write  in  anfwer.  The 
fecond  aft,  of  Mahomet  is  likewife  fafely  come 
to  hand.  It  appears  to  me  finely  written^  but, 
to  fpeak  frankly,  lefs  laboured^  lefs  finiQied, 
than  the  firft.  I  ought  to  memion  there  is  a 
verfe  in  the  firft  aft  of  the  propriety  of  which 
*^0L.  YiK  B  I  have 
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I  have  doubted.  I  know  not  whether  it  is 
cuftomary  to  fay  ecrajer  des  etincclles.*  I  rather 
thought  it  neceffary  to  write  eteindriy  or,  etouffer 
des  etincelUi.^ 

Let  me  beg  you  to  recoiled  that  beautiful 
line — 

**  And  onward  arc  we  led  to  truth  by  doub*.'* 

However  I  am  perfcdtly  convinced  that  I  am 
much  more  agreeably  aflfeded  by  the  fplcndid 
poetry  of  your  Muffulmen,  than  by  the  maf- 
facres  which  thofe  infidels  commit  on  our  poor 
Germans,  at  Belgrade. 

As  when,  with  fulph'rous  war^  two  fearful  clouds 
Obfcure  the  fummer  IkieB,  and  menace  earthy 
Iqipell'd  by  winds,  in  their  tempefhiQuscourfey 
And  darting  thunder  from  their  burfUng  iides^ 
Meet  in  the  circumambient  air  with  fhock 
Impetuous,  making  hell  defcend  from  heav'n. 
Till  Nature  ihudders  at  xhe  fearful  din, 
Afraid  left  Chaos  (hould  again  ufurp 
Her  elements^  and  trembling  fits  in  dread. 
While  fulF'nng  earth  to  her  foundation  ihake 


So,  when  the  demon  Difcord  thiriU  for  blood. 
Her  langulnary  banners  are  difplay^d ; 
Her  vi6iims  wait  till  rage»  deftru^lion,  death. 
Hare  cad  the  die  of  vidor  and  of  Tanquifh'd. 

*  Crufli  the  fparks. 

f  To  extinguifhi  or,  ftifle  the  fparks* 
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Then  do  puiffimt  mnnies,  nftadfyUiiuli  ^ 

infuriate  run  to  murdery  not  in  mali|:e ; 

The  torrent's  courfe  the  flaughter'd  heaps  impede^ 

And  fhrinking  earth  with  horror  drinks  their  blood ) 

Hell  kughing  poifons  Vi&'ry  with  remorfe. 

And  Heav'n  their  clamour  echos  back  with  groans. 

What!  Shall  the  hideous  brood  of  Acheron 
Hurry  whole  nations  to  the  hated  field. 
And  drench  their  guilty  hands  in  human  gore ! 
Hark!  Whe.nce  thofe  flirieks  ?  Heav*ns !  'Twas  the  van- 

quifh'd  dying! 
Reddening  in  wrath,  the  Crefcent  terror  glares. 
And,  ftrange  reverie,  the  Roman  eagles  fly ; 
The  plain  is  burthen'd  with  expiring  hofts ; 
Death,  meagre  glutton,  feafts,  in  fearful  ftate. 
On  tribes  in  manners,  form,,  and  dwelling  diftant. 
Far  as  the  rifing  from  the  fetting  fun. 

Alas  1  Moldavia*,  thy  diiafbous  (hores, 
Aghafl,  are  bathed  in  reeking  purple  tides  $ 
Thy  fleeting  waters  bear  their  li^d  load 
Of  buoyant  carnage  into  happier  lands. 
Spreading  abhorrent  terror  as  they  pafs. 
Nor  is  the  horrid  fcourge  of  war  enough  ; 
Th'  infe6kious  crew,  on  war  attendant,  rufli 
To  fweep  away  what  ev'n  in  rage  vras  fpar'd; 
And  lo  I  Thy  fragrant  hills  and  fruitful  vales 
'     Plague,  Peftilence,  and  Famine  flraight  devour ! 

Like  as  mount  Athos,  whofe  foundations  lie 
Low  as  th'  abyfs  of  hell,  his  head  in  heav'n, 
Boreas  and  Aquilo  contemptuous  views 
Fierce  ilorms  colle6l,  and  hears  them  howl  aflault : 

*  The  Berlin  tdition  faliely  teadt  Moravia.        T. 
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To  Fate  didating  thus,  and  mn  of  power. 
Dead  to  human  panga,  deaf  to  human  woes. 
On  courtly  ihouUers  heaping  kingly  cares. 
To  courtly  hands  confiding  fire  and  fword. 
This  monarch  flumbers— That  the  torch  of  war^ 
Slothful  in  his  (eraglio,  bids  to  bfaae. 

Yes !  Wretched  rulers!  Yes!  Ye  feed  the  lames* 
The  demon  Hatred,  and  that  demon  more 
Infernal,  mean»  and  defpicable,  Silt, 
Enflave  and  goad  you  on  the  tortuous  path. 
Encumbered  by  the  lands  ye  govern  iU, 
Ye  covet  more  than  memory  knows  to  name. 
Well  then !  Arife  1  Go  forth  and  conquer  worlds ! 
But  look  the  blood  ye  (hed  be  all  your  ofwn. 
Nor  leave  one  orphan,  nor  one  widow'd  wife, 
To  mourn  a  hufband's  or  a  father's  M. 

This  fpacious  earth,  of  men-  the  common  right, 
,  Where  num'rous  clans  in  numerous  climates  dwell. 
Swarming  in  kingdoms,  or  apart  in  hordes, 
Diftinf^  in  habits,  cuftoms,  manners,  minds ; 
As  different  in  opinion  as  in  form  ; 
Thefe  numerous  clans  have  ftill  a  gen'ral  good. 
Which  binds  and  bids  them  form  one  ample  whole  s 
They  all  have  hearts,  and  all  to  love  are  prone. 
Infenfiate  rancour!  What!  Are  ye,  alone  t 
Arc  ye  by  angry  Heav'n  denied  to  love  ? 

Weeping  I  view  their  love  to  hatred  turned  j 
Behold  thefe  brothers  taught  the  dev^fh  trade 
Of  mutual  murder :  Arab,  Tartar,  Turk, 
Gen'rotis  and  hofpitable  in  nature  each. 
Frugal  Cbinefe,  companionate  Gentoo, 
And  ye  proud  Iroquois,  defpifing  pain,. 
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Ye  of  Pent  «Bd  Mexico,  opprefs'd. 
Where'er  ye  dwcDj  i'th'old  world  or  the  new. 
Are  ye  not  men,  and  (hall  I  not  deteft 
The  horrid  hellifh  arts  that  make  ye  fiends  ? 

Henceforth,  oh  Earth!  Thy  errors  and  thy  crimes,  , 
Thy  pride,  thy  contefts,  and  thy  wan  reaoonce ! 
Free  from  ahnns  like  brethren  live,  <^  men  i 
And  oh !  to  make  ye  bkft,mayatt  the  SmilcSt 
The  Loves,  the  Plea&res,  and  the  happy  Aita 
That  once  ennobled  Memphis,  Athens,  Rome, 
And  Florence,  quit  again  their  native  Ikies  ^ 
And  in  their  train,  oh  1  Plenty,  prodigal. 
And  thou  all  profp'rous  Luxury^  laughing  CQflie, 

With  cv'ry  fportive  child  that  Fancy  kno^rs. 

»'  ' 

Oh  !  come,  enchanting  Arts,  illufive  come. 
Your  wiles,  your  fpells,  and  potent  charms  difplay  ; 
Modelled  by  you  let  terror  be  transformed 
To  fomething  irrefiftibly  zttnBxttc 
Thus  do  we  fee  the  glittering  precioaa  ore. 
And  diamond  rare,  that  light  emits  from  brow 
Of  fwarthy  Soldan,  or  fuperb  Mogul, 
By  indnftry  of  man  procured  from  gulph 
Profound,  whence  torrents  florm,  and  da(h  from  rock 
To  fock,  incav^d  where  thunder  never  reaches. 

Thine  is  the  ^h,  Voltaire,  with  magic  touch 
Extremes  to  harmoniae,  and  oaufe,  while  death 
And  carnage  glut  the  fcene,  th'  ecfbitiG  fuul 
To  gaz^,  moon-ftnick,  on  what  it  would  abhon 
Here  maflacres  may  only  be  endur'd,  ^ 
And  pl^afure  here  from  mis'ry  be  dcriv'd. 
'Tis  for  the  poet's  wondrous  art  to  trkce 
Of  frantic  Tyranny  die  barbarous  aifts. 
The  reign  detefted,  and  the  tragic  end  ; 
And  thus  inftrud  the  living  by  the  dead. 

B  3  Continue 
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Cofftinae  then,  proud  fons  of  SolimaQf 
To  make  the  nations  marvel  at  your  deeds ; 
Monimia,  Mitbridates,  foon  furpafs ; 
Recount  your  triumphs  on  the  Gallic  fcene ; 
Tread  in  the  fteps  of  Caclar  and  Alzlrc ; 
AiTume  of  Mahomet  the  fierce  demeanor ; 
Rivals  no  lefs  redoubted  (hall  you  have  ; 
But  pleafure  and  fuccefs  await  your  coming ; 
Abready  I  bdiold  your  beauties  beam. 
Behold  ye  crown'd  with  lauk^s  by  Voltaire! 

I  fend  you  at  the  fame  time  the  preface  to  the 
Henriade.  Seven  years  are  n^ceffkry  for  the 
poem  to  b^  engraved,  but  the  Englilh  printer 
afiures  me  it  (hall  not  be  inferior  in  beauty  to  his 
Latin  Horace.  If  you  find  any  thing  in  the  pre» 
face  which  ought  to  be  altered  or  gorre^ed,  it 
depends  only  on  yourfclf  to  make  what  changes 
you  pleafe;  I  fhould  not  wifh  to  fee  a  word  un- 
worthy of  the  Henriade  or  its  author.  I  intrcat, 
however,  you  would  return  me  the  original,  or 
have  it  tranfcribed,  for  I  have  no  other  copy. 

After  a.  journey  of  fome  days,  which  I  have 
to  make,  I  (liall  ferioully  begin  to  give  battle  to 
MachiaveL  You  know  ftudy  requires  reft,  and 
it  is  fome  months  fince  I  have  been  fufFered  to 
remain  in  tranquillity.  I  have  been  three  times 
obliged  to  lay  down  the  pen  before  I  could  finitb 
this  letter,  and  the  work  which  I  propofe  to 
write  requires  judgnient  and  precaution,    for 

which 
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which  reafon  I  have  referved  it  for  the  leifure 
of  my  phiiofophic  retreat, 

I  perceive  with  pleafure  that  you  lead  a  life 
almoft  as  erratic  as  mine.  Thiriot  informs  me 
of  your  arrival  at  Paris.  I  own  that  might  I 
choofe  between  the  fcftivals  which  the  French 
at  prefent  keep  and  thofe  which  were  held  in 
the  time  of  Louis  XIV.  I  (hould  determine  in 
favour  of  that  banquet  of  which  the  mind  par- 
takes rather  than  the  eye ;  but  I  likewife  know 
I  fliould  prefer  the  pleafure  of  converiing  two 
hours  with  you  to  all  thefe  fplendid  wonders. 

I  am  interrupted  again ;  the  devil  take  fuch 
impertinence  ! 

Here  I  am  once  more.  You  fpeak  to  me  of 
great  men,  and  of  engaging  them,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  an  enlifter.  And  do  you  alfo  facri* 
fice  to  the  gods  of  Pruffia?.  If  the  Parifians  arc 
addided  to  pleafure,  and  are  fometimes  miftaken 
in  the  choice  they  make,  we  are  here  addided 
to  great  men.  Yes,  great,  meafured  by  the 
yard;  and  it  might  be  faid  that,  whoever  has 
the  misfortune  to  be  born  half  a  foot  royal  lefs 
thaa  a  giant,  cannot,  according  to  our  rule  of 
proportion,  have  common  fenfe.  I  am  but  little 
learned  on  the  mbjed,  but,  if  what  I  have  heard 
be  true,  neither  Alexander  nor  Caefar  were  tall. 
The  prince  of  Conde,  Turcnne,  the  duke  of 
B  4  Marl- 
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Marlborough,  and  prince  Eugene,  whom  1  have 
feen,  and  who  were  each  of  them  juftly  entitled 
hero,  were  left  fplendid  in  appearance  thaa  in 
that  ftrength  of  mind  which  found  refources  in 
itfclf,  amid  all  dangers,  and  that  exqiiifite  judg- 
ment which  taught  them  to  decide  with  promp- 
titude and  fucceft. 

I  am  pleafed,  however,  with  this  amiable 
mania  of  the  French.  I  own  I  am  delighted 
when  I  think  that  four  hundred  thoufand  inha- 
bitants of  a  great  city  only  bufy  themfelyes  with 
the  charms  of  life,  and  are  almofl  unacquainted 
with  its  vexations.  It  is  a  proof  that  there  are 
four  hundred  thoufand  happy  people.  It  ap* 
pears  to  nie  that  every  chief  of  fociety  ought 
feriouily  to  th'mk  of  infpiring  his  fubjefts  with 
content,  if  he  cannot  make  them  wealthy,  for 
content  may  very  well  fubfifl  without  the  fup- 
port  of  great  wealth.  The  man,  for  example, 
who  fees  himfelf  at  the  playhoufe,  at  fome  fefti- 
val,  or  in  a  place  where  a  numerous  aiTembty 
infpires  him  with  a  certain  kind  of  fatisfaftion, 
the  man,  I  (ay,  in  fuch  moments  is  happy,  and 
returns  home  with  his  imagination  full  of  the 
agreeable  objefts  which  are  imjj^effed  upon  his 
mind.  Why  therefore  not  refine  ftill  further, 
to  obtain  fuch  pleafing  moments,  which  foften 
all  the  bitternefs  of  life,  or  which,  at  leaft,  pro- 
cure 
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cxvc  intervals  during  which  every  grief  of  man 
is  forgotten  ?  Pkafure  is  the  only  real  good, 
therefore  to  furnifli  fociety  with  the  means  of 
diverfion  is  to  do  good  in  a  very  confiderablc 
degree. 

It  (hoxild  feem  that  the  world  is  of  this  opi- 
nion, for  even  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Nova 
Zembia,  and  on  Hyperborean  feas,  there  is  no 
talk  but  of  rejoicings.  Our  news  from  Peterfburg 
abounds  with  nothing  but  balls^  feftivals^  and 
banquets^  given  on  the  cccafion  of  the  marriage 
of  the  prince  of  Brunfwick.  I  faw  this  prince 
with  the  duke  of  Loixain^  at  Berlin,  and  faw 
him  in  a  playfiil  mood,  which  by  no  means 
fpoke  the  monarch.  They  are  two  chiefs,  how* 
ever,  who,  I  know  not  bybwhat  neceflity,  or  what 
providence,  appear  deftined  to  reign  over  the 
grcateft  part  of  Europe.  Were  providence  all 
itisdefcribed  to  be,  yourNewtons,  yourLx)ckes, 
and  your  Voltaires,  in  fine,  thofc  beings  who 
think  the  moft,  would  be  mailers  of  this  world. 
It  would  then  appear  that  the  infinite  wifdoTn 
which  prefides  over  all  accidents  would,  by  a 
choice  worthy  of  itfelf,  have  placed  the  wifeft 
among  m^n  to  govern  their  inferiors ;  bur,  ac- 
cording to  the  manner  iix  which  things  are  con- 
duded,  we  might  rather  affirm  every  thing  hap- 
pened by  chance. 

A  man 
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A  man  rf  merit  is  not  efteemed  according  to 
his  worth,  another  is  not  placed  in  his  propec 
fituation;  a  worthlefs  fellow  (hall  be  called 
noble,  and  a  man  of  the  higheft  merit  languifh 
in  obfcurity.  The  reins  of  government  in  em- 
pires are  committed  to  uniLilful  hands,  and  ex- 
pert perfons  are  kept  at  a  diftance.  Men  may 
fay  whatever  they  pleafe  on  this  fubjcft,  but  they 
will  never  be  able  to  bring  one  good  reafon  in 
fupport  of  condudl  fo  capricious. 

I  am  chagrined  that  my  fate  has  not  ftationed 
me  in  fuch  a  manner  as  that  I  might  every  day 
converfe  with  you,  might  ftammer  fome  few 
phrafes  on  philofophy  with  the  marchionefs  du 
Chatelet,  and  that  the  country  of  the  arts  and 
fciences  is  not  my  country.  Perhaps  this  trifling 
diffatisfadtion  has  given  birth  to  my  complaints 
concerning  providence;  perhaps  there  is  too 
much  raftinefs  in  my  doubts ;  but  I  cannot, 
however,  pcrfnade  myfelf  they  are  totally  un- 
founded. 

I  entreat  you  would  tell  the  beauteous  Emily 
I  fhall  this  winter  ftudy  that  branch  of  philofo- 
phy which  (be  patronizes,  and  that  I  beg  (he 
would  warm  my  imagination  with  a  ray  of  her 
genius.  Do  not  forget  ipe,  dear  Voltaire ;  let  not 
the  charms  of  Paris,  your  friends,  the  fciences, 
pJeafurcj^nd  the  company  of  the  fair,  efface  froni 

vou 
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your  memory  the  pcrfon  who  ought  to  be  there 
eternally  fixed,  I  think  I  deferve  a  place  ia 
your  heart  from  the  eftecm  and  friendihip  widbi 
which  I  ever  flvall  remain, 

My  dear  Voltaire, 

Your  indubitable  frien4- 


LETTER      CIL 
From  M^  di  Voltaire. 

SIR,  Paris,  ScpU  I73J, 

I  Received  thofe  two  great  confolations  at 
Paris  of  which  I  had  mod  need  in  that  immenfe 
city,  where  reign  noife,  difljpation,  and  the  fruit- 
lefs  eagemefs  to  feek  for  friends  that  are  not  to 
be  found;   where  men  live  only  for  themfelves ; 
where  a  perfon  fuddenly  finds  himfelf  furround- 
ed  by  vortices  more  chimerical  than  thofe  of 
Pefcartes,  and  lefs  proper  to  conduce  to  happi-^ 
pefs  than  the  Cartefian  abfurdities  are  to  teach 
us  the  fccrets  of  nature.     My  two  confolations 
were  the  two  letters  with  which  your  royal  high- 
nefs  honoured  me,  dated  on  the  ninth  and  the 
fifteenth  of  Auguft,  which  were  fent  to  me  a( 
Paris. 

Pp  my  arrival^  thp  f^rft  dling  neceflary  was 

to 


12  POSTHUMOTTS   WORKS. 

to  anfwcr  numerous  objefUons  which  I  found 
difpcrfed  through  Paris  againft  the  difcoverics 
of  Newton*  But  this  trifling  duty,  of  which  I 
have  acquitted  myfclf,  did  not  fuffer  me  to  lofc 
fight  of  Mahomet,  the  fiiil  part  of  which  I  have 
done  myfelf  the  honour  to  fend  to  your  royal 
highnefs.  I  here  fend  you  two  more  adls. 
Were  I  to  have  waited  till  they  were  worthy  to 
be  prefented  to  you,  I  muft  have  waited  too 
Jong,  I  fend  them  as  a  proof  of  my  anxiety  to 
afford  you  pleafure ;  and,  as  a  better  proof,'  I 
(hall  begin  to  correft  them.  Your  royal  high- 
nefs will  perceive  whether  the  horrors  which  ac- 
company fanaticifm  are  painted  with  ftrokes  fuf- 
ficiently  bold  and  true.  The  unfortunate  Saide 
(pr  Zaida)  who  imagined  that  to  murder  his 
father  was  to  ferve  God,  is  no  fanciful  portrait. 
Such  were  Jean  Chatel,  Clement,  R^vaillac; 
and  what  increafes  the  horror  is  they  were  each 
of  them  fincere.  Is  it  not  therefore  of  fervicc 
to  humanity  to  diftinguiflb,  as  I  always  have 
done,  between  religion  and  fuperftition ;  or  do 
I  merit  perfecution  for  having  continually  faid, 
in  a  hundred  different  ways,  that  we  never  can 
do  good  to  God  by  doing  ill  to  man  ? 
,  The  fuffrages,  the  kindnefs,  and  the  letters  of 
your  royal  highnefs,  alone  could  be  able  to  fup- 
port  mc  againft  the  contraiieties  which  I  have 

under- 
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undergbne  in  my  own  country.  I  regard  my 
life  as  the  banquet  of  Damocles,  at  the  table  of 
Dionyfius-  The  letters  of  your  royal  highnefs 
and  the  fociety  of  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelct 
are  to  tne  feafting,  and  mufic. 

The  fword  of  perfecutlon,  o*cr  my  head 
Sufpendedy  the  delicious  banquet  fpoils, 
Which  in  Apollo's  temple  fumptuous  waits. 
For  me  prcpar'd  by  Frederic  the  divine ! 
Elfc  would  my  mufe»  embolden'd  by  his  fongt 
Melodious  take  new  life  and  wing,  and  Join 
Her  willing  notes  to  his  heroic  ftrains ! 
But  who  e'er  faw,  beneath  the  vulture's  gripe. 
The  tender  philoraela  fing  of  love  ? 

Scarcely  had  I  arrived  at  Paris  before  it  was 
whifpered  to  a  great  minifter  that  I  had  written 
the  hiftory  of  his  life,  and  that  this  farirical  hif- 
tory  would  foon  appear  in  foreign  countries. 
The  llander  was  quickly  put  to  confufion,  bijt 
it  might  have  been  fataL     Your  royal  highnefs 
is  acquainted  with  the  power  of  defpotifm,  which 
you  will  never  abufe.     You  can  well  imagine 
what  is  the  fituation  of  a  man  whofe  deftrudtion 
-  a  fingle  word  may  efFeft,  and  this  fituation  is 
continually  mine.    Thefe  are  my  rewards,  after 
having  employed  twenty  years  in  endeavouring 
to  amufe,  and  fomedmes  perhaps  to  inftruft, 

my  nation. 

But, 
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But,  once  ^ain,  your  royal  highncfs  lovis 
me,  and  I  am  far  from  having  caufe  to  com- 
plain. You  have  deigned  to  have  the  Henriadc 
engraved,,  and  what  ill  can  be  done  me  which 
will  not  be  inferior  to  fucb  an  honour  f 

I  havejuft  purchafcd  the  works  of  Machiavcl, 
that.  I  may  perfeftly  feel  the  force  of  your  excel- 
lent refutation ;  which  I  expcft  from  what  you 
intend  at  prefent  to  write ;  but  I  believe  there 
will  be  no  better  refutation  of  Machiavel  than 
your  own  conduft.  Men  fecm  all  to  be  em- 
ployed at  prefent  in  mutual  deftruftion,  and, 
from  the  empire  of  the  Mogul  to  the  ftraits  of 
Gibraltar,  all  is  war.  It  is  fuppofed  that  France 
alfo  will  foot  it  in  this  vile  Pyrrhic  dance.  And 
this  is  the  feafon  in  which  your  royal  highnefs 
teaches  the  dodlrine  of  juftice,  previous  to  any 
cxercife  of  your  prowefs  !  May  I  be  permitted 
to  alk  when  I  (hall  be  fo  happy  as  to  read  thefc 
leflbns  of  equity  and  wifdom  ? 

I  have  feen  the  fky-rockets  wliich  have  been 
played  off,  at  Paris,  with  fo  much  pomp ;  but 
it  is  my  wifti  men  (hould  begin  by  building  a 
fine  town-hall,  beautiful  fquares^  convenient  and 
fuperb  market-places,  and  fplendid  fountains, 
before  they  indulge  themfclves  in  fireworks.  I 
prefer  Roman  magnificence  to  fueh  fmoke.  Not 
that  I  condemn  the  latter.     God  forbid  that  I 

fhould 
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[hould  take  offence  at  any  of  the  pleafures  of 
mankind,  I  only  feel  fome  regret  for  want  of 
what  we  have  not,  while  I  partake  of  that  which 
we  have. 

Your  royal  highnefs  no  doubt  is  informed 
that  Buchardon  and  Vaucanfon  produce  mafter- 
pieces,  each  in  his  kind.  Rameau  labours  to 
bring  Italian  mufic  into  faftiion.  Thefe  are  men 
worthy  of  living  under  Frederic ;  but  I  defy 
them  to  wifti  it  fo  earneftly  as  I  do. 

I  am,  with  the  mod  profound  refpeft,  and 
tendered  gratitude,  &c. 


LETTER     era. 
from  ibe  Prin<e  RtjnK" 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Remulberg,  Od.  lo,  1759. 

I J  As  well  as  the  public,  have  imagined 
that  your  reception  at  Paris  was  the  beft  poffible  ; 
that  every  body  there  would  be  eager  to  (hew 
you  civilities,  and  render  you  honour,  and  chat 
your  abode  in  that  immenfecity  would  not  bedif- 
turbed  by  any  difagreeablc  vexations.  I  am  forry 
to  find  myfelf  deceived  on  a  fubjedt  which  I 
had  much  at  heart.  It  appears  your  fate  re- 
fcmbles  that  of  moft  other  great  men,  who  are 
X  perfe- 


X 
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pcrfecutcd  during  Iffe,  and  when  they  arc  dead 
adored  as  deities.  The  truth  is  that  fuch  a  iit(- 
tiny,  however  bright  its  future  fplendor,  depids 
the  time  prefent  under  no  very  agreeable  afped. 
But  thefe  are  occafions  on  which  the  mind  (hould 
aflume  fortitude  fufficient  to  repel  fearj  and  to 
prepare  for  all  accidents.  The  fed  of  the  ftoics 
was  never  more  flourifliing  than  under  the  ty- 
ranny o(  bad  emperors.  And  why  ?  Becaufe  it 
was  then  neceflary  to  defpife  pain,  and  deaths 
before  they  could  enjoy  life  in  peace.  May 
your  ftoicifm,  my  dear  Voltaire,  at  leaft  be  pow- 
erful enough  to  infure  you  unalterable  tranquil- 
lity.  Say  with  Horace,  "  I  envdlopc  myfelf  in 
'*  my  virtue."  If  fo  it  might  be,  what  welcome 
fliould  y6u  not  meet  here !  My  houfe  (hould 
be  an  afylusn  far  you,  againft  all  the  aflauks  of 
fortune ;  and  it  (hould  be  my  (ludy  to  procure 
happinefs  for  the  man  whofe  works  have  added 
fo  much  to  the  delights  of  my  life. 

I  have  received  the  two  new  afts  of  2^pyrus, 
which  I  have  read  but  once,  but  I  will  anfwer 
for  their  fuccefs.  I  fcarcely  could  forbear  weep- 
ing while  I  read  the  fcene  between  Zopyrus  and 
Saide.  That  between  Saide  and  Palmyra,  when 
Saide  is  preparing  to  commit  parricide,  and 
that,  likewife,  in  which  Mahomet,  fpeaking  to 
Omar,  feigns  to  difapprove  the  aft  of  Saide, 
6  are 
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are  excellent.    Tovn  it  appears  to  me  that  Zo- 
pyrus  comes  exprefsly  to  confcfs  on  the  theatre, 
that  he  may  di^  according  to  rule;  and  that 
the  fccne  opening  and  (hutting  at  the  back  of 
the  ftage,  has  rather  a  mechanical  air ;  but  I 
cannot  judge  till  I  have  read  again.     The  cha- 
racters, the  manners,  and  the  art  of  moving  the 
paffions,  difcdver  the  hand  of  that  great,  that 
-excellent  mafter  who  has   written  this  piece ; 
and,  though  it  Ihould  happen  to  be  true  that 
Zopyrus  does  not  come  naturally  enough  on  the 
Itage^  I  imagine  this  is  a  blemifli  which  might 
be  overlooked  in  a  perfeft  beauty,  and  which 
would  not  be  remarked  except  by  the  old,  who 
coldly  examine  with  fpeftacles  on  nofe  what  ought 
to  be  feen  and  felt  with  fudden  tranfport.   Your 
rejoicings  at  Paris  have  only  gratified  your  fight. 
For  my  part,  I  wi(h  for  rejoicings  in  which  the 
mind  and  all  the  fenfes  may  profitably  partake. 
I  think  it  would  but  be  the  pedantry  of  know- 
ledge in  plcafure  to  feledt  fubjefts  of  inftruftion, 
and  to  confine  their  diverfions  within  the  limits 
of  good  tafte.     This  would  be  to  narrow  the 
capacity  the  Creator  has  bcftowed  on  the  human 
mind,  which  can  contain  more  than  one  kind  of 
knowledge.     It  would  be  to  render  ufelefs  the 
work  of  a  god  who  appears  to  be  an  epicurean, 

VOL.  VII.  C  Co 
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fo  much  care  has  he  taken  of  the  pfeafures  of 
man. 

^dmt  k  iuxe  it  mime  la  mJltJif 
Et  let  plmfin  de  tmUe  efficei 
Tout  honnSte  homme  a  de  t<h  Jcniiment.  * 

We  have  lord  Baltimore  and  Algarotti  here, 
who  are  on  their  return  to  England*  This  lord 
is  a  very  fenfible  man,  poflefTed  of  conliderable 
knowledge,  and  on^  who  thinks,  as  we  do,  that 
the  fciences  are  not  derogatory  to  nobility.  I 
have  admired  the  genius  of  the  Engliihman, 
like  a  handfome  face  feen  through  a  veil.  He 
fpeaks  French  very  ill,  yet  there  is  a  pleafure  in 
hearing  him  fpeak;  and  he  pronounces  the  Eng- 
liih  fo  faft  that  it  is  not  poQibltp  to  keep  pace  with 
him.  He  calls  a  Pruflian  a  mechanical  animal, 
and  fays  that  Peterlburg  is  the  eye  of  Rufiia, 
with  which  it  looks  toward  poliflied  coimtries ; 
and  tliat  were  it  deprived  of  this  eye,  it  would 
prefently  decline  into  that  ftate  of  barbarity  in 
which  it  fo  lately  (lumbered. 

*  *<  I  love  luxury,  and  even  effeminaqr ;  I  love  pleafures  of 
**  eytvf  fpcclcs,  and  beKeve  all  worthy  men  are  of  my  mind.'* 
-*-The  Bafil  edition  adda— It  was  Mofes  apparently  who  faid 
thit ;  or,  if  not  Mofes^  it  wat  a  man  who  would  be  a  better 
kgiflator  than  this  Jewifh  impoftor»  and  whom  I  efteem  a 
thoufand  times  above  that  whole  nationi  fuperftitious,  fteble, 
and  crmd  as  it  was.       T. 

•He 
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He  is  a  great  partifan  for  the  fun,  nor  do  I 
think  him  much  a\^erfe  to  the  dogmas  of  Zo- 
roaften  He  has  met  with  people  here  to  wfaoia 
he  could  fpeak  without  conftraint,  which  occa* 
fioned  me  to  compofe  the  inclofed  epiftle^  and 
which  I  beg  you  to  correft  without  mercy. 

Tou  are  acquainted  with  young  Algarotti, 
who  has  pleafed  me  beyond  defcription.  He 
has  promifed  me  to  return  as  foon  as  polfible* 
We  have  converfcd  largely,  of  you,  of  mathe- 
matics, of  poetry,  of  all  the  fciences,  of  trifles^ 
in  fine,  of  every  thing.  He  poffeflcs  much  ar- 
dour, vivacity,  and  mildnefa,  which  to  me  are  ex- 
ceedingly agreeable.  He  has  compofed  a  cantata^ 
which  was  immediately  fet  tp  mufic*,  and  with 
which  he  was  very  well  fatisfied.  We  parted 
with  regret,  and  I  fear  it  will  be  long  before  I 
ihall  meet  a  man  fo  amiable  in  thefe  countries. 

We  this  week  expeft  the  marquis  de  la  Che- 
tardie,  to  whom  likewife  we  mud  bid  a  mourn- 
ful adieu.  I  am  unacquainted  with  this  M.  dt 
Valori,  but  I  have  heard  him  fpoken  of  as  a 
jnan  who  has  not  the  manners  of  polite  life. 
They  certainly  might  very  well  have  omitted 
{ending  us  M.  de  Valori^  and  depriving  us  of 

.    *.  J^'off  a  mftot^fiM  m  nufym.     The  prince  £q?mt  to 
iofaDiuitc  he  fet  it  to  auiiic  faimfldf*        T. 

C2  La 
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Ija,  Chetardie^  who  in  every  refpeft  is  a  very 
agreeable  gentleman. 

Be  perfuaded  that  here  at  Rheinfberg  .we 
trouble  ourfelves  as  little  concerning  war  as 
if  no  fuch  thing  ezifted  in  the  world.  I  am  at 
prefent  at  work  on  MachiaveU  interrupted  occa- ' 
iionally  by  the  idly  impertinent,  the  race  of 
whom  is  not  yet  extindt,  notwithftanding  the 
thunderbolts  hurled  at  them  by  Moliere.  I 
refute  Machiavel  chapter  by  chapter,  fome  of 
which  are  written ;  but  I  wait  till  the  whole  is 
finifticd  before  I  begin  to  correft.  You  (hall 
be  the  firft  who  fiiall  fee  the  work,  nor  (hall  it 
quit  my  hands  till  it  has  been  purified  by  the 
fire  of.your  genius. 

I  am  in  expectation  of  your  correftions  for  the  ^ 
preface  to  the  Henriade,  that  I  may  make  fuch  ' 
alterations  as  you  think  proper ;  after  which  the 
Henriade  (hall  be  expedited  with  all  poflible 
fpeed. 

I  have  built  a  tower,  on  the  top  of  which  I 
have  an  obfervatory.  The  lower  ftory  is  a  grotto^ 
the  (econd  a  chamber  for  philofophic  inftru* 
ments,  and  the  third  a  fmall  printing  apartment. 
This  tower  joins  my  library  by  means  of  a  colon- 
mule,  at  the  top  of  which  is  a  platform.  I  fend 
you  the  plan,  for  your  amufement,  till  fuch  time 
as  your  good  citizens  (hall  think  proper  to  build 
a  town-houfe  and  market-places  in  Paris. 

I  wait 
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1  wait  with  much  impatience  for  your  letters, 
and  intreat  you  will  believe  me  as  much  your 
fiiend  as  man  can  be. 

P.  S,  *  C«fario  will  not  fuffcr  me  to  be 
his  interpreter;  he  radier  prefers  writing  to  you 
himfelf. 

**  Though  nothing  can  add  to  the  fentiments 
'^  of  affeftion,  or  the  perfed  attadunent  I  feel 
•'  for  you,  fir,  it  is  notwithftanding  paft  doubt 
^*  that,  had  it  pleafed  my  augilft  mafter  to  depift 
'*  them,  you  would  have  been  convinced  of  the 
'*  truth  of  what  I  (ay  in  a  much  more  agreeable 
*'  manner.  In  knowledge  I  refemble  a  woman 
^'  whofe  youth  and  beauty  are  paft,  and  who  is 
'^  indebted  for  moft  of  her  charms  to  her  drefs. 
'«  Would  (he  difpleafe  you  undreffcd?  I  believe 
^^  not,  and  I  dare  boldly  venture  to  (hew  to  you 
^^  the  naked  friendship  with  which,  during  life^  L 
*^  (hall  ever  remain,  fir,  to  you  and  yours,  &c. 

*•  Kaysjerlino." 

'*  I  beg  you  will  prefent  every  affurance  of 
*^  my  refpeft  to  the  marchioncfs.  Every  wilh 
^  of  my  heart  would  be  accomplifiied  might  I, 
"  in  the  fuite  of  my  adorable  mafter,  travel  to 

*  The  above  poftfcript  is  omitted  in  the  Berlin  edition, 
perhaps  becaufe  it  too  forcibly  painted  the  flattering,  ftc. 
fbaraftcr  of  the  fatourite*        T. 

C  J  "  ?aris, 


2A  fOSTRUMOXfS    WO&KS« 

^^  Paris,  while  madame  du  Chatclet,  the  prince 
<<  of  Naiiau,  and  you,  fir,  contribute  to  cm* 
<<  bclli(h  that  city.  But  be  kind  enough,  fir, 
*«  to  judge  me  by  yourfelf.  Should  you  be  dif* 
^^  pofed  to  quit  the  marchionels  to  come  and 
'<  join  us  at  Remuiberg ?'' 


LETTER     CIV. 
Frtm  M.  de  VolUire. 
8  I  lU  Paris,  Oaober  18,  1739. 

I  SEND  your  royal  highncfs  the  greatcft 
monument  that  ezifts  of  your  bounty  and  my 
&me.  I  never  pofleifed  true  fiime  till  the  day 
you  granted  me  your  protedion^  and  it'is  now 
at  its  height,  from  the  honour  which  you  have 
deigned  to  confer  on  the  Henriadc.  Two  fin- 
cere  friends  of  mine,  who  are  in  Paris,  have  read 
this  (hort  profe  eflay,  which  is  of  more  worth 
than  all  my  poetry.  They  fcarcely  could  reuin 
their  tears,  when  they  beheld  that  there  feldom 
was  a  line,  which  fell  from  your  pen,  that  was 
not  the  offspring  of  a  heart  born  for  the  happi- 
nefs  of  mankind,  and  of  a  mind  created  for  their 
inftrudion.     They  admired  the  energy  with 
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which  your  royal  highnefs  writes  ia  a  foreign 
language,  they  were  aftoniflied  at  the  fingularity 
cf  your  tafte  for  fubjefts  concerning  which  Cq 
many  of  our  princes  have  fo  little  knowledge. 
This  certainly  ftruck  them,  but  the  fentiments 
of  humanity  which  reign  in  that  work  captivated 
their  fouls.  All  they  could  promife  was  to 
keep  the  fecret^  as  far  as 'related  to  the  preface ; 
but  to  be  filent>  not  to  fpeak  in  praife  of  the 
adorable  prince  who  thinkis  with  fo  much  gran- 
deur and  benevolence,  would  be  impoffibie* 
They  were  fo  much  affedte^  they  could  not  but 
exclaim  with  me-« 

Rival  of  aD  the  great  and  good,  {ay,  wben 
SbtH  we  behold  thee»  fixft  of  goAike  men ! 
Mirror  of  GhrliHan  princesl  But  who  ne'er 
Saw  Chriftian  prince  that  might  with  thee  compare  ! 

I  have  written  nothing  fince  the  two  laft  afts 
of  Maft\>met«  I  appear  before  my  mafter  with 
empty  hands,  but  he  mull  grant  me  his  pardon  ; 
my  aiBidlions  have  again  all  overtaken  me. 
Did  the  enemies  who  perfecuted  me  know  how 
much  I  fuffcr,  I  believe  they  would  blufti  at 
their  own  envy  and  hatred;  for  how  might  they 
envy  the  man  whofe  every  hour,  almoft,  is 
marked  by  paip ;  or  why  hate  him  who  employs 
his  intervals  of  eafe  only  to  render  himfelf  lef» 
unworthy  of  affording  pleafure  to  thofe  who 
love  the  arts  and  mankind  ? 

C  4  Madame 


t4  POSTHVMOirS     WtdtZS. 

Madame  du  Chacelet  will  not  depart  for  the 
Netherlands  till  toward  the  beginning  of  No- 
vember, and  I  do  not  think,  my  health  would 
permit  me  to  accompany  her  were  (he  to  go 
fooner.  » 

I  read  Machiavcl  whenever  my  ill  health  and 
my  ftudies  will  permit.  I  have  the  vanity  to 
think  that  the  mod  difgufling  of  the  writings 
of  this  author  is  the  chapter  Delia  Crudelta^  in 
which  this  ingenious  and  political  monfter  has 
the  effrontery  to  fay  Deve  per  tanto  un  princif^ 
nonji  curare  deW  infymia  H  crudele  * ;  and  ftiU 
more  efpecially  the  i8th  chapter,  intitled.  In 
che  modo  i  principi  debbiano  ojjfervare  la.  \fed€^\ 
If  I  might  venture  to  fpeak  what  I  think  to 
your  royal  highnefs,  who,  in  heart,  mind,  and 
rank,  was  afluredly  born  the  judge  of  thefc 
fubjcAs,  I  fliould  declare  that  I  find -^either 
reafon  nor  underflanding  in  this  chapter.  It  is 
a  very  excellent  proof  truly  that  a  prince  ought 
to  be  a  villain,  becaufe  Achilles,  according  to 
the  fable,  was  fed  by  an  animal  half  a  beaft 
and  half  a  man.  If  indeed  a  fox  had  been  the 
preceptor  of  Ulyfles,  there  might  have  been 

*  A  prince  ought  not  greatly  to  regard  the  Infamy  that  at- 
tends on  cruelty. 
f  Of  the  manner  in  which  princes  ought  to  obferve  their 

contrads. 

fome 
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fome  jufticc  in  the  allegory.  But  what  cbn- 
cluiion  can  be  drawn  from  Achilles>  who  h 
reprefented  as  the  moft  impetuous  and  lead 
politic  of  men  ? 

In  the  fame  chapter  he  affirms  it  is  neceflary 
to  be  perfidious ;  percbe  gU  uominijono  trifti  * ;  and 
a  moment  after  he  adds,  /mo  tanto  Jemplici  gli 
Mmini  cbe  colui  cbe  inganna  trovera/cmpre  MJi 
lajcera  ingannare.\ 

It  feems  to  me  that  the  preceptor  of  vice 
ought  to  be  thus  felf-contradiftory, 

I  have  not  yet  received  the  notes  of  Amelot 
de  la  Houffaye ;  but  what  commentary  can  be 
neceffary  to  my  prince  to  difcover  the  falfe,  or 
to  confound  the  unjuil?  Blefled  be  the  day  when 
his  amiable  hands  (hall  have  finifhed  a  work  on 
which  the  happinefs  of  man  will  depend,  and 
which  ought  to  become  the  catechifm  of  kings ! 

I  know  not  what  reception  the  manifefto  of 
the  emperor  againft  his  general,  and  againft  his 
plenipotentiary,  would  meet  with  in  this  cate- 
chifm. It  is  not  for  me  to  c^ft  a  glance  fo 
high. 

Pqfiorem^  TUyre,  ^nguis 
Pafccn  cportet  ornfff  nee  return  billa  referri. 

*  Becaufe  men  arc  wicked. 

f  Mankind  are  fo  fimple  that  he  who  wifhf  8  to  deceive  Wfll 
always  find  thofe  who  will  fuffer  thcmfclvc$  to  be  dtcdved.    » 

I  have 
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I  have  been  vificed  by  the  Ton  of  M.  Gratnkan^ 
who  ftppean  to  me  to  be  a  young  man  of  merit» 
worthy  of  ferviog  and  lifteninjg  to  your  royal 
bighnefs. 

I  hear  nothing  more  of  the  journey  which  the 
baron  von  Ka3rferling  was  to  make  to  Paris ;  1  am 
afraid  left  I  (hould  be  gone  without  having  feen 
a  perfon  with  whom  I  (hould  have  pafled  whole 
days  in  fpeaking  of  a  prince  who  does  honour 
to  humanity,  Madame  du  Chatelet  has  written 
to  your  royal  highnefs.  I  am  with  the  moft 
profound  refpedt>  and  the  moft  tender  gratitude^ 
&c. 


LETTER      CV. 
From  tbi  Prhue  Reyai. 

MY  DEAR  FRI^MD^  Remafttrg,  Not.  ; »  1739. 

1  WA  S  as  much  mortified  by  the  infirm 
ftate  of  your  health  as  I  was  rejoiced  by  the  fatis- 
fii£tion  which  you  teftify  at  reading^my  preface. 
I  coniign  over  the  ftyle  to  be  criticifed  by  every 
Zoilus  on  earth ;  yet^  at  the  fame  time,  perfuade 
myfelf  ii  will  bear  examination,  iince  it  contains 

nothing 


nothing  but  truths  to  which  every  thiAking  iQab 
muft  neceflarily  aflenfr 

.  The  refucation  of  'Machiavel,  in  favow.of 
which  yoii  intereil  yourfelf,  is  finifiied.  I  am. 
at  prefent  beginning  with  the  firft  chapter^  to 
corrcdy  and,  if  poiTible,  to  render  the  work 
worthy  of  pofterity.  That  I  may  not  keep  you 
in  fufpence,  I  fend  you  a  few  morfets  of  this 
rough  marblei  which  are  not  yet  polifhed. 

A  week  fince,  I  fent  the  pre&ce  to  the.mar- 
chiooefs.  You  will  receive  the  chapters  in  or- 
der»  and  corre6ted>  when  they  (hall  be  complete* 
Though  I  do  not  mCti  to  put  my  name  to  the 
work,  I  yet  dcfire,  if  the  public  (hould  fufpedt 
the  author,  that  it  might  not  do  me  an  injury. 
For  this  reafon,  I  beg  you  would  have  the  good* 
nefs  frankly  to  point  out  whatever  needs  cor* 
redtioui  You  will  perceive  that  any  indulgence^ 
in  fueh  a  cafe,  would  be  prejudicial  and  fatal  to 
nae. 

I  informed  a  certain  perfbn  of  my  deiign  to 
refute  Machiavel,  and  this  certain  perfon  aflUred 
me  it  was  loft  time,  £nce  the  complete  refuta- 
tion of  Machiavcrs  U  Principe  might  be  found 
in  the  political  notes  on  Tadtus,  by  Amelot  de 
b  Houiiaye«  This  induced  me  to  read  Amelott 
and  his  notes,  in  which  I  did  not  find  what  I 
had  been  taught  to  exped.  Some  of  the  maxims 

of 
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of  fuch  dangerous  and  deteftable  politics  are 
there  refuted,  but  not  the  whole,  as  a  work. 

Where  the  ftyle  would  permit  me,  I  have 
mingled  the  pleafant  and  the  ferious,  and  have 
added  fome  Ihort  digreffions  to  thofe  chapters 
which  prefcnted  nothing  very  interefting  to  the 
reader.  Thus  the  reafonings,  which  could  not 
fell  to  infpire  languor  by  their  drynefs,  are  fol- 
lowed by  fome  hiftorical  or  critical  remarks,  to 
keep  the  attention  of  the  reader  alive.  I  have 
been  filent,  wherever  prudence  told  me  filence 
was  neceffary ;  nor  have  I  permitted  my  pen 
to  endanger  my  tranquillity. 

I  am  acquainted  with  numerous  anecdotes  of 
the  courts  of  Europe,  which  certainly  would  have 
diverted  my  readers,  but  I  (hould  have  com- 
pofed  a  fatire  which  would  have  been  the  more 
offenfive  by  being  true ;  and  this  is  what  I  never 
will  compofe.  I  am  not  born  to  afBift  princes; 
I  would  rather  render  them  wife  and  happy. 

In  this  packet  you  will  find  five  chapters  of 
Machiavel,  the  plan  of  Remufber^,  which  I 
have  long  been  indebted  to  you,  and  fome  pow- 
ders which  will  be  excellent  for  your  cholic ;  I 
ufc  them  myfelf,  and  they  are  of  infinite  fcrvice 
to  me.  They  mufl  be  taken  when  going  to  bed, 
mixed  with  pufe  water. 

Adieu,  my  dear,  my  ever  ill,  and  ever  per- 
4  fecuted 
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fccuced  friend ;  I  leave  you  to  take  up  my  work 
again^  and,  •  with  the  fame  pen  which  wrote  the 
eulogy  on  the  incomparable  author  of  the  Hcn- 
riade>  to  blacken  the  infamous  and  villainous 
charader  of  the  advocate  of  vice.  But  this  pen 
may  much  more  eafily  confound  the  corruptor  of 
the  human  race  than  be  able  to  praife  the  pre* 
ceptor  of  mankind.  Eloquence  is  affliftcd  when^ 
having  great  things  to  fay^  ftie  finds  herfelf  con- 
tinually inferior  to  her  fobjedt. 

My  friendfhip  to  the  marchionefs,  and  my 
compliments  to  your  firiends^  who  (hould  be  my 
friends,  likewife,  fince  they  are  worthy  to  be 
yojirs* 

I  am  with  all  fincerity,  and  poffible  tender- 
nefs,  my  dear  Voltaire,  &c. 


LETTER    CVI. 

From  M.  de  VoUain. 

NoTcmbcr,  1739. 
SURM  wandering  Baltimore  thy  flki)>9  no  more 
Land  on  Sannatian  or  Morifcan  fliore ) 
Plough  not  the  f eas  of  Bengal  or  Peru-— — 
Thouy  Algarotti,  eager  to  purfue) 
Through  various  dtmes^  a  fage  in  early  youth^ 
Wifdom  and  pleafure,  poetry  and  truth, 

or 
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Of  mn,  hii  prdEent  and  hit  i«tiir«>  ioam^ 
At  wanton  Venice*  or  9t  bcaftly  Rome, 
At  German  feaftt,  French  phijs,  ooiirtf  cottagei  oeD^ 
In  fearch ;  aiking  of  all  what  none  can  tell  | 
Modem  Diogenes,  no  more  enquire : 
Throw  by  thy  lantern^  let  thy  h'ght  expire  « 
A  man  is  found  1  An  honeft*  great  and  good! 
Mount  Remus  is  the  place  of  his  abode* 
A  king  of  hearts !  To  this  fam'd  mount  repair^ 
'   Behold  the  fage,  and  end  your  travels  there. 
Him  having  feen,  there's  nothing  more  to  fee ! 
Heav'ns !  When  (hall  I  at  thif  bleft  mountain  bet 
Where  juftice,  wit|  philofophy»  combined 
With  every  virtue,  form  one  mighty  miod} 
0Iympu8»  Sinai,  Thabor,  areo'emfti 
Their  ancient  radiance  Remus  has  furpafs^d! 
No  more  of  Phoebus*  lyre,  Jove's  thund'ring  nodi^ 
Of  prefent  heroes*  or  of  former  gods ) 
EfTac'd  are  they,  their  fame  and  ancient  rites  i 
Lo !  Frederic  comes !  The  god  in  whom  my  heart  delights ! 

I  alk  pardon,  fir,  of  Sinai  and  Thabor.  Hur- 
ried away  by  my  ardour,  I  have  faid  more  than 
I  ought  to  have  faid.  Neither  have  the  thun- 
der and  lightning  of  Mount  Sinai  any  relation 
to  the  philofophic  life  which  is  led  at  Mount 
Remus;  nor  is  there  any  exifting  difpute  be- 
tween the  transfiguration  on  Thabor  and  the  uni- 
formity of  your  charming  charader.  In  fine, 
your  royal  highncfs  muft  pardon  entbufiafm,  of 
which  furely  I  might  be  permitted  to  have  a 
little;  I  who  had  but  juft  read  the  beautiful 

cpiftlc 
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cpiftle  wkh  which  ytmr  French  mufe  regaled 
lord  Baldmore !  I  perceive  my  prince  ha$  crea^^ 
fured  up  the  £ngli(h  language,  as  t  part  of  bii 
knowledge.  Dulcesfirmones  cuju/cumque  lingua. 
I  imagine  this  lord  Baltimore  muft  have  been  . 
greatly  furprifed  to  fee  a  German  prince  write 
French  poetry  to  an  EnglUhman*  But  what 
cah  belaid  ?  I  am- more  furprifed  than  he.  I 
cannot  interpret  this  miracle  of  nature.  I  once 
again  afk  how  can  it  happen  that  any  one  (hould 
write  fo  well  in  the  language  of  a  country  which 
he  never  faw  ?  For  the  love  of  God,  fir,  tdl 
me  your  fecpet. 

1  too  fliould  fend  verfes  to  your  royal  high- 
nefs,  if  I  durft.  You  (hould  have  had  the  fifth 
aft  of  MahonKt,  but  it  is  not  yet  tranfcribed* 
The  fbtrr  firft  are  now  in  a  more  poUIhed  ftate  j 
if  your  fine  genius  found  fome  fatisfiiftion  in 
that  &cble  iketch,  I  will  venfture  to  hope  you 
will  (bew  the  fame  indulgence  to  the  work  when 
finiflied.  You  will  no  longer  meet  wkh  certain 
repetitions,  and  certain  loofe  unconnefted  lines, 
which  were  b  many  ftumbling-blocks.  You 
will  fee  paternal  love  and  the  fecret  of  the  birdi 
,  of  the  childreQ  of  Zopyrus  in  a  much  more  in* 
terefUng  and  grand  poitit  of  view.  .  Zopyrus, 
i«ady  to  be  afiaffinated  by  his  children  them^ 
fdves,  offers  up  hk  prayers  for. them  only,  and 

5  i* 
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is  dabbed^  by  the  hand  of  his  fon,  while  he  ro- 
quells  the  gods  to  grant  him  a  fight  of  this  fon. 
Is  fanaticifm  painted  as  you  could  wi(h  f  Have 
I  well  expreffcd  the  horror  which  Ravaillac, 
Poltrot,  Clement,  Felton,  Salcede,  Ehud,  and  I 
had  almofl  faid  Judith,  ought  to  infpire  f  For^ 
in  fa6t,  what  good  king  might  not  be  in  danger 
of  aflaflination,  were  religion  to  teach  us  to  kill 
the  fovereign  who  might  be  fuppofed  the  enemy 
of  God? 

This  is  the  firft  tragedy  in  which  fuperftition 
has  been  attacked.  Would  it  were  fufficiently 
worthy  to  be  dedicated  to  a  prince  who,  of  all 
others,  can  beft  diftinguifh  between  the  worfliip 
of  a  being,  infinitely  good,  and  fanaticifm,  in- 
finitely deteftabie  !• 

I  have  lately  feen  other  works,  on  very  dif- 
ferent fubjeds,  but  fubjeds  more  worthy  of  your 
royal  highnefs :  I  mean  a  courfe  of  mathema- 
tics, by  M.  Clairaut,  a  young  man  who  wrote  a 
book  on  curves  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  and  who 
has  lately  been,  as  your  royal  highnefs  knows, 
to  meafure  the  earth  at  the  polar  circle.  He 
treats  mathematics  as  Locke  has  treated  the  hu- 
man underflanding.  He  writes  with  that  me- 
thod which  nature  employs ;  and,  like  as  Locke 
followed  the  mind  in  all  its  relative  ideas,  he 
follows  geometry  in  th^  fame  route,  which  men 

.    have 
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have  taken  for  the  difcovery  of  the  truths  of 
which  they  flood  in  need.  Thus  it  was  the 
neceffity  which  men  were  under  to  meafurc 
which,  according  to  Clairaut,  was  and  is  the 
true  mailer  of  mathematics.  The  work  is  not 
entirely  concluded,  but  the  beginning  appears 
exceedingly  eafy,  and  confequently  exceedingly 
tifefuL 

But  the  mofl:  ufeful  of  thefe  works,  fir,*is 
that  of  which  I  am  in  expectation,  by  the  hand 
formed  to  render  men  happy. 

I,  poor  creature  as  I  am,  am  again  going  to 
my  elements  of  Newton,  of  which  a  new  edition 
is  wanted  at  Paris.  ^  But  this  labour  I  (hall  rc- 
ferve  for  Bruffels.  I  am  on  the  wing — —I  attend 
Emily  and  the  dutchefs  de  Richelieu  to  Cirey, 
whence  I  (hall  continue  my  journey  into  Flan- 
ders, &c. 


LETTER      CVII. 

From  the  Prints  Royal. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND.  Berlin,- Dec.  4,  1739, 

I  OU  promifed  me  your  new  tragedy  com- 
plete, and  I  now  expeft  it  with  great  curiolity 
VOL.  VII.  D  aad 
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and  impatience.  I  have  already  been  charmed 
by  the  firft  ardour  of  your  immortal  genius^  and 
1  judge  of  the  finilhcd  Zopyrus  by  the  beauttful 
iketcli  that  I  have  feen.  It  is  a  St.  John,  who  • 
promifes  highly  in  behalf  of  the  work  which  is 
to  follow.  I  (boukl  be  fatisfied,  yes,  exceed- 
ingly fatisfied,  if  during  my  whole  life^I  could 
write  one  tragedy  like  that  of  Mahomet,  without 
corredion.  But  every  man  is  not  permitted  ta 
vifit  Adiens. 

I  fubmit  the  twelve  firft  chapters  of  my  Anti* 
Machiavcl  to  your  judgment,  which,  though 
they  have  been  retouched,  ftiU  abound  in  faults. 
Tou  muft  be  the  fuppofed  father  o(  thefe  chil- 
dren, by  adding  whatever  the  purity  of  the 
French  language  requires,  before  they  appear 
in  the  prefence  of  the  public.  I  (hall,  in  the 
mean  time,  corredl  the  other  chapters,  and  give 
chem  all  the  perfe6tion  I  am  capable  of  attain- 
ing. Thus  do  I  exchange  my  feeble  produc- 
tions for  your  immortal  works,  much  in  the 
fame  manner  as  the  Dutch  truck  their  liule  look- 
ing-glaffes  for  the  gold  of  America ;  nay,  and 
am  very  happy  that  I  have  any  thing  to  barter*. 

The  diffipation  of  the  court  and  the  city, 
neceffary  attentions,  pleafures,  indifpenfable 
duties,  and  occafionally  teazing  idlers,  impede 
my  work,  and  Machiavel  is  often  obliged  to 

give 
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^ve  place  to  thofe  who  praftife  his  maxims^ 
and  whom  confequently  I  refute.  We  muft  com- 
ply with  thefe  decorums,  which  cannot  be  avoid- 
ed; and^  be  our  thoughts  what  they  will^  we 
inuft  racrifice  to  the  god  of  cuflom,  that  we  may 
not  obtain  the  charader  of  being  fingular  and 
abfurd. 

This  M.  de  Valori,  who  has  fo  long  been  an- 
nounced by  the  public  voice,  fo  often  been  pr o- 
mifed  by  the  gazettes,  and  fo  tedioufly  detained 
at  Hamburg,  is  at  length  arrived  at  Berlin.  He 
has  taught  us  hijghly  to  regret  La  Chetardip,  and 
daily  makes  us  perceive  how  much  we  have  loft 
in  the  departure  of  the  latter.  Our  whole  con- 
verfation  at  prefent  is  a  theoretical  courfe  of  the 
wars  of  Brabant,  and  of  the  trifles  and  minutias 
of  the  French  army.  I  inceffantly  meet  a  man 
who  imagines  bimfelf  in  the  face  of  his  enemy, 
and  at  the  head  of  his  brigade.  I  continually 
fear  left  he  (hould  take  me  for  a  counterfcarp, 
or  a  horn  work,  and  (hould  very  impolitely  make 
an  attack.  He  is  almoft  always  troubled  with 
the  fpleeh.  He  has  not  the-  manners  of  polite 
life ;  he  never  fups,  and  it  is  laid  the  head-ach 
refpefts  him  too  much  to  incommode  him,  and 
that  he  never  merits  a  vifit  from  this  gueft. 

We  have  lately  acquired  a  very  able  man, 

and  very  famous  in  experimental  philofophy, 

P  2  whofe 
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whofe  name  is  Celius.  He  has  received  inftru-* 
ments  to  the  value  of  twenty  thoufand  crowns, 
and  will  this  year  finifli  a  work  which  will  do 
him  much  honour;  a  mechanical  machine,  that 
perfeftly  demonftrates  all  the  motions  of  the 
ftars  and  planets,  according  to  the  Newtonian 
fyftem. 

Perhaps  you  are  not  acquainted  with  a  young 
man  who  begins  to  be  known,  and  whofe  name 
h  Lieberkuhn,  who  has  an  admirable  mechanic 
cal  genius.  He  has  made  aftonifhing  difcove- 
ries  in  optics,  and  has  carried  his  art  to  fuch  a 
degree  of  perfeftion  that  he  has  furpaffed  all  his 
predeceflbrs.  He  is  to  return  here  this  autumn, 
after  having  feen  Paris.  He  has  remained  three 
years  at  London,  and  was  greatly  efteemed  by 
all  the  learned  of  England.  I  will  fpeak  more 
particularly  concerning  him,  when  I  have  feen 
him  after  hb  return. 

I  am  delighted  at  the  fight  of  thefe  happy 
produdls  of  my  country ;  they  refemble  rofes 
growing  among  briars  and  nettles.  They  are 
like  fparks  of  genius,  which  are  difcovered 
among  the  embers  under  which,  unfortunately, 
the  arts  are  buried.  In  France,  you  live  in  all 
tlie  opulence  of  thefe  arts ;  here  we  are  indigent- 
in  fcience,  which  may  occafion  us  to  efteem 
the  little  we  have  the  oiore. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps' you  think  mc  a  prattler,  but  remenj^ 
ber  it  is  a  month  fince  I  wrote  to  you,  and  that 
rain  is  never  more  abundant  than  when  pre- 
ceded by  fterility. 

I  follow  you  to  Cirey,  dear  Voltaire,  and  par- 
ticipate both  ia  your  pleafurcs  and  your  pain§. 
Profit  by  thefe  pleafures  as  much  as  you  arc 
able,  for  fo  ought  a  wife  man  to  do ;  enlightea 
us,  but  not  at  tlic  ^xpence  of  your  health  and 
your  life. 

When  will  thefe  Voltaires  and  thefe  Emilies 
travel  northward?  I  fear  fuch  phenomena, though 
impatiently  expefted,  will  not  fuddenly  appear. 
It  ftiall  not  however  be  faid  that  I  have  died  and 
have  not  feen  you,  were  I  even  obliged  to  carry 
you  off.  There  is  no  adventure  1  would  not 
lather  undertake.  Would  not  you  be  greatly 
^onifhed  if,  fome  night  at  Cirey,  you  were  to 
fee  men  arriye  in  maiks,  with  torches,  and  a 
coach,  and  all  thjings  neceflary  to  bear  you  away  ? 
Such  an  incident  vyould  fomewhat  refemble  that 
of  the  Pentecoft,  only  that  we  (hould  do  you  no 
harm,  except  by  taking  you  from  Emily,  which 
I  confefs  would  be  harm  enough.  I  do  not 
think  that  either  you  or  Emily  are  born  for 
chicanery ;  and,  Paris  happening  to  be  on  th(f 
road  of  the  marchionefs^  judgment  n^ty  chance 
to  go  by  default. 

D  3  Poor 
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Poor  Ccfario,  ftill  affliftcd  with  the  gout, 
has  not  ftruck  his  tent  at  Rcmufbcrg;  and 
though  I  continually  exert  my  claims,  his  dif- 
cafe  will  not  fufFer  him  to  come.  He  love$ 
you  like  a  friend,  and  efteems  you  as  a  great 
man.  Permit  me  to  fpeak  in  his  behalf,  and 
to  expreft  what  pain,  and  his  prefttxt  want  of 
pleafure,  will  not  fuffer  him  to  cxprefs  himfelf. 

I  do  not  relate  the  nonfenfe  of  the  town,  the 
trifling  news  of  the  day,  or  the  frivolities  of  th^ 
times.  We  ought  not  to  depart  from  our  horizon. 
I  ought  only  to  fpeak  to  you  concerning  yourfelf, 
or  the  marchionefs.  But  I  fear  'left  I  (hould 
weary  you,  by  being  only  the  mirror,  or  thp 
(echo,  of  what  muft  be  admired  in  you.  Prcfent 
my  compiitnents  to  the  marchionefs,  and  remain 
convinced  that  I  love  and  efteem  you  as  much 
as  poflible,  and  that  I  (hall  ever  conpinue  yoiv^ 
very  faithful  frien(;it 


'  ■. '^^^^^  - '  .  .^J 

I.   E    T    T    E    R     CVIII, 

from  M.  de  Voltaire. 

^  I  R,  December  28,  173^ 

\VHAT  can  we  wi(h  in  behalf  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  this  year?   You  poflT^fs  eycry 

thing 
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thing  ncceflary  for  a  prince,  and  more  than  fuf. 
jicient  for  a  private  p«rfon,  who  (hould  have  his 
fortune  to  make  by  his  talents.  No,  fir,  I  (hall 
not  wifti  for  you,  but,  if  fo  you  will  permit,  for 
myfelf.  You  know  the  purport  of  thefe  wifhes, 
Ut  videamfalutare  meum. 

I  (hall  wi(h  for  tl^e  public,  too;  and  that  is 
that  the  public  may  fee  the  refutation  which  my 
priace  has  made  of  the  corrupter  of  princes.  A 
few  days  (inice  I  received  tlie  twelve  firft  chap- 
ters at  Pruflfels.  I  h^d  before  eagerly  read  jhofe 
which  I  had  received  in  France-  It  is  necffTary 
for  the  good  of  mankind,  fir,  that  this  work 
(boujd  appear*  Th?  world  muft  fee  the  anti- 
dote prefented  by  a  royal  hand.  1%  is  very 
ftxange  that  among  the  princes  that  have  writ- 
ten, none  of  them  have  chofen  fuch  a  fubjcft, 
which,  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  it  was  their 
duty  to  d^.  No,  their  filence  was  tacit  appro- 
bation. It  was  well  worthy  of  Henry  VIII.  of 
England  to  write  againft  Luther,  and  of  James 
If  to  dedicate  4  work  to  the  child  Jefus!  At 
length,  behold  a  work  worthy  of  a  prince !  Nor 
can  I  doubt  that  an  edition  of  Machiave],  with 
fy^h  an  antidote  at  the  end  of  each  chapter, 
will  be  one  of  the  mofl  precious  monuments  of 
Jiteratufe, 

Thetie  are  yery  few  of  what  vc  caUpd  errors 
P  4  againft 
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againfi  the  cuftom  of  the  language ;  and  your  royaj 
highncfs  will  fuffer  mc  to  perform  my  office, 
by  adding  dots  to  the  i's.  If  your  royal  high- 
ncfs will  deign  to  grant  the  petition  I  make, 
and  if  you  will  beftow  this  gift  upon  the  public, 
my  petition  is  that  you  will  fuffer  me  to  write 
a  preface,  and  to  be  your  editor.  After  the 
honour  you  have  done  me,  in  caufing  the  Hen- 
riade  to  be  printed,  you  can  add  nothing,  ex- 
cept by  confiding  the  edition  of  the  Anti-Ma* 
chiavel  to  my  care.  My  fimftion,  as  it  will 
happen,  will  be  fuperior  to  yours.  The  Hen- 
riade  may  pleafe  fome  curious  readers,  but  the 
Anti-Machiavel  muft  become  thecatechifm  of 
kings,  and  their  minifters. 

Will  you,  fir,  permit  me  to  fay  that,  accord- 
ing to  the  remarks  of  madame  du  Chatelet,  may 
I  venture  to  add  according  to  mine  alfo,  there 
are  fome  branches  of  this  beautiful  tree  which 
may  be  lopt  off,  without  injury  to  the  trunk  ? 
Zeal  againft  the  preceptor  of  ufurpers  and  ty- 
rants has  eaten  up  your  generous  foul,  and  has 
fometimes  hurried  you  away.  If  this  be  a  defeft 
it  is  very 'like  a  viiiue.  The  infinitely  good 
God,  it  is  faid,  infinitely  hates  vice.  However, 
when  we  have  politely  abufed  Machiavel,  we 
may  afterward  confine  ourfelves  to  reafoning. 
My  propofal,  which  I  fubmit  to  your  judgment, 

may 


may  cafily  be  accompliftied.  I  fliall  wait  for 
prccifc  orders  from  my  mafter,  and  (hall  keep 
the  manufcript  till  he  has  permitted  me  to  re- 
touch and  difpofe  of  it. 

It  is  for  your  royal  highnefs,  hereafter,  to 
fend  me  French  writings ;  I  am  only  an  incf- 
fedual  fervant;  I  receive  but  do  not  give.     I 
am  making  fome  emendations  in  the  Machiavel 
of  Alia.  I  am  planing  the  knots  out  of  Mahomet, 
the  original  Iketch  of  which  you  have  feen.    I 
Ihall  not  here  continue  the  hiftory  of  the  age  of 
Louis  XIV ;  I  am  fomewhat  difgufted  M'ith  it, 
though  it  was  my  intention  to  write  wholly  in 
the  moderate  language  of   which  your  royal 
highnefs  has  feen  a  fpecimen :  befide  that  I  am 
at  prefent  without  my  manufcripts,  and   my 
books.    I  (hall  again  apply  myfelf  a  little  to 
phylics.      Why  am   I  not  with  fuch  men  as 
Celius,  and   others  whom   the  fame  of  your 
merit  has  already  drawn  to  Pru(Ea? 

I  have  been  told  that  the  ambalTador  fo  often' 
announced  was  worthy  both  to  dine  and  fup, 
but  I  perceive  he  deferves  only  to  dine.  I  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  Algarotti,  dated  London 
Oftober  ift,  which  has  lain  three  months  for 
me,  at  Bruffels.  Algarotti  continues  in  aftoni(h- 
ment  at  all  he  has  feen  at  Remufberg.  What 
a  prince  it  is !  exclaims  he.    He  cannot  recover 

from 
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from  his  furprife.  Alas !  Sir,  why  2(m  not  I 
Algarotti?  Why  is  not  M.  du  Chatclict  Balti- 
more? Were  I  not  with  Emily  I  fliould  die  if  I 
were  not  with  you. 

I  am  with  the  mod  profound  refpeft  ar^d  th? 
tendered  gratitude,  &c. 


LETTER      CIX- 

From  the  Prince  RoyaL 

M5r  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  Jan.  6,  1740, 

1  HE  rcafon  why  I  deferred  writing  to  you 
was  nothing  more  than  my  unwillingnefs  tp  ap- 
pear  with  empty  hands,  I  take  this  opportunity 
to  fend  you  five  chapters  of  the  Apti-Machiavel, 
and  an  ode  on  flattery,  which  leifure  has  permit-. 
ted  me  to  write.  Had  I  been  at  Remulberg, 
you  would  have  received  the  Very  dregs  of  my 
^rork ;  but  it  is  impoffible  to  make  much  progrcft 
^mid  the  diffipation  of  Berlin. 

The  Anti-Machiavel  does  not  defcrvc  to  be 
^nounped  in  my  name  {o  the  kjng  of  France^ 
This  fpvereign  has  fo  many  good  and  great 
qualities,  that  my  writings  are  by  no  means 
peceffary  for  their  developement.  Befide,  I 
^rote  freeljr,  and  fpoi^e  of  France  as  of  PruiSa;^ 
7  England^ 
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England^  Hoiland,  and  all  the  powers  (^Europe, 
It  16  proper  that  the  name  of  an  author  (hould  be 
unknown^  who  writes,  only  for  the  love  of  truth, 
and  who  confequently  puts  no  (hackles  on  his 
droughts.  When  you  (hall  have  read  the  con« 
clufion  of  the  work,  yoji  will  agree  with  me  that 
prudence  requires  the  name  of  the  author  (hould 
be  buried  in  the  difcretio|i  of  friend(hip« 

I  am  not  intereftcd,  and  if  I  can  but  ferve  the 
public  I  (hsdl  labour  without  the  expedation 
either  of  reward  or  praife ;  like  thofe  unknown 
membere  of  fociety  who  are  as  oblburc'as  they 
are  ufefuK 

My  period  at  court  being  over,  my  period 
for  (ludy  will  come.  In  a  fortnight,  I  hope  to 
lead  that  fage  and  peaceful  life  in  which  you 
fo  much  delight,  and  I  thei)  propofe  to  put  the 
IbA  hand  to  my  wprlf,  ai>d  to  rppd^r  it  worthy 
of  ^fter  age5.  I  cflimafe  pjy  Jabour  at  npthiiig, 
for  it  is  but  of  (hqrt  duration;  but  the  produce 
of  that  labour  I  eftimate  at  much,  for  it  is  in^ 
tended  to  furvive  me.  Happy  the  writers  who, 
aided  by  a  luxuriant  imagination^  and  guided 
by  wifdom,  are.  able  to  compofe  works  worthy 
of  immortality  I  They  will  do  more  hofigur  tp 
their  age  than  Phidias,  PraxTjieles,  ^d.  Zeuxis, 
4id  to  the  age  in  which  they  lived.  The  in- 
dullry  of  yn4«r(landin^  is  much  preferable  tp 

th^ 
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the  mechanical  induftry  of  art.  A  fingie  Vol- 
taire will  do  more  honour  to  France  than  4 
thoufand  pedant6|  a  thoufand  half  wits,  and  9 
thoufand  great  men  of  an  inferior  order. 

I  repeat  truths  which  I  cannot  avoid  repeat- 
ing ;  like  as  you  cannot  avoid  maintaining  the 
principles  of  preponderating  weight,  or  the  doc- 
trine of  attraftion*  One  truth  equals  anotheri 
and  all  truths  ought  to  be  publifhed. 

The  devotees  here  are  raifing  a  dreadful 
ftorm  againft  thofe  whom  they  call  mifcreants. 
Falfe  zeal  is  the  madnefs  of  all  countries ;  and 
I  am  well  perfuaded  would  turn  the  brain  of  tlic 
moft  rational,  into  which  it  fliould  find  ad* 
miflion* 

But  what  is  moft  pleafent,  when  the  vertigq 
feizes  on  a  whole  fociety,  no  perfon  is  allowed 
to  remain  neuter ;  each  man  is  required  to  take 
one  fide  or  the  other,  and  to  enlift  under  the 
banner  .of  fanaticifm.  This,  for  my  own  part,  I 
own  I  (hall  not  do.  I  fhall  remain  fatisfied  with 
compofing  fome  pfalms  to  give  a  good  opinioii 
of  my  orthodoxy.  Wafte  a  few  of  your  mor 
ments,  dear  Voltaire,  after  the  fame  manner  j 
and  with  a  facred  quill  fcribble  a  few  of  your 
harmonious  and  melodious  rhymes.  Socrates 
offered 'incenfe  to  the  Penates.  Cicero,  who 
cannot  be  accounted  one  of  the  credulous,  did 

the 
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the,  lame.  It  is  ncceffary  we  (hould  comply 
with  the  whims  of  filly  people  to  avoid  blame 
and  pcrfecutionj  for,  after  all,  the  moft  de- 
firable  thing  in  this  world  is  to  live  in  peace.  In 
the  company  of  fools  let  us  be  foolifli ;  that 
we  may  attain  this  (late  of  tranquillity. 

I  hear  of  Bernard  and  of  Greffet  as  of  the  au- 
thors of  great  works.  I  am  told  of  poems  which 
do  not  appear,  and  of  pieces  I  believe  deftined  to 
die  incognito,  without  having  feen  the  light  of 
day.  Thefe  young  poets  are  too  idle  for  their 
age;  they  wifh  to  gather  laurels  without  giving 
themfelves  the  trouble  to  feek  them,  and  are 
fatisfied  with  the  moft  infignificant  barveft  of 
fame.  How  great  is  the  contraft  between  their 
indolence  and  your  laborious  aftivity !  I  affirm 
that  two  years  of  your  life  are  worth  fixty  o( 
diofe  of  Greffet  or  Bernard.  I  will  go  farther, 
I  will  affirm  that  twelve  thinking  beings,  who 
think  deeply,  will  not,  in  a  given  time,  furnifli 
a  quantity  equal  to  you*  But  this  is  one  of  the 
gifts  which  Providence  beftows  oAly  on  men  of 
great  genius.  May  that  Providence  fhower  its 
bcft  gifts  upon  you;  that  is  to  fay,  may  it 
ftrengthen  your  health,  that  the  whole  world 
jnay  long  profit  by  your  talents  and  your  writ- 
ings. In  thefe  no  perfon,  dear  Voltaire,  takes 
fo  much  intereft  as  your  friend,  who  is,  and 

3  ^'^^' 
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ever  will  remain^  with  all  chat  efteem  whieh  h9 
one  can  refufe  you,  &€• 


LETTER     ex. 

From  the  Prince  Roy  at. 

Sdrlifij  January  lo,  1746^ 

I' H  E  former  6«c  of  Fn-cc  thou  haft  incrcu'd. 
For  which  a  childi(hy  old»  ungrateful  pricfl: 
Gives  thee  his  benedidUon  *  :  this,  I've  heard, 
A  mode  of  puniihmentmig^t  be,  but  not  reward  1 

1  have  read  your  fliort  work  on  the  age  of 
luouis  the  Great,  Were  this  prince  living, 
you  would  be  loaded  with  honours  and  rewards*; 
but  in  the  prefent  age  it  (hould  feem  that  good 
tafte,  as  well  as  the  old  cardinal^  is  in  its  dotage. 
Lord  Chefterficld  faid,  in  the  year  25,  that  the 
world  was  gone  vroA  ;  and  in  the  year  40,  the 
world  ought  in  my  opinion  to  bt  fent  to  Bedlam. 
After  the  vexations  and  perfecutions  you  have 
endured,  no  perfon  can  think  of  writing;  every 
thing  will  be  critmnal,  every  thing  condem-* 

*  The  Bafii  edition,  perhaps  more  corredlj  but  lefs  pka- 
fahtly,  xzzi^f^hat  bim/bed  ibee.      T. 

nable; 


CORHZSPONDEKCE.  47 

nable;  there  is  no  longer  either  innocence 
or  freedom  for  authors.  Still,  however,  I  con- 
jure you,  by  all  the  influence  I  may  luve  over 
you,  by  the  divine  Emily,  and  for  the  love  of 
your  own  glorjr,  to  finifli  the  incomparable 
hiftory,  the  commencement  of  which  you  have 
intaifted  to  me- 

Heed  not  though  EnTj  yelp  and  prate. 
Or  holy  Father  fulminate; 
Wild  Fancy's  Phantomy  that»  of  yore. 
Our  fooliih  anceftors  t'adore 
Were  idly  prone,  and  who  declares 
He  underflands  all  heav'n's  afiairs. 
Though  few  regard  what  now  he  fays. 

Heed  not  the  Bigot's  blame  or  pralfc  ; 
Should  Zeal  and  Spleen  thtlr  fury  vent. 
Contemn  their  curfes  impotent. 

Laugh  at  th'  odogeilarian  r^ge 
Of  him  who,  in  declining  age, 
Prieft,  ftatefinan,  cardinal  is  feen, 
The  heir  of  artful  Mazarin  ; 
Who  keeps  vik  Machiavel  in  view  $ 
In  fpeech  a  fophift ;  ever  true 
To  intereft,  while  through  cropked  waysi 
Fallacious  lures  and  falfehood's  maze, 
He  feeks  to  grafp  the  balance  held 
By  Albion  proud,  who  haa  compell'd. 
That  Europe  might  in  fafety  ileep. 
The  Auftrian  and  the  Gaul  to  keep 
Suchfequilibtittm  as  reftraini 
£xce&  of  pow'r,  and  peace  maiRtainSf 

Heed 
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Heed  not  the  furious  prckte's  raget      ^ 
Heed  not  though  Vice  and  FoUy  wage 
Inccflant  war ;  in  their  defpite. 
Honour  thy  country  ftiS,  and  write* 

When  holy  liars  have  difplay'd 
The  facred  tricks  in  which  they  trade> 
Or  when  t*  increafe  their  filly  feft, 
Samt  Medard^s  miracles  they  ady 
Let  Louis  ftretch  the  hand  of  pow'r  c 
But  never  let  the  monarch  low'r 
On  thofe  fuperior  minds  that  glow 
With  all  the  wifdom  they  heftow! 
Thofe  legiflators  of  mankind. 
Who  captivate  the  heart  and  mind ! 

Son  of  the  Graces,  friead  of  truth 
And  freedom  fix>m  thy  carlieft  youth^ 
Exert  thy  poVr»  nor  live  in  dread 
Though  thunders  rumhle  o'er  thy  head ! 
Greflet  nor  Bernard  imitate. 
Nor  let  thine  ardour  once  ahate  ; 
In  indolence  let  them  remain ; 
Be  thou  our  monarch,  write  and  reign  I 

Though  killing  blights,  in  evil  hour. 
Wither  the  choiceft  fweeteft  flow'r. 
Buds  newly  blown,  that  Flora  views. 
And  fmUxng  fheds  her  richeft  dews. 
Yet,  while  the  gard'ner  looks  and  fighs. 
He  hopes  a  ftiU  more  beauteous  prize ; 
Agsm  he  tills  the  teeming  earth. 
And  flow'rsmore  &ir  again  take  birth  ! 

Amid  the  ravages  mail  man  advance 
Of  axypy  Tiiac>  and  ndtcrfe  Chaacc. 

Revenge 
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kcTcnge  Ihyfelf,  Voltaire,  and  (hew 
Thou'n  an  unconquerable  foe ; 
End  but  the  Work  thou  haft  begun^ 
The  world  fliall  own  the  battle  won  { 

This  will  appear  to  be  the  advice  of  felf-ia* 
tereft,  and  fuch  I  will  frankly  own  it  to  be*  I 
have  taken  infinite  pleafure  in  reading  the  hiftory 
of  Louis  XlVi  and  carneftly  defire  to  fee  it 
finiflied.  The  honour  you  will  hereafter  ac- 
quire by  the  work  will  greatly  overbalance  the 
chagrin  you  at  prefent  fuffcr  from  perfecution. 
We  muft  not  be  fo  eafily  repulfed.  A  man  of 
your  order  ought  to  know  that  to  leave  the  hif- 
tory of  Louis  XIV.  imperfed  would  be  to  oc- 
cafion  a  bankruptcy  in  the  republic  of  letters. 
Recoiled  that  Cafar,  while  combating  the  waves 
of  the  fea,  held  his  commentaries  with  one  hand 
over  his  head>  that  he  might  preferve  them  for 
pofterity. 

How  can  you  fpcak  of  my  feeble  produdlions, 
after  having  mentioned  your  own  immortal 
works  ?  It  is  my  duty,  however,  to  render  you 
an  account  of  my  ftudies.  The  approbation  you 
bellowed  on  the  five  chapters  of  Machiavel, 
tvhich  I  fent  you,  encourages  me  to  finifli  the 
four  laft.  Were  I  at  leifure  you  fliould  foon 
have  all  the  Anti-Maehiavel,  with  my  correc- 
tions and  additions;  but  I  am  only  allowed  %o 
write  at  intervals^ 

vot.  yiu  £  Bufied 
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Bufied  in  doing  nothing,  Time^ 
That  old  knave,  fteaJt  aiway  my  primct 
The  tro&Y  hand  of  eomlng  age 
Thofe  boiling  paflions  doth  aflfaagc 
Which  early  youth  to  a£t  compell'd. 
And  in  impetuous  tranfports  held. 
Dull  forms  and  ceremonies  flow. 
By  Order  led,  with  ftatdy  bow 
And  meafur'd  ftep,  devoid  of  grace. 
Of  formerpleafures  now  take  place. 
Thus,  while  to  pride  and  pomp,  unwife^ 
I  pay  this  pundual  facrifice. 
Mode,  cuftom,  and  fet-fpeech  controul. 
And  blunt  the  feelings  of  the  foul. 
My  languor  and  my  fpleen  increafe^ 
And  leave  old  Machiavel  in  peace. 
But  foon  again  I  hope  to  meet 
Delights  £9  rational,  and  fweet ; 
Returning  to  thofe  happy  plains 
Where  cheerful  pleafure  fearleCs  reigns ! 
Where  mirth  that  beft  of  v^ieakh  bcftowt 
Which  bloated  grandeur  never  knows  I 
Where  freedom  can  that  quiet  give 
For  which  alone  the  wife  would  live ! 

The  chapters  of  Machiavel  afe  copied  by  oifc 
of  my  fecretaries,  whofe  flame  is  Gaillard.  His 
writing  greatly  refcmbles  that  of  Cef^rio*  Poor^ 
Cefario  !  I  wifli  he  were  able  to  write  !  But  the 
pitylcfs  goat  attacks  him  in  every  limb,  and  for 
two  months  paft  has  given  him:  no  refpiteit 

In  paints  defpite^  with  garlands  crown'd^ 
The  Smikrs  by  his  bedfide  are  found ; 

3m 
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But  liiarlifig  Gout  again  appear^ 
And  fooa  the  finilet  are  changed  to  ttari ! 
Poor  Cupid  in  a  comer  ftands. 
With  ufeleft  bow,  and  idle  hands ; 
His  weeping  mother  flill  adores^ 
While  he  their  mutual  loft  deplores ! 
Bacchus  attempts  to  eafe  his  pain. 
With  copious  tears  of  briflc  champagne ;   ' 
And  grlcFes  a  champion  thus  fiiotdd  7«eld> 
Who  leaves  reludbmtly  the  field  1 
His  favourite  nedbur  Momus  quaffs. 
And  at  their  noify  clamours  laughs. 
**  Your  godihips  are,  fays  he,  but  Turks  ! 
'*  Impoftors !  Nay,  behold  ycmr  works ! ' 
^*  But  let  the  youth  who  weepiqglies, 
*•  Hereafter  flmn  you,  and  grow  wife." 

I  bclbve  that  your  gentlemen Laplande/s  have 
been  civil  enough  to  fend  us  fome  of  the  fubjedfes 
of  .Solus  that  have  efcaped  from  their  caverns^  and 
whom  we  could  very  well  have  done  without. 
I  will  write  to  Algarotti  that  he  may  pack  off 
(bmc  beams  ffom  hi$  country  hither;  for  nature, 
at  bay,  appears  to  be  in  IndiQ^nfable  need  of  a 
detatchment  of  heat  to  r^ftore  her  io  life. 

If  my  powder  Ihould  once  more  reftore  you 
to  health,  I  will,  from  that -moment,  hold  the 
god  of  Epidaurus  in  greater  reverence  than  the 
Delphic  deity.  Wty  can  I  not  contribute  both 
to  your  fatisfaftion  and  your  health  ?  Why  can 
I  not  render  you  as  happy  as  you  dcferve  to 
Ez  be? 
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be  ?  Some  people  in  this  world  h^i^e  the  power 
without  the  will;  others  the  will  without  the 
power.  Be  fatisficd,  dear  Voltaire,  with  the  will, 
and  with  all  thofe  fentiments  of  efteem  with 
which  I  remain,  &c. 
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Frm  M.  de  Voltain. 

SIR,  Bnifleb,  Jan.  16,  1740* 

I  RECEIVED  your  chapters  of  the  Anti- 
Machiavel,  your  ode  on  flattery,  and  your  letter 
in  verfe  and  profe,  which  either  the  abbe  dc 
Chaulieu  or  count  Hamilton  certainly  dictated. 
For  a  prince  to  write  againft  flattery  is  as  ftrange 
as  for  a  pope  to  write  againft  infallibility.  Louis 
XIV.  never  could  have  fent  fucb  an  ode  to  Boi- 
leau,  and  I  much  doubt  whether  Boiieau  could 
to  JLouis  XIV.  The  only  favour  I  have  at  pre- 
fent  to  beg  of  your  royal  highnefs  is  not  to  lyj- 
derftand  my  praifes  as  flattery.  Whatever  I  fay 
flows  from  the  heart.  My  approbation  of  your 
works,  and  my  thanks  for  your  kindnefs,  alike 
efcapc  me,  you  therefore  muft  pardon  them. 

6  I  am 
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I  am  not  entirely  banilhed^  as  has  been  if* 
firmed. 

Mifchief  la  heart  xoay  wcD  remain 

Of  him  who  lately  fikh'd  Lorraine ! 

But,  though  the  fvbtle  prieft  may  hat^ 

Exile  is  not  yet  my  fiite. 

My  fins  are  not  to  be  forgsTen  t 

I'ye  libeHM  monks,  and  flander'd  heaven  1 

Sinner  unfan6Ufied  am  !»    - 

That  laugh  when  holy  jugglers  cry ! 

Nay,  I  have  taunting  mock'd  at  Rome  | 

And  purgatory  is  my  doom  I 

The  fad  is,  however,  no  perfon  has  fpoken^ 
of  Rome  with  more  caution  than  I  have  done. 
It  (hould  feem  we  mufl  not  fpeak  at  all.  There 
is  an  excefs  of  the  ridiculous  and  of  dotage  ia 
this  perfecution,  which  rather  excites  my  laugh* 
ter  than  my  complaints. 

When,  on  the  one  part,  I  behold  the  wretched 
attempt  to  proteft  Dantzic  j  when  I  fee  incer- 
titude in  a  thoufand  inftances ;  a  war,  fortunate 
by  chance,  undertaken  in  felf  defpite,  and  into 
which  we  were  forced  by  the  queen  of  Spain  ; 
the  marine  for  ten  years  neglefted  j  government 
annuities  ^  abolilhed,  and  the  annuitants  plun- 
dered, in  defiance  of  public  faith ;  and  when,  on 
the  other,  I  contemplate  the  hall  of  Hercules," 
which  the  good  man  regards  as  his  apotheoi^Sj 
I  exclaim 

*  Rentes  viageres. 

£  3  Alcidet 
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Alcides-Fleuriy  ihort,  decre|ud  Ji^ri^ftt 

That  in  the  world  he  might  not  feem  the  leaft^ 

In  chancer  rcfolv'd  to  be  pourtray'd 

Like  Herculea»  an  'twere  but  mafqueradei 

The  people  ftar'd !  Though  he  might  fpin>  they  (won^ 

They  ne'er  Alcidet  drivelling  (aw  bcfiore! 

I  well  know  that  things  equally  coEtcmptiblCj 
juid  even  more  fo,  arc  fecn  in  all  countries^    I 
well  know  th^t  to  remain  peaceably  at  home, 
and  ttf  fend  our  generals  to  prifon  for  having 
done  all  they  were  able  to  do,  and  our  plenipo- 
tentiaries for  haying,  according  to  orders,  con* 
eluded  a  neceflary  peace ;  this,  I  fay,  is  J  wcH 
know  not  a  whit  better.  Tutto  V  mondo  efatto  come 
la  nojtrafamiglia*.    My  conclufion  is  that,  fince 
the  world  is  thus  governed,  it  is  requifite  that 
the  Anti-Machiavel  (houjd  appear.     Jn  tiroes 
of  pcftilcnce,  the  prefence  of  a  Hippocrates  is 
required.     I  have  the  twenty- third  but  not  the 
twenty-fecond  chapter,  and  your  roy^l  highnefs 
apparently  has  not  written  jhe  tv^enty-fourtht 
I  know  not  whether  you  bav?  faid  any  thing  of 
the  projed:  di  cacciare  i  harbari  d*Italia  *.     It 
feems  to  me  that  fhcre  are  at  .prefent  fo  many 
lyell-tjchaved  foreigners  in  Italy  that  to  drive 
them  out  would  be  rather  uncivil.    Cardinal 

*  We  do  but  as  othcn  do. 

f  Of  driving  the  barbarians  out  of  Italy^ 

Alb^roni 
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Alberoni  had  an  excellent  plan,  which,  was  to 
form  an  Italian  body  nearly  on  the  fame  plan  as 
the  Germanic  body  is  formed.  But  when  fuch 
projefts  are  conceived  it- is  neccflary  tlie  author 
of  them  fhould  not  ftand  iingle,  or  he  will  be  in 
danger  of  refembling  the  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre. 

It' is  with  good  reafon  that  your  royal  high- 
nefs  thinks  men  like  Grefiet  and  Bernard  indo- 
lent. Inftea^  of  faying  to  theip,  Vade  figcr  ad 
formicam^y  as  Solomon  has  faid  ;  I  (hould  fay, 
Vade  piger  ad  Fredericum.  Greifet,  however, 
piques  bimfelf  on  his  honpgr;  and  has  lately 
given  the  world  a  tragedy  of  which  I  have  heard 
much  good.  Bernard  recited  a  canto  of  his  Art 
of  Love  to  me,  at  Paris,  which  I  thought  more 
gallant  than  .that  pf  Ovid. 

For  my  own  part,  fir,  I  am  fo  much  difgiifted 
with  the  fifth  adk  of  Mahomet  that  I  dare  not 
fend  it  you.  But,  if  it  can  amufe  you,  I  will 
fend  you  the  comedy  of  the  Devotee ;  and,  that 
you  may  have  variety,  I  earneftly  intreat  your 
royal  highnefs  to  caft  an  eye  over  the  metaphy^ 
(ics  of  Newton,  which  I  intend  to  add  to  the 
new  edition  of  my  elements,  which  is  foon  to 
be  publifiied. 

I  have  never  yet  had  the  fatisfaftion  to  fee  my 
works  corredly  printed.   ^I  might  profit  by  my 

*  Go  to  the  ant,  thou  fluggard. 

£4  ftay 


1 
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ftay  at.  Bruffels  to  publiQi  an  edition  of  them  ; 
but  Bruffels  is  the  abode  of  ignorance.  There 
is  not  one  good  printer  here ;  not  one  engraver ; 
not  one  ijian  of  letters;  and,  were  it  not  for  ma- 
danxe  du  Chatelet,  I  (hould  have  no  perfon  to 
converfe  with,  on  literary  fubjefts.  This  coun^ 
try  is  befide  the  country  of  obedience ;  the  pope 
has  a  nuncio  here,  but  no  Frederic. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  prcfcnts  her  refpefts  to 
you,  in  which,  fir,  permit  me  to  join,  with  com- 
pliments of  condolence  in  addition  to  your 
charming  vcrfes  on  the  gout  of  the  baron  von 
Kayferling ;  but  the  hope  that  I  (hall  one  day  fe^ 
your  royal  highnefs  affords  me  fupport. 


I,    E    T    T    E    R      CXII, 
Frcm  the  Prince  Royal. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Bcriin,  Feb,  3d»  1740^ 

X  SHOULD  have  anfwered  you  fooner  if 
the  difagreeable  circumftances  under  which  I 
am  at  prefent  would  have  permitted,  Notwith* 
(landing  the  little  time  which  I  can  call  my  own, 
J  have  found  means  to  finiOi  the  work  on  Mar 
chiavel,  the  beginning  of  which  you  have  re- 
ceived^ 
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ccivcd,  and  I  now  fend  you  the  contfnuat'on  of 
my  labourS)  Intreating  that  you  would  return 
your  remarks.  I  am  determined  to  revife  and 
correft,  without  refpeft  for  felf-love,  every  thing 
you  fliall  think  unworthy  to  be  prefented  to  the 
public.  1  have  fpoken  too  freely  of  all  great 
princes  for  me  to  fuffer  the  Anti-Machiavel  to 
appear  under  my  name.  I  have  therefore  re- 
folved,  when  it  (hall  be  corrected,  to  have  it 
printed  as  an  anonymous  work.  Fall  without 
pity,  therefore,  on  every  fatirical  allufion  which 
you  think  fuperfluous,  and  do  not  fuffer  a  fingle 
fault  againft  grammatical  purity  to  efcape. 

I  wait  impatiently  to  fee  the  tragedy  of  Ma- 
homet finiflied,  and  retouched.  I  have  feen  it 
at  its  firft  rifing;  what  will  it  be  at  broad  noon  ? 

So  you  are  returned  to  your  philofophy,  and 
the  inarchionefs  to  her  lawfuit!  Really,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  you  are  neither  of  you  in  your 
proper  place.  We  have  a  thoufand  philofo- 
phers  in  Europe ;  but  no  poet,  no  hiftorian,  in 
^ny  degree,  your  equal.  Normandy  itfclf  has  a 
hundred  marchionefles  at  law,  but  not  one  who 
applies  berfelf  to  philofophy.  Let  me  intreat 
you  to  apply  to  your  hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.  and 
fend  for  your  manufcript  and  books  to  Circy, 
that  there  may  be  no  delay. 

Valori  faid  you  yfcrc  baniOied  France,  as  a 

pertur^ 
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perturbator  of  die  catholic  religioni  and  I  aiv 
fwered  that  he  was  a  liar,  I  wi(b  (b?  old  Ma- 
cbiavd^  bound  in  Roman  purple^  would  aifign 
Berlin  as  the  place  of  your  exile.  My  defiros 
all  center  in  Remufberg,  as  yours  do  in  Circy. 
I  figh  to  return  and  falute  my  houfehold  gods. 

Poor  Cefario  pontinues  ill>  aad  ^i^pot  aa- 
(Ver  you. 

An  9ge  of  torments  are  three  months  difeafe ! 

The  fufferiag  foul  has  little  hope  to  pleafe  ; 

Its  pow'rs  benumb'd  can  fcarcely  life  detain : 

pTy  if  it  live,  it  only  lives  in  pain. 

Sweet  are  the  founds  that  tremble  on  thy  lyre. 

And  more  than  pharmacy  might  health  infpire ; 

But  not  thofe  dulcet  founds  can  move  that  mind 

Which  Sickncfs,  fiem-ey  *d  Pain,  and  pale  Grief  bind } 

In  vain  to  write  would  poor  Cefario  try ;  ' 

Eagle  encag'd  as  well  might  hope  to  fl^. 

Confole  me,  dear  Voltaire,  by  fending'  your 
charming  works.  You  will  call  me  infatiable, 
but  I  am  like  thofe  perfons  who,  having  much 
acidity  in  the  ilomach,  have  need  of  nutriment 
more  frequently  than  others. 

I  am  glad  Algarotti  does  not  lofe  all  recollec- 
tion of  Remufberg.  It  is  a  place  at  which  men 
of  genius  will  never  be  forgotten,  and  at  which 
I  do  not  defpair  of  feeing  you.  We  have  juft 
been  treated  with  the  fight  of  a  little  bear  ift 
petticoats,  a  Ruffian  princefs,  whofe  only  mark 
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of  bumanity  is  her  drefs.    She  is  the  daughtor 
of  prince  Cantemir. 

Be  pleafcd  ro  ^ive  the  marchionefs  my  lettw, 
;aod  remain  fatisfied  tb^t  (hie  efjttem  I  h^v$  for 
you  will  never  ei)^« 


LETTER    CXIIL 

R'cm  M.  de  Voltaire. 
SIR, 

CJOURTIERS  and  forms  andgrandears  are  adjoum^df 
And  you,  ^tis  iaid«  to  Ruppio  are  returned ; 
Where  you,  efcap'd  from  flattery's  dangerous  charms, 
VTith  dalliance  Weft,  recline  in  virtue's  arms^ 

The  gazettes  fay  your  royal  highnefs  keeps 
houfe  there,  where  there  is  no  doubt  a  ftall  for 
Pegafus,  which  appears  to  me  the  horfc  you 
mount  ofteneft.  You  are  aftoniftied,"  fir,  that 
my  weak  ftatc  of  health  has  left  me  fujfficient 
force  to  write  fome  works  of  mediocrity,  and  I 
am  more  furprifed  that  the  lituation  in  which 
you  have  fo  long  been  has  left  you  fufBcient 
freedom  of  mind  to  perform  things  fo  Angular. 
To  write  poetry,  when  I  have  nothing  to  do, 
does  not  terrify ;  but  tp  write  poetry  fo  well, 
in  a  foreign  language,  and  at  fo  violent  a  crifis, 
25  very  much  beyond  my  powers. 
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In  fportivc  moody  you  now  regale 
Your  hearers  with  poetic  talc  j 
Anon,  more  grave^  in  godlike  fong. 
The  moral  theme  fwells  loud  and  flrong ! 
To  govern  form'd,  and  form*d  to  pleafe^ 
'Tis  yours  alone,  with  equal  eafe, 
T*  affume  or  to  rclinquifh  date. 
And  win  in  fiaaU  things,  as  in  great. 
Rulers  there  are,  and  many  fuch. 
Of  whom  I  cannot  fay  fo  much. 

I  have  not  the  works  of  Boileau  here,  but  I 
recoUeft  that  he  employs  two  lines  to  tranflatc 
the  verfe  of  Horace. 

Tantalus  a  labris  fitiens  fugientia  captat 
Flumina. 

You,  who  are  the  Boileau  of  princes,  tranflatc 
it  in  one;  but  fo  much  the  better,  it  is  the 
more  ftrong  and  energetic  :  I  love  to  perceive 
in  you  imperitoriam  hrevitatem. 

The  Germans  are  not  in  general  reproached 
with  brevity  of  ftylc.  And  here,  let  me  juft  ob- 
ferve  that,  having  done  myfelf  the  honour  to 
prove  you  have  this  trifling  advantage  over 
Boileau,  it  is  not  furprifing  that  I  (hould  tell 
you,  in  all  humility,  your  epiftle  contains  many 
lines  which  I  (hould  have  been  very  proud  to 
have  written.  Your  royal  highnefs  underftands 
the  art  of  cicpreffing  yourfelf  as  well  as  that  of 
being  happy  under  all  fituations.     It  is  faid  here 

that 
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thatiiismajcfty  is  entirely  recovered;  the  prayers 
of  your  virtuous  heart  have  been  heard. 
You  will  ever  fay  like  Horace 

Naveftrar  t/Mgna^  an  parvaferar^  untu  et  idem^ 

Once  more,  fatr  Science,  Pleafure,  Friendfhip,  hafle> 
With  you  the  fweets  of  folitudc  to  taftc. 
From  Remus  wifdom  learnmgy  kings  fhall  cwn^ 
Where'er  you  fix  your  feat»  there  ftands  a  throne. 
With  you  the  Virtues  reign,  with  them  the  Arts  ; 
Suhdued  your  pallions  are ;  fubdued  our  hearts! 
No  richer  diadem  you  need  to  bear ; 
Vice  only  fuch  poor  trappings  ought  to  wear. 
How  many  ftilted  dwarfs,  whom  crowns  adoni^ 
By  flattery  heroes  call'd,  feem  giants  bom  1 
While  dazzled  Folly  only  knows  to  gaze. 
And  while  Ambition  (lavifh  homage  pays. 
They're  (hunn'd  and  piti^jd  by  the  trnly  wife. 
Who  turn  to  Remufbcrg  their  ravifli'd  eyes  I 

I  have  fent  off  a  large  packet,  fir,  for  that 
delightful  retreat,  of  greater  worth  .than  any 
thing  I  could  fend  of  my  own,  to  your  royal 
highnefs,  which  is  the  Leibnitian  philofophy  of 
a  French  lady,  become  a  German  becaufe  of  her 
attachment  to  Leibnitz,  and  flill  more  becaufe 
of  her  attachment  to  you. 

The  prefent  is  a  period  during  which  I  could 
heartily  wilh  to  fee  a  fecond  volume  of  thefenti- 
ments  of  a  certain  member  of  the  Englifli  par- 
liament 
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liatnent  on  the  affairs  of  Europe*  It  feems  09 
me  that  thoTe  of  England,  Sweden,  and  Ruffia, 
will  merit  the  attention  of  this  worthy  citizen. 
We  fee  Sweden,  formerly  fo  threatening,  be- 
come circumfpcft,  cmbarrafled  by  fears  for  her 
freedom,  and  undecided  between  die  money  of 
France  and  England,  like  the  afs  of  Buridan*  be- 
tween two  bundles  of  hay.  But  will  not  the 
citizen  of  whom  I  fpeak  fend  me  any  commif- 
fion  relative  fo  the  Anti-Machiavcl  ?  If  it  be 
intended  for  the  gratification  of  the  public,  there . 
is  fo  little  to  do  that  editorfhip  only  is  neceifary : 
your  genius  has  accompliflied  every  thing.  The 
remainder  can  only  be  adjufted  by  printing  the 
text  of  Machiavcl  and  the  anfwer  in  parallelr 
columns ;  and  this  will  not  make  too  large  it 
volume. 

I  wait  your  orders  in  all  things,  eiCept  ttf 
idmire  you* 

It  is  affliding  that  the  gout  (hould  feize  the 
hand  of  the  baron  von  Kayferling,  when  it  wfe 
his  intention  fo  write  to  us. 

Poor  youth,  whom  Frederic's  (riendfiiip  cannot  fave  \ 
To  whom,  long  fince,  my  willing  heart  I  gavel 
This  is  a  double  proof  of  Fortune's  fpite  ; 
I  am  denied  to  read,  for  he's  denied  to  write* 

Permit   the  Henriade,    fir,   once  Again  ta 

thank 
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thank  you  for  the  honour  you  have  donel  it^ 
and  humbly  to  fay  with  Statiiis 

NiC  fit  Jli)inam  Aeneida  tenta^ 
Sid  hnfi  fequere  et  vr/figia/emfer  adoroi 

Id  garb  Icfs  fplendid,  huml)ler  be  my  faxnci 
I  dare  not  emulate  great  Virgil's  name. 

1  am  with  the  moft  profound  refped  and  thp 
tendcreft  gratitude,  &c. 


LETTER     CXIV. 
From  M.  d^   VoUatrt. 

SIR,  February  23,  i740{ 

1  DID  not  receive  the  packet  of\your 
toyal  highnefs,  dated  on  the  third,  till  the  twen- 
tieth, in  which  I  find  the  cornice  of  the  edifice 
in  which  each  fovereign  ought  to  wilh  that  he 
had  placed  a  ftone. 

You  allow,  you  even  command,  me  to  fpeak 
freely ;  and  you  ire  not  among  the  number  of 
thofe  prince*  who,  after  having  defired  to  hear 
the  truth,  are  angry  at  having  been  obeyed.  I 
am  fearful,  on  the  contrary/  left  your  love  df 
truth  Ihould  hereafter  be  in  fome  degree  tinged 
with  vanity* 

Hove 
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I  love  and  admire  the  principles  of  die  wOrk^ 
to  which  I  (hall  boldly  add  that,  in  my  appre- 
henfion^  fome  of  the  chapters  are  too  long« 
Tran/ver/b  calamo  Jignum  will  prefently  remedy 
the  evil,  and  the  thread  of  gold  will  become 
more  compaft^  and  acquire  fuperior  weight  and 
brilliancy. 

You  begin  mod  of  the  chapters  by  relating 
the  fubftance  of  the  difcourfe  of  Machiavel  in 
the  chapter  which  you  intenct  to  refute.  But  if 
your  royal  highnefs  means  the  text  of  Machiavel 
and  the  refutation  fhould  be  printed  together^ 
might  not  thefe  introdu6tions  be  fuperfeded^ 
Though  they  would  be  abfolutcly  neceflary  were 
your  work  to  be  printed  fcparately;  It  likewifo 
feems  to  me  that  Machiavel  fometimes  earths 
himfclf  in  one  hole,  while  you  are  digging  in 
another.  Thus,  for  example,  in  the  third  chap- 
ter he  has  thefe  abominable  words,  Si  d  a  no  fare; 
cbe  gli  uominiji  debbono  o  vezzegiare  o  fpeguerti 
fercbe  Ji  vendicano  delle  leggieri  offejfe  dillc  grain 
non  pojfonoj^ 

Your  royal  highnefs  endeavours  to  (how  how 

'  odious  this  fatanic  maxim  is,  but  the  accurfed 

Florentine  only  fpoke  of  the  ufeful.     Will  you 

permit  a  (hort  obferyation  to  be  added  to  thi* 

*  It  18  to  be  obferyed  that  men  ought  either  to  flatter  or 
ftab ;  becaufe  the  man  who  is  flightly  offended  may  avenge 
himfclf. 

chapter. 


correspokdevce:         6c 

^  i  .    -      ..  ^ 

^chapter,  to  prove  that  Machiavel  himfelf  ought 
not  to  have  regarded  thefe  threats  as  jiiftified  by 
fafts  ?  During  his  own  times  the  ufurper  Sforza 
was  aflaffinated  in  Milan;  another  ufurper  of 
the  faime  name  was  confined  at  Loches,  in  a 
cage  of  iron ;  a  third  ufurper,  our  Charles  VIII. 
Jiad  been  obliged  to  fly  from  Italy,  which  he  had 
conquered;  the  tyrant  Alexander  VL  died  by  the 
poifon  which  his  own  hands  had  prepared,  and 
Casfar  Borgia  was  aflaffinated.  Machiavel  was 
furrounded  by  examples  of  the  fatal  confequences 
of  vice.  Of  this  your  royal  highncfs  fpeaks  in 
other  places.  Do  you  think  it  will  be  proper  to 
notice  it  here?  Is  not  this  the  bell  opportunity  ? 
I  appeal  to  your  judgment. 

Hercules  muft  tell  us  the  manner  in  which 
AntsBus  is  to  be  ftrangled. 

I  prefent  my  prince  with  a  little  plan  for  a  pre- 
face, which  I  have  Iketched  out ;  if  it  (hall  pleafe 
you,  fir,  to  frame  my  rude  drawing,  and  fend  me 
your  ultimate  orders,  I  will  make  every  prepara- 
tion for  an  edition  of  a  book  which  mxift  contri- 
bute to  the  happincfs  of  mankind. 

M.  de  Valori  does  me  great  honour  to  imagine 
I  have  been  treated  like  Socrates  and  Ariftotle, 
and  that  I  am  perfecuted  for  having  maintained 
the  truth,  in  oppofition  to  the  filly  fuperftition  of 
men.     I  will,  however,  endeavour  to  behave  in 

VOL.  VII.  F  fuch 
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fuch  a  manner  as  not  to  becoitie  the  martyr  of 
truths  of  which  the  world  in  general  i%  unworthy. 
This  would  be  like  attempting  to  fix  wings  on 
the  backs  of  aifes^  that  would  reward  me  with 
kicks. 

I  have  ordered  Mahomet  to  be  copied,  fincc 
it  is  the  wi(h  of  your  royal  highnefs.  I  know 
not  whether  the  piece  will  ever  be  reprefented  ; 
but  what  matters  it  to  me  ?  I  have  written  it  for 
thofe  who  think  like  you,  and  not  for  our  foolifh 
Parifians,  who  are  unacquainted  with  any  thing 
but  love  intrigues,  which  have  been  baptifed 
tragedies. 

1  Imagine  your  royal  highnefs  will  imme- 
diately receive  the  tragedy  of  Greffct,  in  which 
I  am  told  there  are  fome  very  fine  lines. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  fends  you  her 
refpefts.  She  is  making  an  abridgment  of  Wolf. 
This  is  like  geographers  who  reduce  the  earth 
to  a  globe  of  two  feet  diameter ;  and,  for  ray 
part,  I  am  better  pleafed  to  travel  over  the 
world,  on  fuch  a  globe,  than  to  journey  from 
Paris  to  Quito,  and  from  Quito  to  Pekin. 

My  ill  health  has  not  fuffered  me  yet  to  finiflv 
the  abllraft  of  the  metaphyfics  of  Newton,  and 
the  new  elements  on  which  I  am  at  work.  I 
am  in  pain  three  parts  of  the  day,  and  during 
the  fourth  I  do  little  of  what  I  ought  to  do. 

As 


As  foon  as  I  (hall  finifli  ihcfe  metaphyfics,  if  I 
can  but  obtain  a  little  refpite  from  difcafc,  be 
certain,  fir,  I  Ihall  obey  your  commands,  and 
finifti  the  ige  of  Louis  XI V^  It. gives  me  plea* 
fure,becaufe  it  bears  fome  refemblance  to  the  age 
to  which  you  will  give  birth.  With  refpeft  to 
the  age  of  the  cardinal^  I  ihall  leave  it  un* 
touched ;  it  is  fufficient  for  him  that  he  exifts 
his  century.  Not  long  fince  the  liephew  of 
Chauvelin  wrote  to  that  ambitious  hermit  thai 
the  cardinal  was  on  the  decline,  and  ttiat  he  put 
on  rouge  to  conceal  the  palenefs  of  his  com« 
plexion.  The  cardinal,  who  knew  this,  caufed 
the  fame  nephew  td  rub  his  cheeks,  and  (hewed 
him  that  his  rouge  was  the  offspring  of  health. 

When  will  that  vile  gout  take  leave  of  thi 
fiaron  von  Kayferling  ?     I  am,  &c. 


Letter    cxv^ 

From  the  Prince  Reyah 
DEAR  VOLTAIRE^  Berlin,  Feb.  a^,  1740^ 

I  CAN  only  write  a  wbrd  in  anfwcr  to 
your  very  witty  letter.    My  prcfcnt  fituacion  fo 

F  2  greatly 
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greatly  contrads  my  mind  that  I  have  almoft 
loft  the  faculty  of  thinking. 

1. 

Wide  ftand  the  gates  of  death,  tow'rd  which  iispcn''dt 

In  agonizing  torment  held, 
A  Sire  rcrcr'd  I  Tiew  f 
To  every  pang  a  flood  of  tears  is  due ! 

Nor  apathy  can  wifdom  teach  f ; 
^is  what  philofophy  can  never  reach* 

11. 

Thus  fome  huge  oak,  the  foreft's  andent  pridei 
That  many  a  ftorm  has  bravM, 
^Vhcn  tempefts  in  dech'ning  age, 
Rude  and  unabating  in  their  rage. 
His  withering  honours  rend, 
(How  (turdy  once  1)  is  forced  at  length  to  bend  > 
Nor  from  th*  impending  ruin  can  be  fav'd 
The  weakly  fcion  at  his  fide. 

Hi. 

What  is  ambition,  what  is  fame  f 
When  Nature  fpeaks,  who  (hall  not  hear  ? 
Who  fhall  rcjed  a  dying  Father's  ckim  ?      * 
When  he  with  terror  ihakes,  feel'il  thou,  oh  fon,  no  fear  t 

IV. 
In  thunder  from  the  vacant  throne 
I  hear  a  warning  voice  declare 
*•  Of  grandeur  and  of  vanity  beware  ! 
''^Contemplate  death  and  profit  by  the  fight! 
"  Cut  off  in  all  his  might, 
**  His  ills  are  now  thy  own  ; 
"  Thy  Sire  to  toil  and  death  hath  left  thee  heir  t 
«  Of  Policy's  infeftious  paths,  once  more,  beware  L*' 

V.  Oh, 
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V. 

Oh»  might  It  be  ! 
Thrice  blcft  Obfcurity,  that  I  might  dwdl  with  thee. 
With  eager  fiep  and  jocund  hearty 
Reje6Ung  pomp,  defpiflng  erowos. 
And  that  vile  falfehood  which  the  throne  furrounday 
To  former  folitude  well  pleased  would  I  depart. 

Thefe  verfes  will  inform  you  that  when  the 
heart  IS  full  the  lips  are  prolific,  I  am  certain 
you  pity  me  in  my  prefent  predicament,  and 
that  you*  are  really  interefted.  Let  me  intreat 
you  to  fend  me  your  Devotee,  your  Mahomet, 
and,  in  general,  whatever  you  imagine  may 
divert  me.  Affure  the  marchionefs  of  my 
efteem,  and  be  perfuaded  that,  let  fate  place 
me  in  what  fituation  it  will,  you  will  never  per- 
ceive any  change  in^e,  except  that  fomething 
of  the  efficacious  may  be  added  to  that  efteem 
and  friend(hip  which  I  have,  ^nd  ever  ihall 
have,  for  you. 

P.  S.  I  often  think  of  that  paflage  in  the 
Henriade  which  fpeaks  of  the  courtiers  of 
Valois. 

Ses  cottrtlfatu  en  pUurSf  autour  dt  lul  ranges  *• 

I  Ihall  fend  the  Henriade  into  England  to 
have  it  printed :  every  preparatory  ftep  has 
been  taken  for  that  purpofe. 

^  Hi«  courtiexiB  all  in  tears  around  him  nmg'd. 

F  3  LET- 
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LETTER     CXVL 
JF^dm  M.  di  Voltaire^ 

Bniflelsy  Marcb  lo^  I749» 

jTiS  ftraage!  Whywifli  to  fliun  that  glorious  throp^ 
The  general  voice  accords  to  you  alone  \ 
A  fuffenng  Father's  pangs  you  weeping  vieWy 
And  Europe  gives  fuch  filial  love  its  due : 
Th'  applauding  world  (hall  future  temples  buiUf 
To  him  who  every  duty  has  fulfill'd  I 
ph!  Could  your  royal  Sire  but  truly  read 
Thofe  eyes  that  w^rep,  the  heart  that  thus  can  bleed^ 
How  would  he  praise,  with  gratt-ful  tears,  the  Powqp 
Tliat  gave  him  fuch  a  Son,  at  fuch  an  hour ! 
Nor  would  his  bread  by  deep  regret  be  torn ; 
Fleas'd  would  he  die,  remembering  you  were  born  1 
Remembering  what  a  blefling  he  ihould  leave 
His  people,  and  the  world,  lio  more  heM  grieve ; 
Except  to  think         Rafh  Mufe,  thy  babUing  ceafe  I 
Admire  the  Son,  but  leave  the  Sire  to  fleep  in  peace. 

1  did  not  cxpeft  your  letter,  fir,  dated  Feb, 
a6th,  and  which  I  received  on  the  9th  of  March, 
This  will  depart  on  Monday,  the  14th,  bccaufc 
that  will  be  poft-day  for  Amftcrdam, 

1  know  not  what  your  prefent  fituaiion  is,  but 
I  never  have  loved,  never  have  admired  you  fa 
much.    If  you  are  a  kijag^  you  will  foon  render 

many 


•  O  R  R  E  S  P  O  K  9  EN  C  B.  ft 

inany  men  happy';  ftiould  you  remain  princ© 
royal  y  you  will  be  their  inftruftor.  Could  I 
eftimate  myfelf  at  any  thing,  I  fliould^  for  my^ 
own  intereft,  wilh  you  to  remain  in  your  happy 
leifure,  «nd  that  you  might  continue  to  amufe 
yourfelf  in  writing  thofe  charming  things  which 
give  me  information  and  delight.  Being  a  king, 
you  will  only  be  occupied  by  the  means  of 
Tendering  your  provinces  flourilhing,  in  enter- 
ing into  fage  and  profitable  alliances,  in  efta- 
blifliing  manufadures,  and  in  meriting  immor- 
tality, I  (hall  hea/  only  of  your  labours  and  your 
fame;  but  probably  (hall  no  longer  receive  thofe 
agreeable  verfes,  nor  that  nervous  and  fublimc 
profe,  which,  if  fo  you  pleafed,  would  acquire 
you  another  kind  of  immortality.  The  day  of  a 
Jking  confifts  but  of  four  and  twenty  hours,  and 
thcfe  I  fee  all  employed  in  the  happinefs  of  man- 
kind ;  but  cannot  fee  a  minute  to  fpare  for  that 
literary  mtercourfe  with  which  your  royal  high- 
nefs  has  been  pleafed  to  honour  me.  No  matter, 
I  wilh  to  behold  you  on  the  throne ;  for  I  have 
the  honefty  to  prefer  the  felicity  of  fomc  millions 
to  my  own  private  fatisfad:ioh. 

I  continue  to  wait  your  commands  relative  to 

Machiavel.     I  imagine  you  will  order  me  to 

print  the  tranflation  of  La  HoufTaye,  by  the  fide 

pf  your  refutation.    The  more  powerfully  you 

F  4  will 


)%  POSTHUMOtr*    WOUICS. 

will  refute  Machiavel,  by  your  conduft,  the 
higher  are  my  hopes  that  you  will  permit  the 
antidote,  which  you  yourfelf  have  prepared,  to 
be  printed. 

I  have  done  myfelf  the  honour  to  fend  your 
royal  highnefs  Mahomet.  The  Devotee  is 
tranfcribing  ;  fliould  (he  arrive  in  time  to  amufc 
your  royal  highnefs,  (he  will  be  very  fortunate; 
if  not,  (he  muft  wait  a  leifure  moment  to  be 
honoured  with  your  notice. 

I  have  a  Angular  favour  to  requeft  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  and  this  frafnkly  is  that  you 
would  not  praife  me  quite  fo  much,  in  the  pre* 
face  which  you  have  deigned  to  write  to  the 
Henriade.  You  will  think  me  exceedingly  in- 
folent,  in  wi(hing  to  prefcribe  bounds  to  your 
goodnefs ;  and  it  will  feem  pleafant  for  Voltaire 
to  requeft  not  to  be  praifed  by  his  prince.  How- 
ever, I  with  to  be  praifed,  I  have  that  vanity  to 
cxcefs ;  but  I  earneftly  requeft  you  would  per- 
mit me  to  retrench  fome  things  to  which  I  feel 
I  have  little  claim.  I  refemble  a  courtier,  whofc 
defires  are  moderate  (if  you  know  any  fuch)  who 
(hould  fay  to  you — Beftow  a  little  grandeur  on 
me,  but  do  not  beftow  too  much,  left  you  (hould 
turn  my  brain. 

From  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  I  thank  your 
royal  highnefs,  for  having  changed  your  idei  of 
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an  engraved  edition  to  that  of  a  beautiful  im- 
preflion  in  the  ufual  way.  It  will  be  better,  and 
I  (hall  fooner  enjoy  the  ineftimable  honour  you 
have  deigned  to  confer.  I  cannot  promife  my- 
felf  length  of  life  fufEcient  for  fuch  an  under* 
taking  as  the  engraving  of  the  Henriade.  I  will 
foon  employ  the  remaining  time  which  nature 
ftiall  grant  to  finifti  the  age  of  Louis  XIV. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  had  written  to  your 
royal  highnefs  before  I  received  your  letter  of 
the  a6th.  She  is  become  entirely  the  cjifcipl^ 
of  Leibnitz.  I,  for  my  part,  draw  up  the  briefs 
in  behalf  both  of  Newton  and  Leibnitz,  and  de- 
duce a  ftate  of  the  cafe  which,  if  I  do  not  mif- 
take,  may  be  read  without  contention; 

I  aik  a  thoufand  pardons,  great  prince,  for 
prattling  thus,  at  a  moment  when  you  muft  be  fo 
entirely  occupied;  but,  king,  or  prince,  you 
will  ever  be  my  fovereign;  tliough  you  have  t 
very  talkative  fubjeft. 

I  am,  Sep. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CXVn. 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  March  iSth,  I740», 

jLOU  have  very  much  obliged  mc  by 
your  (incerity,  and  by  the  remarks  that  you 
have  aided  me  to  make  on  the  refutation  of 
MacbiaveL  You  muft  naturally  expeft  to  re- 
ceive at  leaft  fome  of  the  chapters  corrcfted; 
and  fuch  indeed  was  my  intention.  But  this  is 
a  very  fearfiU  crifis  to  me,  and  I  muft  rather 
think  of  refuting  Machiavel  by  my  condud: 
than  by  my  writings.  I  promife,  however,  that 
I  will  correft  the  whole  as  foon  as  I  have  a  few 
moments  to  myfelf.  I  have  fcarcely  had  time 
to  nm  over  the  fanatical  prophet  of  Afia ;  I  will 
not  fpeak  my  opinion,  for  you  know  we  cannot 
judge  of  works  of  genius  till  they  have  firft  been 
read  with  cool  refleftion. 

I  fend  you  fome  few  trifles  in  verfe,  to  (hew 
you  that  I  fill  up  the  little  void  that  is  left  in 
my  prefent  hours  in  recreations  with  Calliope. 

I  am  exceedingly  well  fatisfied  at  the  refolq- 
tion  you  have  taken  to  finifli  the  age  of  Louis 
XlV.  it  is  a  work  that  ought  to  be  finilhed,  for 

*  May  i8tli,  in  the  Berlin  edition, 

the 
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fhe  honour  of  our  age,  and  to  render  its  triumph 
overall  that  antiquity  has  produced  complete. 

It  is  faid  that  your  eternal  cardinal  is  to  be 
pope ;  if  fo  he  may  have  his  apotheolis  painted 
in  the  dome  of  Sr.  Peter's  at  Rome.  I  doubt 
the  truth  of  the  faft,  and  imagine  that  the  helm 
of  the  French  government  is  more  than  equal 
to  the  half  rufly  keys  of  St.  Peter.  Machiavcl 
might  difpuip  pre  eminence  with  St.  Paul,  and 
Pe  Fleuri  might  find  it  more  conducive  to  his 
glory  to  dupe  the  councils  of  princes,  compofed 
pf  men  pf  underftanding,  than  to  cheat  the  (u* 
perftitious  and  onhodox  muliitude  of  the  catholic 
idiiurch. 

You  will  give  me  great  pleafure  by  fending 
me  your  Devotee,  and  your  metaphyfics.  Per-' 
haps  I  (hall  have  nothing  to  return ;  but  I  will 
Itruft  to  your  generofity,  and  hope  you  will  kindly 
give  me  credit  for  fome  weeks;  after  which  Ma- 
chiavel,  and  perhaps  fotpething  elfe  equally  in^ 
Significant,  may  pay  off  my  fcore* 

Inclofed  is  a  letter  from  Cefario,  whofe  health 
daily  ftrengthens.  We  are  continually  fpeaking 
of  our  friends  at  Cirey ;  I  fee  them  in  fancy, 
but  I  never  fee  them  thus  without  wifliing  a 
dream  fo  agreeable  might  be  realifed,  which^ 
^llufive  as  it  is,  is  a  fubftitute  for  pleafure. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire ;  lay  \n  ai)  ample  pro^ 
6  vifioQ 


76  •      POSTHUMOirs     WORKS* 

vifion  of  health  and  ftrcngth.     Hufband  yow 
health,  efpecially ;  "be  ajs  careful  of  it  as  I  am 
prodigal  of  the  fentiments  of  eftcem  and  friend- 
(hip  in  which  you  will  find  me  ever  conftant. 
I  am  your  very  faithful  friend,  &c. 


LETTER      CXVIIL 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

Berlin,  March  23(1»  X740f 

Fear  not  that  empire  e'er,  or  Gods,  or  Fate, 
Th*  ecftatic  lyre  fhall  caufc  me  t'abdicate : 
Fear  not  I  fhould  prefer,  with  wavering  heart, 
Int'reft  and  pride  to  fcicncc  and  to  art : 
As  coldly  I  can  dazzling  grandeur  trace 
As  Priam's  council  look'd  on  Helen's  face. 
Pomp,  with  her  gaudy  trappings,  cannot  hide 
Thofe  rigorous  laws  which  I  muft  make  my  guide* 
Science  my  miftrefs  is,  the  throne's  my  wife  ; 
The  lover  would  not  be  a  flave  for  life, 
Did  not  refiftlefs  Fate,  with  malice  fraught, 
Impofe  the  (hackle  which  herfelf  had  wrought. 
The  world  my  will,  in  juflice,  can't  condemn  ; 
I  fwim  but  with  the  ftream  I  cannot  flem. 

No  barometric  change  my  friendHiip  knows. 
Now  high,  now  low,  with  every  wind  that  blows  \ 
The  phantom  of  a  title,  or  a  name, 
Can  none  but  weak  or  vulgar  minds  inflame  ; 

From 
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Ttook  bcavm  immortal  genius  would  l«ok  dowa^ 
And  in  Voltaire  a  kindred  fpirit  own  ! 
Well  then  may  kings,  forgetting  filly  pride. 
Poor  royalty  and  dulnefs  thrown  afidc. 
Quitting  th'  iniidioiiB  paths  where  falfehood  lurkS) 
Wftljpde  and  Flcuri,  witk  their  fuhtle  quirks. 
The  fool  infatiate  and  the  fawning  throng, 
Liflen  to  thee,  enraptur'd  at  the  fong ! 
Andy  as  thy  fingers  ftrike  the  wondrous  lyre. 
Feel  hcav'nlf  joys  revi? c,  and  catch  poetic  fire  1 

Such  are  my  intentions.  Be  my  deftiny  what 
]C  may,  you  will  fee  me  divide  my  time  betweea 
my  duty,  my  friend,  and  the  arts.  Habit  has 
made  the  aptitude  which  I  had  for  them  confti- 
tutional.  When  I  can  neither  read  nor  write, 
I  am  as  reftlefs  as  your  great  fnufF-takers,  who 
continually  put  their  hand  to  their  pocket,  when 
they  are  deprived  of  their  box.  The  ornaments 
of  the  edifice'are  changed,  without  making  any 
alteration,  either  in  the  foundation  or  the  walls. 
This  you  may  happen  to  fee  in  me,  for  the  ftate 
of  my  father  is  fuch  that  there  are  no  remaining 
hopes  of  his  cure ;  I  muft  therefore  prepare  to 
aA  my  part. 

A  private  life  would  better  fuit  my  freedom 
than  that  to  which  I  muft  fubmit.  You  know 
I  love  indepiendence,  to  renounce  which,  and 
to  fubjeft  one's  felf  to  the  painful  offices  of  duty, 
you  likewifc  know  is  a  fevere  taik.  My  only 
7  confo- 


^8  FOSTfttTRldUS   WORlTtf. 

ccnfoiation  is  the  thought  of  fcrvinfg  my  felfonf 
citizens,  and  being  ufeful  to  my  country.    May 
I  hope  to  fee  you,  or  will  you  cruelly  deprive 
me  of  that  fatisfaftion  ?  This  is  an  idea  of  con- 
folation   which  dwells  on  my  mind,   like  the 
coming  of  the  Mefliah  on  the  ttilfids  of  the  Jews. 
I  will  make  farther  correftions  in  the  preface 
of  the  Henriade;  but  you  will  not  take  it  ill 
that  I  ftiould  leave  truths  there  which  only  re- 
fern  ble  flattery  becaufc  they  are  often  repeated 
in  a  filly  and  unfeafonable  manner.     I  am  alter* 
ing  fome  of  the  chapters  of  Machiavel ;  but  iii 
my  prefent  predicament  I  proceed  but  flowly. 

Fanatic  though  he  be,  1  admire  Mahomet;  hd 
muft  do  you  much  honour.  The  condudk  of  the 
piece  is  excellently  conceived  ;  there  is  nothing 
to  (hock  probability  or  rule ;  the  charafters  arc 
perfeAly  well  fuftained.  The  end  of  the  third 
and  the  whole  fourth  aft  have  moved  me  evea 
to  tearg.  As  a  philofopher  you  convince  the 
mmd,  and  as  a  poet  you  affetl  the  heart ";  a-nd  [ 
almoft  prefer  the  latter  gift  to  the  former,  fince 
men  are  all  born  with  fenfibility,  but  very  fc\r 
tvith  reafon. 

An  nik-<ftand  comesr  hut  if  it  canie 
T'  increafc  my  pleafurc  and  my  fame. 
When  this  you  fent,  'twere  furely  fit 
Yoa  ftould  have  likewlfe  ferit  your  witV 

For 
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For  this  I  thank  you,  as  I  alfo  do  the  mar- 
chioncfs,  to  whom  I  beg  you  will  prefent  the 
inclofed  box,  made  at  Berlin,  from  a  ftone  which 
was  found  at  Remuiberg,  As  I  fear,  my  dear 
friend,  left  your  remembrance  of  me  (hould  not 
be  fo  frefti  as  it  was  at  Cirey,  I  fend  you  my 
portrait,  which  I  hope  will  never  quit  your 
finger.   , 

Should  a  change  happen,  you  (hall  be  the  firft 
to  be  informed  of  it.  Pity  me,  for  I  affure  you  I 
am  much  to  be  pitied.  Continue  to  love  me,  for 
I  am  better  pleafed  with  your  friendlhip  than 
your  refpeft.  Be  perfuaded  your  merit  is  too 
well  known  to  me  for  me  not  to  afford  you,  on 
all  occafions,  marks  of  the  perfedt  efteem  with 
which  I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      CXIX. 

From  M.  dc  Vdtaire. 

8  I  Rf  Bruflcls,  April  6th,  1740, 

I  HAVE  received  a  packet  of  the  i8th  of 
March,  with  which  your  royal  highnefs  has  ho- 
noured me.  You  were  certainly  formed  to  ad: 
in  a  fingularly  excellent  manner  ;  as  a  proof  .of 

which 
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which  you  have  been  able,  in  the  prefent  criiis 
of  your  fate,  to  do  things  which  require  the  ut-' 
moft  prefence  of  jnind.  All  you  have  faid  on 
|>«ience  appertains  to  the  great  hero,  and  the 
great  genius ;  it  is  one  of  the  beft  things  you 
have  deigned  to  fend  me.  While  thanking  you, 
fir,  for  the  good  leflbns  whi^h  you  there  have 
given  me — — 
* 

Though  fpleen  my  patience  may  abufe. 
Patience  no  doubt  I  ought  to  ufe. 
He  who  your  bigot  contradidls 
Sure  penancf  on  himfelf  inflidb* 
Zealots,  who  moft  forgivenefs  preach, 
And  chanty  pretend  to  teach. 
Their  wrath  on  all  occaiions  wreak. 
And,  like  their  god,  for  vengeance  feek. 

The  tranflation  of  the  ode  ReStius  vhes  Licini 
Ihows  that  Maecenas  and  Horace  are  fometimes 
united.  You  did  not  intend  to  give  the  literal 
fenfc  of 

Auream  quifquh  me£ocritatim 
Dtltgtt  tutus  caret  oifoieti 
SardUfus  tcSi,  caret  invidendd 
Sobriuf  auUk 

You  fo  well  feel  what  is  proper  to  our  lan- 
guage, and  what  the  beauties  of  the  Latin  are, 
^that  you  have  not  tranilated  objoleti  ieSi,  which 
would  be  exceedingly  mean  in  French. 
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r 

LomJeUgrmdeurfyfiiuupff 

JLafrugaUJnufHati 

IP  en  eft  ^  pttu  difyitufi  *. 

^hcfc  expreffions  arc  much  more  dignified  in 
Prench  than  in  the  Latin ;  they  artf  not  fo  de- 
fcriptivc,  but  the  great  misfortune  of  our  lan- 
guage is,  that  it  is  not  fufficiently  circumftantial. 
I  muft  obferve  that  mediocriti  is  with  us  a  word 
of^five  fyllables;  if  it  be  your  abfolute  dctermi- 
nation  to  make  it  only  three  or  four,  why  you  are 
a  prince,  and  muft  do  as  you  pleafe. 

The  conclufioi^  of  the  EpiiUe  to  M.  Jordan 
is  a  pledge  to  i^ender  mankind  happy.  You  had 
no  need  to  make  the  promife ;  I  will  depend 
upon  your  charafter,  without  alking  your  word. 

I  here  add  fome  pieces,  half  verfe,  half  profe, 
that  I  may  pay  tribute  to  him  by  whom  I  am 
continually  enriched.  The  Epiftle  to  M.  dc 
Maurepas,  one  of  our  fecretaries  of  ftate,  is  as 
applicable  to  your  royal  highnefs  as  to  him : 
.  for,  if  I  do  not  miftake,  it  is  your  inclination  to 
afford  equal  protedion  to  all  the  arts ;  and  I  am 
very  certain  that,  if  any  one  had  written  the 
edifying  book  of  Marie  i  la  ccque,  you  would 
not  have  rewarded  him  with  the  archbifhopric 

*  Removed  from  the  pomp  of  gtukkar,  fragal  fimfdiaty 
16  Jbut  the  more  dclic!9U«« 

vol...  VII.  G  of 
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of  SenS|  and  with  an  annual  income  of  a  hun- 
dred thoufand  livres^  while  men  of  real  talents 
were  fuffered  to  remain  in  want. 

I  know  not  whether  your  royal  highnefis  has 
received  a  certain  inklland^  feot  by  the  poft  t0 
Wefel,  fealed  with  the  arms  of  the  princefs  df 
la  Tourj  and  addrefled  to  general  Bork,  or 
to  the  governor  of  Wefel,  that  it  might  be  dili- 
gently expedited.  Your  royal  highnefs  lias  fent 
me  fomething  to  drink,  and  I  have  taken  the 
liberty  to  fend  you  fomething  to  write  with. 

^  When  wxneisgiT'iibyrtypJclutttery 

An  inkhoni  to  retvm  in  btrter. 

It  no  great  trucki  I  tzow  s 
Buty  (hould  this  horn  prolific  teem 
With  works  divine^  mankind  wOl  deem 

*  Their  thanki  to  me  they  owe.  * 

I  hope  your  royal  highnefs  will  pardon  thefe 
cxcelHve  freedoms.  I  wait  your  final  command! 
concerning  the  refutation  of  the  preceptor  of 
^tefmen.  There  is  little  to  alter,  and  I  ftill 
continue  to  think  it  will  be  an  advantage  to. the 
human  race  to  make  this  antidote  public. 

I  am  tranfcribing  my  little  Abftraft,  of  the 
Metaphyfics  of  Newton  and  Leibnitz.  It  will 
make  a  large  packet.  Muft  I  fend  it  by  the 
fray  of  Wefel?.!  wait  your  prders,  to  which  I 
(ball  always  conform ;  for  you  know  that  Mi« 
•-  ^  nerva. 
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ncrva,  Apollo,  and  Virtue,  have  made  me  your 
fubjcft. 

Madame  du  Chatclct  will  have  the  honour  to 
ftnd  your  royal  highnefs  fomething,  which  will 
be  fome  recompcnce  for  my  tedioufiiefs, 
'     I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      CXX. 

From  the  Prince  RoyuL 

iDEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  April  if,  1740*4 

Your  Devoteet  is  arrived  at  the  mod 
fortunate  moment  poffible;  (he  is  a  charming 
creature  !-«-The  chiirafters  are  well  fupported, 
the  plot  is  well  conduded^  and  the  denouement 
naturaL  Csfario  and  I  have  read  it  with  great 
pleafiirr,  earneftly  wifliing  to  fee  it  reprefented 
liere,  before  its  author,  before  the  friend  whom 
ive  fo  much  defire  to  meet*  My  half-fick,  half- 
well  friend  compliments  you  for  having,  ill  as 
you  are^  worked  liarder,  and  to  better  purpofe, 
than  fo  many  other  authors  who  are  in  full  health. 
I  camKyt  account  for  a  being  fo  peculiar.  Among 

*  Undated  In  the  Berlin  edition* 

f  La  Prudeyw  la  Gardeufidc  Cqfehe.   The  Prude,  or  the 
ICeeperoftheCaflcel,  a  comedy  bj  Voltaire.    T. 

G  a  US 
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US  axnnioQaioitalsy  the  aand  always  Coffen  witk 
the  body.  The  leafl:  thiog  renders  me  incapdUe 
of  dbou^t;  but  jrour  foulp  fuperior  to  the  or- 
gans df  fenfe,  triumphs  over  them  alL  Oh ! 
that  k  mig^  triumph  over  death  himfidf ! 

Be  kindenough  to  read  a  Ihoct  Tale,  ill  enough 
written,  which  I  here  iend  you;  and  an  EpifUe, 
in  which  I  have  thought  proper  to  addrefs  a  fort 
of  people  who  are  feldom  inclined  to  r^ulate 
thdr  condu&  by  the  morality  of  poets.  Ma- 
chiavel  muA  follow  when  he  can.  You  muft 
have  the  patience  to  wait  till  I  can  apply  myfeif 
to  the  work. 

The  people  here  are  fo  deceitful,  fo  reftlels, 
(o  turbulent,  that  it  b  hardly  pofiible  to  e(cape 
the  epidemic  difeafe.  All  I  am  able  to  do  is  to 
ibing  a  few  follies  in  rhime.  I  wait  till  I  (hall 
find  myfelf  in  a  more  tranquil  ftate,  that  I  may 
recur  to  occupations  more  ferious,  and  which  re- 
quire refledion.  We  have  at  prefent  a  wretched 
round  of  feafting ;  and  feaft  we  muft,  be  the  con- 
(equence  what  it  may.  We  liften  to  a  fucceffion 
of  inconfident  harangues,  which  it  is  necefiarj 
to  applaud  with  an  air  of  convidion.  I  fubmit. 
to  this  much  againft  my  will,  for  I  hate  every 
thing  which  approaches  hypocrify  and  fa^fehood. 

Algarotti  writes  me  word  that  Pine  has  not 
yet  finiflied  his  edition  of  Virgil,  and  that  the 

Henriade 
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Henriadc  muft  be  hid  00  the  flidf  in  tlie  mesa 
time.  1  KaTe  npc  £ukd  to  g^ttnb]e^  far  it  leems 
tame  that— 


As  loQB  s  jwi  sppear'ily  gKW€  pber^ 
TTbodd  tlMrt  maScr  F^  (boDU  cbDolb 

His  pabxy  kBVHBcs  to  refitfir ! 

Too  (ee,  dear  Voltaire^  the  difiereiice  there  is 
between  the  decrees  of  Apollo  and  the  whims 
of  a  printer*  I  do  but  aid  the  glory  of  this 
deity  by  accelerating  the  publication  c^  your 
work;  and  I  hope  foon  to  (ubdue^the  frenzy  of  the 
Englifiimto,  by  gratifying  his  interefled  avidity^ 

Be  kind  enough  to  afiure  the  marchionefs  of 
my  attentions.  Take  care  of  the  health  of  the 
man  whom  I  love;  and  never  forget  that,  ap» 
pertaining  as  you  do  to  me,  you  ought  to  pay 
every  refpeA  to  the  prefervation  of  the  greatefl 
good  the  gods  ever  conferred  on  me.  Let  me 
foon  hear  news  of  your  convalefcence  ;  and  be 
certam  that,  of  all  the  news  I  ever  (hall  receive 
during  life,  this  will  be  the  moft  agreeable. 

Adieu,  wholly  yours. 

Inclofed  is  a  fmall  packet  from  Csefario;  I 
hope  you  will  not  remember  him  with  indif- 
ference, but  that  you  will  hear  with  f^Aire  of 
the  daily  recovery  of  his  health*. 

G  3  L  E  T^ 


\ 


S($  POSTBITMOVS    WOll^S^      . 

j:,   E    T    T    E    R       tX%l. 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

PEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  April  2<t  i74<N 

1  H  E  galleons  of  Bruflels  are  arrived, 
and  have  brought  me  ineftimable  treafures.  I 
am  aftonUhed  at  the  prodigious  fecundity  of 
your  Peru.  Your  means  fcem  inexhauftible. 
You  foften  the  bittereft  piotnents  of  my  life. 
Why  cannot  I  equally  contribute  to  yoi^r  hap- 
pinefs  ?  In  my  prefent  flate  of  inquietude  I  have 
neither  time  nor  fufficient  tranquillity  of  min4 
to  correft  Machiavel,  I  abandon  my  work  to 
youj  perfuad^d  it  will  be  embellifiied  by  your 
hands.  It  myft  pafs  through  your  crucible^ 
that  the  gold  and  the  drofs  may  be  feparated. 

I  fend  you  an  Epiftle  on  the  Neceffity  of  culd- 
vating  the  Arts;  of  this  neceffity  you  are  well 
pcrfuaded^  but  Uiere  are  foine  who  think  dif- 
ferently, 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire ;  \  wait  for  your  letters 
with  impatience.  What  relates  to  your  health 
interefts  me  as  much  as  the  produds  of  your  ge« 
nius.  AfTure  the  marchionefs  of  my  efteem, 
and  reft  perfuaded  I  cannot  be  more  perfedly 
than  I  am, 

Your  very  fiuthful  friend* 

LET. 
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LETTER      CXXII. 
From  M.  di  Voltaire. 

0  I  Rf  April,  t74o« 

1  OUR  image  haunts  me  day  and  night. 

1  dream  of  my  prince^  as  a  lover  dreams  of  his 
miftrefs. 

Ttmfus  arat  q9»  prima  fma  mmrtaHhu  ^rit 
Imifitf  ei  im»  Jtvum  gratjfinmfiifii  •* 
tnfimmt  etee  mOi  0ti$htfiJc6irrmuu  hm 
J^tfui  odeft  mtL  •  •  9 

I  have  beheld  you  afcending  a  throne  of  folid 
filver,  which  had  not  been  raifed  by  yourfelf, 
and  on  which  you  f^t  rather  in  grief  than 
gladnefs-^ 

More  fovrowfnl^  t  dying  fiither  to  behoU* 
fhuk  chcqr'd  )>7  cpurtier't  baSkit  or  j^obet  of  glittering 
gold* 

I&w  crowds  of  courtiers^  who  had  negleded 
to  vi(it  bis  royal  highnefs  at  .Remufbcrg,  aflbm* 
bleto  falute  his  majefty  at  Berlin^-** 

Their  hoe,  their  gilding,  and  their  fringe  I  fpied| 

Their  native  infignificance  to  hide*  ^ 

Nor  can  I  doubt  their  high  and  ancient  race  |  ' 

Jaaut  was  their  progenitor,  with  doubk  &oc«  J 

G4  They 
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They  might  be  defcendants  on  the  mother*^ 
fide  from  the  prophet  EUlha,  who,  according  to 
the  mod  holy  Scripture,  had  a  double  fpirit; 
which  inheritance  has  dcfcended  to  many  ^ 
pricft,  as  well  as  to  courtiers— 

Surroiinded  by  a  motly  crew^ 

With  tkgt  beneTalencCy  I  view 

My  gcQccpui  f  rince  with  fmiles  «ccdk 

Of  former  fbea  a  fii^wning  hoft. 

They  duty  plcad>  the  pica  it  good. 

Nor  cap  by  Fndcric  be  withftood  $ 
But,  while  herkmency  to  theiSe  exteiidii 
He  ihow'kv  hit  £iyoui«  on  his  well-tried  fnendt. 

Antoninvis,  Titus,  TrajaA,  ind  Julian  dcfcend? 

f  d  from  heayen  to  behold  th^  triumph — 

Thefe  anfSmt  hbves  look  ^ith  much  difdaiii 
Tow'rd  Rome^  and  think  they  furdy  have  mift Veo 
Th'  abode  of  conqueft,  honour,  arts,  and  arms; 
They  own  Berlin  can  boaft  fup^or  charms. 

They  might,  if  they  pleafed,  be  prrfcnt  at 
the  election  of  a  pope ;  but  Titus  and  Marcus 
Aurelius  are  unacquainted  with  cardinals,  and 
the  Holy  Ghoft,  Truth,  which  thcfc  heroes 
love,  is  not  of  the  conclave ;  for  I  faw  Truth 
ftanding  befide  the  throne  of  filver— 

Frankly  the  hero  plac'd  her  by  his  fide ; 
She  wbnder'd  at  herfelf,  and  godlike  guide  ; 
Wonder'dy  and  blufh'd  with  half  embarrafs'd  air. 
That  Truth  in  freedom  fhould  be  feated  there  i 

She 
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She  knew  well  that  the  throne  was  as  little 
her  place  as  the  conclave,  and  that  fo  much 
honour  did  not  belong  to  a  poor  exile;  but 
Frederic  encourage4  her,  and  fpoke  to  her  as  to 
^  perfon  wi(h  whom  he  was  w^U  accjuaiiited-^ 

The  Floiietttuie,  old  Machiavd, 

Saw  this,  and  fought  his  native  hell : 

And  as  he  fled^  with  fhaxne  increased, 

A  cardinal,  a  ftatefiauuiy  prieft. 

And  Jefuity  fled  with  equal  pain  ; 

Hateful  of  heay'n^born  truth,  and  Frederic's  reign^ 

Frederic  however  recalled  Machiavel,  nor 
would  fufier  him  to  depart,  after  having  made 
)iis  appearance,  without  firft  making  honourable 
amends  to  the  human  race,  in  the  perfon  of  its 
prqtedor.    He  ordered  him  to  kneel — 

And  now,  copfufed,  the  Florentine 
AvowM  that  Virtue  is  divine ; 
*  Reluftant  ownM  that  honefty 

Is  ftiU  the  beft  of  policy. 

The  Virtues  then  all  begap  to  carefe  the  con- 
queror of  Machiavel — 

Sage  Liberality  was  there, 

pea'rous  and  juft  In  ad  and  air; 

l^fad  Frodigalif y  flie  check'd, 

^  And  treated  Avarice  with  negleft.  ^ 

Duty  and  Labour  too  were  feen, 

Yf^tli  fovcreign  and  determined  mien* 

The 
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The  Leyesy  and  «H  their  fpontve  tm^i 
Were  in  their  turn  aHowM  to  reign. 
Courteous  to  aD,  on  all  he  fmilM : 
Stern  Labour  wore  an  afped  mild ; 
While  frolic  Love  hit  tricks  was  bade  t'  abttCi 
^nd  by  Decorum  tau^^t  to  captkate. 

Mars  and  Policy  however  pointed  to  a  map 
of  Julicrs  and  Berg,  and  the  hero  drew  his  fword; 
yet  was  ready  to  return  it  to  the  fcabbard,  for  the 
good  of  his  fubjedts^  and  the  happinefs  of  the 
world.  The  fine  arts  came  from  all  countries 
to  pay  homage  to  their  protcfton  Mufic^  Paint* 
ing,  Eloquence,  Hiftory,  Philofophy,  laboured 
under  his  infpeftion  ;  he  prefided  over  all,  aqd 
feemed  born  for  tbefe  arts  as  much  as  to  govern 
and  to  pleafe.  A  theatre  rofc ;  an  academy  was 
formed,  not  like  that  of  the  forty  French  Cy^ 
phcrs— 

Ridiculoufly  leiyrncd,  hear  them  preach 
On  airy  emptincfs  $  or  gravely  teach 
How  words  to  weigh,  on  periods  to  di(pute| 
A^d  guiky  commas  catch  and  ex^ute^ 

This  academy,  founded  by  my  fovereign,  re- 
fembled  that  of  the  Sciences,  and  of  the  Roya} 
Society  at  London.  In  fine,  whatever  was  good, 
beautiful,  true,  juft,  and  amiable,  had  aflembled 
round  this  throne.  I  have  not  forgotten  my 
f^reaiPi  like  the  madman  of  the  fcrip^ure^  who 

threatened 
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tl^reatened  to  put  all  his  (late-counfeUors  -  to 
death,  if  they  did  not  divine  the  vifion  that  ha<^ 
efcaped  his  memory ;  I  remember  it  perfedly, 
and  want  peither  ^  Daniel  nor  a  Jofeph  for  an 
interpreter. 

Njor  were  al)  thcfe  the  phantom^  of  a  dream ; 
With  other  Idpgt  indeed  fuch  things  but  ^pn  j 
Potenty  copipaffionfitey  aa  good  as  wife» 
}/iy  prince  my  golden  dreams  will  realize. 

In  my  laft  letter  I  reproached  my  fovereign 
for  having  reduced  mediocrite  to  a  word  of  four 
fyllables ;  the  fault  ^as  enormous^  anc}  one  of 
phe  greateft  be  will  ?ver  committ 


LETTER      CXXIIl, 

Frcm  tbi  Prince  Royal. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,        Rcmuftcrg,  May  3, 174Q, 

I T  muft  be  own^d  that  your  drearps  arc 
equal  to  the  waking  thoughts  of  niany  men  of 
wit ;  not  becaufe  I  am  the  theme  of  your  verfe, 
but  bpca\)fe  it  is  fcarcely  poffible  to  f^y  more 
f  legant  or  more  4gr?eable  things  on  fo  trifling 
^  fubjeft. 

The  God  of  Tafte,  to  whofe  divine  abode 
Thou  haft  fo  charmingly  defcrib'd  the  road» 
Firft  wfote  the  verfes ;  then,  to  give  them  fame| 
JPeforc  he  fent,  he  fignM  them  with  thy  name* 

This 
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This  I  cannot  but  belicrc :    yoa  hsre  miH 
tually  been  guilty  of  artifUrt^— 


Dmstc  Vokarc Iu»  tlioivte  cooRAmcaCets 
Tke  God  of  Tafte  but  write»  wliat  bediftatei* 

Infonn  us  therefore  whether  thrs  be  troth ;  and 
how  your  €ngular  invention  could  cotnlnnc  io 
much  imagination  with  fo  much  Juftnefs^  fuch 
depth  of  thought,  and  fuch  fportive  levity. 

Gnice>  learmsgr,  gaom^  wifdom^  wit» 
Dq^  each  aad  all»  their  pow'n  tranfi&it : 
To  cfaarm  Emila,  thoa  art  fraught 
With  an  the  ho^hiog  kvves  have  taught : 
And  fagc  Urania  grants  that  thine 
SbtiH  be  her  compaib,  fok,  ajtd  line. 

I  imagine  this  will  be  a  riddle  to  future  tiones^ 
and  the  touchftone  of  tkofe  who  hereafter  fhall 
wi(h  to  be  learned  and  amiable.  Your  dream,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  though  exceedingly  advantageous 
to  me,  feems  to  conuin  the  real  charafteriftic 
of  dreams,  which  never  perfectly  refemble  truth. 
But  not  to  mention  that  many  things  are  necef- 
fary  to  accomplifli  this  dream,  if  I  am  not  mif- 
taken,  the  prophetic  fpirit  Ihould  have  added—* 

Bedin,  thy  Genius  lately  winged  her  way^ 
O'er  many  a  wealthy  land  obliged  to  ftray^ 

A  (age  to  feek  whofe  ampk  mind, 

SzpanfiTe  and  rcfi&*d» 

The 


1 


CO&KBSFO«DE«eE«  93 

To  Wifiion  ipiw  Ikt  anciflntldn^ 

To^PI  tJhiifPOBd'ivwpriz^ 
AjoiBidfl>eaJHierq(g<rqnei 
Nat  <m^  dflCwdt  pronfl  k  porple  nibe^ 

Bf  ftwiagwefecliorfi&jed  ««t]M3r  pcaMTdy 
Who  ndiiqr  Fivio^  ndes  half  die  gldbe--- 

Totiiee^  Vohanvyfte  tuniM,  cBlbee  Ihe  gSDtM; 
&nrIUhSf  tlM^  aadTnAt  with  beam  fcvcn, 
Stangctondale!  irdglhthiaaorpoiid'rousIphtKt 
<^Ceftea»dKdinuie 
^  Of  PrnSia  vewdijowB, 
^If  ttO«S''lhecxie4»  ^atkereto&K, 

^MtacbofcdicirgiOMarolM  from  anwng  die  wifc 
^£ixm|^!  ihc&^It  Ibund!  the£eaidiiso'erl 
**  TlMM^h  lawtai>rurd«  to  Lnave^  or fbol^ 
^  Or  tyiaat,  grant  the  (c^tie  and  the  nde^ 
<*  Let  kaavcj  or  £pcl«  or  tynuit,  lovd  it  o'ertheirlundy 
^  Vdui»  ihall  reiga  the  nioaafdi  of  the  mind.'' 

The  Genius  of  Pniffia  will  not  ftop  here;  but 
will  wilh,  be  the  price  what  it  may^  to  place  you 
at  th^  head  of  the  new  academy  mentioned  in 
the  dream.  I  tell  the  Genius  that  we  are  not 
yet  fo  near  the  attainment  of  this  blefling  as  we 
believe-* 

Beantj  and  Emily  more  potent  far 
Than  bayv  and  academic  honours  are. 

The  Genius  difputes  the  point;  and  pretends 
to  prove  that  the  plcafure  of  knowing  is  prefer- 
aUe  to  that  of  enjoying. 
.      4     .  But 
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But  enough  I  'Tis  the  didum  of  pradent  Boikaui 
That  the  art  to  be  dull  it  to  Iky  all  we  know* 

From  the  fortunate  Genius  ofi^^ffia  I  pafs  to 
the  guardian-angel  of  Remuiberg,  the  prote6tion 
of  whom  was  manifeft  in  the  dreadful  fire  by 
which  a  great  part  of  the  town  was  reduced  to 
aflies.  The  palace  was  with  diiEcuhy  preferred  ; 
but  there  is  no  miracle  in  its  prefervation,  for 
^ou  no  doubt  know  that  your  portrait  is  kept 
there— 

Thouy  bleft  Palladiuiny  only  could'ft  proteft 

lit  ancient  turrets^  or  repel  the  flamel 

tThat  foon  In'  undulating  votumes  rof^i 

And  half  the  town  in  fmoky  mint  laid. 

But  thou  wert  there^  gtt^t  image,  and  didft  awe^ 

And  drive  far  offy  the  raging  fiends  of  fire ! 

By  flames  aflail'd»  old  Troy  forgot  to  guard 
The  heav'nly  effigy  her  waOa  incWd  $ 
But  feon  (he  wept  her  folly,  when  (he  law 
The  Grecian  fire  thofe  haughty  watts  confume. 

This  Palladium  is  placed  iti  the  fanftuary  of 
fhe  palace;  that  is  to  (ay,  in  the  library,  where 
the  arts  and  fciences,  aflembled,  may  be  laid  td 
fcrve  as  its  frame— 

'tht  wit»  the  fcholar,  and  the  faget 
Of  every  country,  every  age, 
CoUe^ed  here,  their  homage  pay. 
Their  gifts  upon  your  akars  by ; 

tour 
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Vour  Yirious  worka  they  iKkw  hddtc ; 
Proftrate,  your  Henriade  adore  ; 
They  Iiften,  wonder,  and  rtrerey 
Ai  courtierv  eager,  aiid  as  faints  fincere* 

Good  Mtny  of  Loretto,  (ay« 
Thoogh  finncrs  faft,  and  bigots  pray  $ 
Though  priefts  in  pompous  robes  await^ 
To  (hew  thy  jewels,  robes,  and  plate ; 
While  Ign'rance  Ufu  its  (heepifh  eyes, 
And  Craft  pUrtoins  (bme  liew-made  prize  i 
Can  praife,  lb  caught,  fuch  bHft  impart. 
At  praific  which  flows  fix>m  feeling  heart  9 
Spontaneous,  nay  unceafiog,  flows. 
Nor  av'ricei  guile,  nor  prieftcraft  knows  i 

I  entreat  you  to  criticife  both  my  verfc  and, 
profei  for,  in  proponion  as  the  oracles  arrive, 
t  correal:.  And,  that  1  may  furnilh  you  new 
materials  for  caftigation,  I  fend  you  a  Tale,  with 
the  fubjeft  of  which  1  was  furni(hed  during  my 
ftay  at  Berlin.  The  chief  incidents  are  true; 
tbefaft  isthis: 

A  perfon  named  Kirch,  an  aftronomcrby  pro- 
feffioh,  and  as  I  believe  fometbing  of  an  aftrolo- 
ger  from  inclination^  died  of  an  apoplexy.  A 
minifter  of  the  reformed  church,  one  of  his 
friends,  came  to  vifit  his  (ifters,  who  were  both 
aftronomers,  and  advifed  them  not  to  inter  their 
brother,  becaufe  there  had  been  many  examples 
of  perfons  who  had  been  buried  before  they  were 

'     6  really 
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really  dead.  The  credulous  fifters,  in  confe-" 
quence  of  this  advice,  kept  the  corpfe  three 
weeks  before  they  put  it  in  the  grave  ;  which 
they  were  forced  to  do,  by  the  di&greeable 
odour  it  emitted,  in  oppofition  <o  the  remon-* 
ftrances  of  the  minifter,  who  was  in  daily  ex-* 
pedation  of  the  refurreftion  of  M.  Kirch.  I 
thought  the  ftory  (b  fingular  that  it  deferred  to 
be  put  into  rhime,  as  a  Tale.  My  only  objed 
was  to  amufe  myfelf ;  and,  if  it  be  too  long, 
you  mud  attribute  the  error  to  my  intemperance 
for  rhiming. 

Suffer  not  my  ring,  dear  Voltaire,  ever  to 
quit  your  finger.  It  is  a  talifman,  compofed 
of  wifhes  for  your  welfare,  and  cannot  but  bring 
you  good  fortune.  To  this  I  myfelf  fhail  take 
every  means  of  contributing,  alTuring  you  that 
I  am,  invariably, 

Your  mofl:  faithful  friend, 

FREDERIC. 

Be  kind  enough  to  give  my  compliments  to 
the  lovely  marchionefs. 


LET- 


Letter     cxxiV; 

From  the  Prince  Royal  *; 

Stern  proof,  demanding  £euthy  befets  ine  here  \ 
There  eloquence  dehghts  my  ravifliM  ear  i 
AflailM  on  diis  fide;  charmM  on  that,  I  find 
^'  ambiguous  tyrant.  Doubt,  enflaves  my  mind: 

]^fan^  born  to  ad,  to  ad  is  furely  free ; 
i6ut  reiafon  and  his  paffions  difiagree. 
Nor  cab  his  ciunbroixii  organs  wifdom  teach ; 
.  That  thing  dUQ'd  atom  is  beyond  his  reach  : ' 

bodies  too  vaft  are  eijually  unknown  i 
Not  aU  his  Utu  can  rendi^r^them  his  own  i 
His  fcsentific  arts  and  wiles  are  vain ; 
And,  picitf'd  or  angry,  blind  he  muft  remain^ 

This  is  all  the  judgment  I  can  give,  betweett 
xht  marchionefs  and  M.  de  Voltaire,  When  I 
read  your  Metaphyfics,  1  exclaini,  adftiirt,  and 
believe :  when  I  pcrufc  the  Phyfical  Inftitutiotis 
of  the  tn^chioners^  I  begih  to  waVer,  dnd  kno\^ 
not  whether  I  am  deceived,  or  deceive  myfelf. 
In  a  wofd^  a  man  muft  poflefs  an  intelligence  ^s 
fUperiof  to  yours,  as  that  which  you  poflefs  is 

.  *  The  beginning  of  this  letter  relates  to  a  Treatife  on  Me- . 
ta^hyfics,  in  .which  Mt  de  Voltaire  had  difcufled  fome  princi-  ^ 
pies  of  Leibnitz,  mfT^uined  by  madame  du  Chatelet,  ifl  her  ^ 

V0L.  viK  H  fuperior 
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fupcrior  to  other  thinking  beings^  to  decide 
which  of  you  is  right. 

I  humbly  own  that  I  greatly  refpcft  the  ade- 
quate caufe;  but  that  I  believe  its  ufc  would  be 
infinitely  more  certain,  if  our  knowledge  were 
as  exteniive  as  this  adequate  caufe  requires  it  to 
be.  We  have  only  a  few  ideas  of  the  attributes 
«f  matter,  and  the  laws  of  mechanics;  but  I 
doubt  not  that  the  eternal  Architeft  has  an  infi- 
nite number  of  fecrets,  which  we  (hall  never  dif- 
cover,  and  which  confequently  will  render  the 
application  of  the  adequate  caufe  inadequate^ 
when  employed  by  us. 

On  the  Dther  hand,  I  own  that  thofe  fuppofed 
fimple  beings,  who  think,  appear  to  me  exceed- 
ingly metaphyseal ;  and  that  I  do  not  compre- 
hend the  vacuum  of  Newton,  and  but  little  of 
the  fpace  of  Leibnitz.  It  appears  to  me  impof« 
iible  for  men  to  reafon  on  the  attributes  and  ads 
of  the  Creator,  without  being  abfurd.  I  have  no 
idea  of  God  except  that  he  is  a  being  infinitely 
good. 

I  know  not  whether  his  freedom  and  the  ade- 
quate caufe  be  contradictory,  or  whether  laws 
co-eternal  with  his  exiftence  have  rendered  his 
afttons  ncccflarily  fubjeft  to  their  determina- 
tion r;but  I  am  very  well '  con vmced  that  every 
thing  is  tolerably  as  it  (hould  be,"in  this  worfd; 


and  that,  if  God  had  meant  to  make  us  meta* 
phyficians,  he  would  afluredly  have  communi- 
cated information,  and  intelligence,  infinitely 
fuperior  to  what  wc  poflefs. 

It  is  to  be  lamented  that  philofophers  are  re- 
quired to  give  a  reafon  for  every  thing ;  for, 
when  they  have  no  palpable  reafon  to  give,  they 
muft  imagine  one.  Notwithftanding  all  this,  it 
is  my  duty  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  exceedingly 
well  Satisfied  with  your  Treatife  on  Metaphyfics. 
It  is  the  Pitt,  or  the  great  Sancy  *,  which  in  a 
fmall  compafs  includes  immenfe  wealth.  The 
folidicy  of  your  arguments,  and  the  moderation 
of  your  deciiions,  (hould  ferve  as  examples  to 
all  philofophers,  and  thofe  who  interfere  in  the 
difcuffioB  of  truth.  The  defire  of  information 
appears  to  be  their  natural  end,  but  the  pleafure 
of  contention  is  too  often  the  refult. 

I  wifli  I  were  in  the  peaceful  and  tranquil 
ftatc  in  which  you  fuppofe  me.  I  aflure  you, 
philofophy  appears  to  me  more  charming,  and 
more  attraftive,  than  the  throne*  Its  pleafures  . 
are  durable ;  it  is  fuperior  to  the  chimeras  and 
errors  of  man ;  and  thofe  whoxan  follow  it  into 
the  countries  of  virtue  and  trutli,  are  very  blam- 
able  to  forfake  it  for  that,  of  vice  and  illufion. 

*  Tw6  well-known  diamond!. 

H  2  Efcap'd 
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EfotpM  finom  Circe'8  pakce»  and  the  cries 

Of  crowds^  who  fly  the  virtuous  and  the  wife. 

From  dangers  free,  in  ftudy's  cahn  retreat 

I  thought  myfelfy  and  thought  my  hlifs  complete ; 

But  lowering  ftorms  and  new-bom  cares  obtrude^ 

And  threat  to  wreft  me  from  my  folitude. 

Thus  arc  appearances,  in  this  world,  very  de- 
ccitftiU  To  tell  you  the  honeft  truth,  I  muft 
inform  you  that  the  language  of  the  gazettes  is 
more  than  ever  falfe,  and  that  the  love  of  life 
and  hope  are  infeparable  from  human  nature. 
Thefc  arc  the  foundation  of  that  pretended  ftatc 
of  convalefcence,  the  reality  of  which  I  wi(h  I 
could  fee.  The  king's  malady,  my  dear  Voltaire, 
is  a  complicatioisi  of  difeafes,  the  progrefs  of 
which  deprives  us  of  all  hope  of  cure,  and  par- 
takes both  of  dropfy  and  atrophy.  The  moft 
alarming  fymptoms  are  frequent  vomitings, 
which  greatly  enfeeble  the  patient.  He  hopes 
and  believes  he  (hall  fave  himfelf,  by  the  efforts 
he  makes  to  ajppear  in  public;  and  this  it  is 
which  deceives  thofe  who  are  not  well-informed 
of  the  true  ftate  of  thmgs. 

4 

What  moft  we  wifti  we  ne*er  enjoy : 
A  miftrefs  charms  the  am'rous  boy ; 
A  kingdom  is  ambition's  claim  ; 
The  poet  hunts  an  empty  name  ; 
A  title  courtiers  keep  in  view, 
And  ribbands  covet,  red  and  bhie ; 

The 
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The  fage  delights  in  truth,  and  cafe : 
But  wifliing  it  the  mind's  di(cafe  ; 
And  man,  in  every  rank  and  ftate, 
Muft  firft  refolve  to  meet  his  fate. 
And  aft  his  ill-allotted  part. 
Ere  he  can  know  content  of  hearts 

Then,  be  my  brows  with  laurel  bound. 
Or  with  more  fplendid  bauble  crown'd. 
Me  (hall  you  view  with  equal  pace 
Continue  my  predeftin'd  race ; 
Nor  feek  without  thofe  joys  to  win 
Which  only  can  be  found  within. 

This  is  the  only  thing  I  have  to  refolvc  on ; 
for  I  perceive,  with  too  much  certainty,  retreat 
is  not  in  my  power.  I  fliall  quit  my  indepen- 
dence with  regret;  and  while,  on  the  great 
theatre  of  the  world,  I  afcend  the  throne,  (hatt 
lament  the  lofs  of  my  once  happy  obfcurity. 

Had  I  that  freedom  of  mind  which  you  fup- 
pofe  in  man,  I  ftiould  fend  you  fomething  better 
than  bad  verfes :  but  learn  that  thefe  are  not  the 
laft,  and  that  you  are  menaced  with  a  new  epif- 
tle. — Another  epiftle  !^ — Yes,  my  dear  Voltaire ; 
another  epiftle :  it  muft  be  fo. 

Now  we  arc  fpcaking  of  poetry,  let  me  tell 
you  I  have  feen  the  tragedy  of  Greffet,  intitled 
Edward.  The  verlification  appears  good,  but 
I  think  the  charaftcrs  ill  depided.  The  paf» 
iions  muft  be  ftudied,  in  order  to  put  them  in 
H  3  adionj 
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adion ;  theiiuman  heart  muft  be  known,  thar, 
by  imitating  its  fecret  fprings^  the  theatrical 
automaton  may  refemUe  and  b&  conformably 
to  nature.  Greffet  does  not  appear  to  me  to 
have  drunken  at  the  right  (bream.  Individual 
beauties  may  render  his  tragedy  fupporuble  to 
the  reader,  but  will  not  be  fufficient  to  give  it 
vigour  in  reprefentation. 

Autre  ejl  la  volx  itun  ferroquet^ 
Autre  eJlceUe  de  Melpomene  *. 

He  who  wrote  this  latirical  remark  has  per- 
ceived the  real  defefts  of  Greffet.  There  is 
fomething  indcfcribable,  fomething  of  the  effe- 
minate and  the  languid,  in  the  part  of  Edward, 
which  cannot  fail  to  infpire  the  auditor  with  dul- 
nefs. 

Weary  of  the  tediouftiefs  of  Mr.  Pine,  I  have 
determined  to  have  the  Henriade  printed  under 
my  own  infpeftion,  and  have  fent  exprefsly  for 
fome  of  the  moft  elegant  filver  type  that  can  be 
procured  in  England*  Our  artifts  are  all  at  work 
on  the  plates  and  the  vignettes.  Coft  what  it 
will,  we  are  determined  to  produce  a  mafter- 
piece,  worthy  of  the  fubjedt — 

♦  "  The  voice  of  a  parrot  is  verj  different  from  that  of 
Melpomene."  This  refers  to  the  wdl-known  tale  of  Greffet, 
mtitkiFer^Fert.        T. 

Witfc 


Vfkh  tnimptt  <nn'd»  I'U  %&  the  part  of  fiune$ 
And  to  the  liiUnrng  world  your  worth  proclaim. 

I  imagine  yoa  will  think  me,  at  prefent,  if  not 
the  moft  impertinent,  at  lead  the  mod  prattling 
of  prioces.  But  prolixity- is  one  of  the  defefts 
of  my  nation,  and  errOns  are  but  dowly  eradi- 
cated. I  aik  pardon,  my  dear  Voltaire,  on  behalf 
of  myfelf  and  my  countrymen.  I  am  however 
one  of  the  moft  excufable  of  them ;  for  I  find  fo 
much  pleafure  in  converiing  vnth  you,  that  hours 
appear  to  me  no  more  than  moments.  If  you 
wifli  my  letters  to  be  more  Ihort,  do  you  be  left 
amiable :  but  this,  according  to  the  twelfth  para- 
graph of  Leibnitz,  implies  a  contradidion ;  con- 
iequently,  &c. 

Continue  to  lovt  me  a  little,  for  1  am  jealous 
of  your  efteem;  and  reft  perfuaded  that  you 
cannot  do  lefs,  without  much  ingratitude  to- 
waird  him  who  is  with  admiration,  &c. 


LETTER      CXXV. 
From  the  King^ 

MY  1)EAR  FRIEND,      Charlottenburg,  June  6,  1740. 

1  H  E  die  is  caft— I  am  not  what  I  was — 

I  have  been  prefent  at  the  laft  nioments  of  the 

H4  king, 
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kingy  his  agony^  and  death.  I  ceitainly  had  no 
weed,  while  ftcpping  toward  royalty,  of  fuch  4 
leflbn,  }a  Qrde^r  to  infpire  aip  with  difguft  for  the 
vanity  of  hupi^ii  giui^deur. 

I  had  pl4(^ned  a  fmall  work  on  metaphyfics, 
which  is  thus  metamorpbofed  to  politics.  I  imai- 
gined  myfdf  at  a  tournament  with  the  amiable 
Volt^re,  and  am  obliged  tp  enter  the  lifts  with 
the  old  mitred  Machiayel^  la  fine,  my  dear 
Voltaire,  we  9fc  not  maftcrs  of  our  own  dcfttny ; 
the  whirlwind  of  incident  hurries  us  away,  and 
we  are  driven  peifprce.  Let  nie  entreat  you  to 
regard  me  only  as  a  zealous  citizen,  a  pbilofo- 
pher^  fomewhat  fcepticalj^  but  a  tryly  faithfu) 
friend.  For  the  love  of  God  write  to  me  as  a 
man,  and  defpife  titles,  n^oie,  ai|d  cxtenoe 
fplendour. 

I  have  hitherto  fcarcely  had  time  to  recoiled 
myfelf.  I  have  infinite  employment,  and  am 
giving  myfelf  more ;  but,  notwithftanding  all 
my  labours,  I  have  ftill  time  enough  to  admire 
your  works,  and  to  find  in  them  information  and 
amufement. 

Aflure  the  marchionefs  of  my  efteem ;  tell  her 
I  adn)ire  her,  as  much  as  her  vaft  knowledge, 
and  uncommon  abilities,  deferve  to  be  admired. 


*  The  cardinal  de  Fleur;. 


Farcwclji 
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Farcwcl,  my  dear  Voltaire.     If  I  live  ^  wil 
fee  you  this  very  year.    Love  me  always,  and 
cpminue  always  tp  deal  (incerely  with  your  frieadt 


LETTER      CXXVL 
From  Af.  de  VoltAire, 

S  J  R  Ey  June  i8»  X749« 

Although  your  deftiny  be  changed, 
the  beauties  of  your  mind  are  the  fame.  My 
mind  however  is  altered  :  I  was  inclined  to  mif* 
anthropy,  and  was  too  much  afflided  at  remark^^ 
ing  the  injuftice  of  men.  At  prefent  I  give  my* 
fclf  up  to  joy,  in  company  with  the  whole  world. 
Thanks  to  Heaven,  your  majefly  has  already  fuU 
filled  all  my  predidions :  you  are  already  be*" 
loved,  in  Pruffia,  and  in  Europe.  The  cm* 
pcror-s  refident,  during  the  laft  war,  faid  to  the 
cardind  dc  Fleury-r— **  The  French,  fir,  are  very 
amiable,  but  they  are  all  Turks/' — Your  majefty 's 
envoy  piay  ^t  prefent  fay-r— The  French  are  all 
Pruffians. 

The  marquis  d'Argenfon,  counfellor  of  ftate 
to  the  king  of  France,  the  friend  of  M.  de  Vol* 
taire,  and  a  man  of  true  mecit,  with  whom  I  have 
pften  convprfed  concerning  your  majefty  at  Paris, 

wrot? 
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wrote  to  me  on  the  i3tb^  and  informed  me  thaC 
M.  de  Valori  exprefles  himfelf  in  thefe  very 
words*^*^  He  begins  his  reign  in  a  manner 
*'  which,  according  to  all  appearance,  will  be 
♦'  continued;  by  unceafing  proofs  of  the  good* 
*'  nefs  of  his  heart,  by  juftice  to  the  memory  of 
«'  the  deceafed,  and  by  affeftion  for  his  fubjefts." 
•—I  cite  this  pafTage,  to  your  majefty,  for  no 
other  reafon  but  becaufe  I  am  certain  it  was 
written  in  the  flow  of  feeling,  and  communicated 
to  me  in  the  fame  fpirit.  I  am  unacquainted 
with  M.  de  Valori,  and  your  majefty  knows  I 
ought  not  to  depend  on  being  in  his  good  graces ; 
but,  as  he  thinks  like  me,  and  is  fo  juft  toward 
your  majefty,  I  am  gladco  be  juft  in  return* 

The  minifter  who  governs  the  country  in 
which  I  am,  faid  to  me — *^  We  (hall  fee  whe^. 
<^  ther  he  will  immediately  difband  thofe  ufelef^ 
^'  giants,  that  have  occafioned  fo  many  com^ 
*<  plaints/'— And  I  replied — *^  He  will  do  no- 
<^  thing  raftily.  He  will  not  difcover  any  marked 
**  intention  of  condemning  the  errors  of  which 
<<  hb  predecefibr  may  have  been  guilty ;  but 
*'  will  be  fatisfied  with  correfting  them,  when 
^<  opportunity  (hall  offer/'  Deign  to  own,  great 
king,  that  I  have  well  divined. 

Your  majefty  commands  me,  while  writing  to 

you,  to  think  lefs  of  the  king  than  of  the  man^ 

5  Thia 
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This  is  a  cQnunand  according  to  my  own  heart, 
I  know  not  how  to  behave  in  the  company  of  a 
lung,  but  I  am  wholly  at  my  eafe  in  that  of  a 
man ;  efpecially  of  a  man  whofe  head  and  heart 
are  full  of  the  love  of  the  human  race. 

There  is  a  qoeftion  which  I  (hould  never  dare 
to  put  to  the  king,  but  which  I  will  venture  to 
afk  of  the  man ;  and  that  is.  Whether  the  late 
king  became  convinced  of,  and  loved,  all  the 
merit  of  my  adorable  prince,  before  his  death  ? 
I  know  that  the  qualities  of  the  late  king  were 
fo  different  from  thofe  you  poffefs,  that  it  very 
well  might  happen  he  might  not  have  felt  all 
your  various  merits ;  but,  if  he  were  moved,  if 
be  afted  with  confidence,  if  he  juftified  the  ad- 
mirable fentiments  which  you  have  deigned  to 
teftify  to  me  toward  him,  in  your  letters,  I  flull 
•  in  part  be  fatisfied.   'A  word  from  your  adora- 
ble hand  will  inform  me  of  all  this. 

frttf  king  will  perhaps  alk  why  I  have  put  thelc 
queftions  to  ibe  tnan^  and  will  tell  me  I  am  very 
curious,  and  very  daring.  Do  you  know  the 
anfwer  I  (hall  make  to  his  majefty  ?  1  (hall  (ay 
to  him-~'^  Sire,  it  is  becaufe  I  love  the  man  with 
^*  my  whole  heart." 

The  king,  or  the  man,  has  done  me  the  ho- 
nour to  inform  me  thiit  he  is,  at  prefent,  obliged 

to 
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to  prefer  policies  to  mctaphyfics,  and  that  he  has 
entered  the  lifts  with  our  good  cardinal-^ 

That  hcav'n  devoted  feint,  who  quitt 

His  petty  initft  for  a  crown, 
With  fncek  and  contrite  heart  fubaiit* 

To  rule,  yet  not  acquire  renown } 
With  zeal  right  catholic,  I  ween, 

His  craft  political  to  rent ; 
And  all  his  apoftolic  fpleen 

On  you,  vile  heretic,  is  bent. 

It  is  queftioned  here  whether  your  majefty 
will,  or  will  not,  undergo  the  ceremonies  of  a 
coronation.  I  fee  no  need  you  have  of  a  few 
drops  of  oil,  to  make  yourfelf  refpeftable,  and 
dear  to  your  people.  I  hold  holy  vials  in  great 
veneration,  efpccially  when  brought  from  hea- 
ven for  people  like  Clovis  ;  and  I  have  no 
quarrel  with  Samuel  for  having  poured  oil  of 
olives  upon  thehead  of  Saul,  becaufe  olive  trees 
were  very  common  in  the  country. 

Though  you,  by  form,  were  not  appointed 

What  fcripture  calls  the  Lord's  annointed, 

My  hero  and  my  king  are  you ; 

My  heart,  to  virtue  ever  true. 

Though  priefts  their  holy  oil  (hould  fave, 

Admires  the  worthy,  wife,  and  brave, 

Sipce  your  majcfty  has  condefccnded  to  con- 
6  tinuc 


CORR£SPOKD£NC£.  I09 

tinue  a  man,  and  fince  you  flill  think  fit  to  ho- 
nour me  with  your  letters,  I  will  venture  to  en- 
quire how  you  divide  your  day.  I  am  afraid 
left  your  labours  (hould  be  too  great.  People 
fometimes  fup  without  any  interval  between 
their  attention  to  bufinefs  and  their  meal.  They 
confcquently  rife  the  next  day  with  difficulty  of 
digeftion;  labour  with  a  mind  lefs  clear;  force 
nature ;  and  fall  ill.  In  the  name  of  the  human 
race,  for  whofe  welfare  you  are  necefTary,  be 
careful  of  health  fo  precious. 

I  have  another  favour  to  afk  of  your  majefty ; 
and  that  is,  when  you  (hall  have  formed  fome 
new  eftabliihment,  and  have  occafioned  any  one 
of  the  fine  arts  to  flouri(h,  that  you  will  deign 
to  let  me  know  it ;  for  this  will  be  to  let  me 
know  the  new  obligations  I  am  under  to  you. 

There  was  a  phrafc  in  your  majefty*s  letter 

which  tranfported  me;  it  gave  me  to  hope  a 

beatific  vifion  this  year.     I  am  not  the  only 

perfon  who  fighs  for  this  happinefs.    The  queen 

of  Sheba  wiQies  to  take  meafures  to  behold  So* 

lomon  In  all  his  glory.    1  have  communicated 

a  little  projed  of  this  kind  to  the  baron  von 

Kayferling;   but  I  am  much  afraid  left  it  (hould 

fail.  • 

In  fix  or  feven  weeks,  if  il>e  Dutch  bookfel- 

Jcn  do  not  deceive  me,  I  hope  to  fend  your 

majefty 
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majcfty  the  bed  and  moft  ufcful  book  that  cvcf 
was  written ;  a  book  worthy  of  yourfelf,  and 
your  reign. 

I  am  with  the  tendered  gratitude^  the  mod 
profound  refpeA^  as  may  well  be  imaginedi  and 
feelings  which  I  cannot  exprefs^ 

Your  majefty's,  &c. 
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From  the  King. 

Charbneobuif  ,  Idne  n»  174^ 

Fro  M  bowers  of  Remu/ber^  no  more  I  write  % 
Much  lov'd  and  mach  regretted  haunts ! 
Poet  and  king  confus'd,' 
Co-mingled  are ;  nor  can  the  troubled  mind. 
By  thoughts  o*cr-peoplcd,  order  reinftate. 
Sweet  dreams  of  poetry,  delufions  bright, 
Avaunt !  Henceforth  a  nation's  wants 
Me  claim.    Self-doomM  were  I,  by  felf  aocus'd^ 
Did  daims  fo  ftrong  with  equal  flrengtk  not  bind. 
On  me  what  burthens  had  thou  laid,  oh  Fate ! 
Arts,  pleafures,  fnendfhip  I  difcard ; 

Yes,  even  thee,  Voltaire! 
Nor  dare  to  murmur,  dare  to  grieve. 
Duty's  tny  deity*     My  people's  good. 

Well  underftood,  , 

Muft  be  my  care : 
Here  pleafures  mull  I  feck,  here  find  reward. 

Btttt 
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But,'  thtsperformMy  with  Ughtning's  fpeed  will  I 
To  th*  open  arms  of  fnendfliip  fly, 
Thy  leflbns  to  receive ; 
LefTons  which  thou'lt  delight  to  give. 
While  I  horn  thee  fhall  learn  to  govera  and  to  live. 

You  perceive,  my  dear  friend,  that  the  change 
of  my  defliny  has  not  cured  me  of  the  mania 
of  rhyming,  and  perhaps  it  never  will.  I  have 
too  much  efteem  for  the  art  of  Horace  and 
Virgil,  to  renounce  it ;  and,  according  to  my 
ppinion,  there  is  a  time  for  all  things. 

I  had  begun  an  epiftle,  Sur  les  Abus  de  la 
Mode  et  de  la  Coutume^,  at  the  very  moment  when' 
cuftom,  and  the  right  of  primogeniture,  obliged 
me  to  afc^nd  the  throne,  and  for  a  time  forfake 
my  epiftle.  I  would  willingly  have  changed 
my  epiftle  into  a  fatire  againft  this  fame  cuftom, 
had  I  not  known  that  fatire  ought  to  be  ba- 
niftied  the  mouth  of  princes^ 

In  fine,  my  dear  Voltaire,  I  am  diftraded  by 
twenty  different  occupations ;  and  deplore  the 
brevity  of  the  day,  which  appears  to  me  too 
(hort  by  twenty-four  hours. 

I  will  frankly  confefs  that  th?  life  of  the  maa 
who  exifts  only  for  himfelf,  and  contemplation, 
appears  to  me  infinitely  preferable  to  that  of  one 
iwhofe  only  employment  is  to  make  others  happy. 

*  Qa  the  Abufet  pf  Fafhion  and  Cuftom. 

Your 
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Your  vcrfcs  arc  delightful.  1  will  fay  nofliirig 
more  of  thciri,  for  they  are  too  flattering. 

Do  not  any  longer  rcfufe  me,  dear  Voltaircy 
the  pleafurc  to  indulge  the  eagernefs  I  have  td 
fee  you.  Exert  every  effort  which  you  think 
humanity  ought  to  make,  in  my  favour,  t  (hall 
go  as  far  as  Wefel,  and  perhaps  farther,  at  the 
end  of  Auguft.  Promife  to  meet  me  there ;  for 
I  could  neither  live  happy,  nor  die  in  peace^ 
without  having  embraced  you.    Fafewel. 

A  thoufand  compliments  to  the  marchionefs. 
J  am  at  work  with  both  hands ;  with  one  for  the 
army,  and  with  the  other  for  the  people  and  the 
fine  arts. 


LETTER     CXXVIU. 
From  the  King. 

Charlott^nburgy  June  24*9  1740* 
X  H  E  perfon  who  will  give  you  this  letter, 
from  me,  is  the  man  of  my  laft  epiftlc.  He 
brings  you  fome  Hungarian  wine,  in  return  for 
vyour  immortal  verfes,  and  my  bad  profe  in  lieu 
of  your  admirable  philofophy.  I  am  ovcrbur-. 
thened^  overwhelmed  with  bufinefs;  buc^  as 
foon  as  I  have  a  few  moments  leifure,  you  (hall 

*  June  21,  in  the  Berlin  edition.        T.' 

recdvc 
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rtCcivc  from  me  the  fame  tribute  as  formerly^ 
and  on  the  fame  conditiohs.  I  am  bufied  by  « 
funeral,  an  augmentation,  and  various  journeys, 
and  cares,  to  which  by  duty  I  am  fubjefted.  Let 
nlc  entreilt  your  forgivenefs,  (hould  this  lettei^, 
and  chat  which  you  recetred  thrte  Weeks  ago, 
feem  to  have  fuffered  fome  little  delay.  When 
hiy  hurry  (hall  be  over,  my  mind  will  then  re- 
cover its  natural  elSaflicity. 

By  thee  infpirM,  from  cafes  and  troubles  free. 

My  pleafures  and  thy  praife  PU  fitfg, 

In  rhyme  will  reign  a  very  king^ 
And  all  (hall  then  be  joy^  and  jubilee  \ 
Yet,  if  thou  would'ft  indeed  increafe  delight^ 
Oh  hither  come,  and  charm  our  ravifh'd  fight  t 

.  My  mtife  didbted  the  lad  line  with  trembliiig* 
I  know  too  well  that  fricndihip  ought  to  cede  to 
lofve. 

Farcwel,  ray  dear  Voltaire ;  fail  not  to  love 
ilic  a  little.  Whenever  I  (hall  have  written  any 
odes,  or  epiftles,  you  (hall  have  th^  firft  of  tbem« 
But  you  muft  have  patience  with  me,  and  give 
me  time  to  proceed  flowly,  in  my  prefcnt  path. 
Do  hot  forget  me;  and  be*  certain  that,  neit  to 
the  care  of  my  country,  I  have  nahing  more  at 
heart  than  to  convince. you  of  the  efteem  with 
vrhich  I  am 

Your  very  faithful'  friend, 

-VOL.  VII.  I  LET- 
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L   E    T    T    E*  R      CXXIX. 

F^om  M,  de  Voltaire. 
SIRE,  The  Hague,  if^ 

I N  this  third  letter,  I  aik  pardon  of  your 
majcfty,  for  my  two  firft,  which  were  not  fuffi- 
ciently  laconic. 

I  have  paffed  the  day  in  confulting  the  lawyers, 
and  fecretly  treating  with  Vandurcn^  I  afted 
both  as  attorney  and  negociator*  I  bi^in  to 
believe  I  (hall  fucceed,  and  thus  accomplifli  one 
of  two  things ;  either  the  work  will  be  for 
ever  fuppreffed,  or  it  will  appear  in  a  manner 
wholly  worthy  of  its  author. 

Your  majcfty  may  reft  aflured  I  will  remaiit 
hercj  and  that  you  (hall  be  entirely  fatisficd; 
Ihould  you  not,  I  fhould  die  with  vexation.  Par* 
don  my  affection,  divine  Marcus  AureKus.  It  is 
fecretly  wbifpered^  here,  that  your  majcfty  will 
come  to  the  Hague ;  and  I  have  further  heard 
that  the  journey  may  be  to  your  intereft. 

To  your  intereft,  fire,  I  certainly  wilh  well ; 
but  i^does  not  appertain  to  me  to  fpeak  o^  or 
to  underftand  the  fub^edfc. 

All  that  I  know  is  that,  if  you  come  here,  you 
will  win  all  hearts,  Dutch  though  they  be*  Your 
majcfty  has  many  great  partifana  here. 

I  din^ 


i  dined  to-day  with  a  deputy  from  Friefland^ 
hacned  M.  Halloy^  who  had  the  hontooF  to  fee 
your  majefty  at  the  army,  who  means  to  pay  his 
"court  to  you  at  Cleves,  and  who  thinks  of  the 
Marcus  Aurelius  of  the  north  much  the  fame  a» 
I  do.  With  what  pleafnre  (ball  I  go  to-morrow 
to  embrace  this  M.  Halloy  !  M*  de  Fenelon 
tc-day— 

The  reft  is  wanting. 


LETTER      CXXX. 
From  M.  de  Voliaire. 

S I  R  E»  June,  ^740, 

Yesterday,  bldt  event  for  your  people  who  dinei 
Came  two  tuna  1 
Or  two  funs ! 
From  your  grace ; 
.  Each  with  rubicond  face ! 
And  at  like  as  are  brother  to  brother ; 
The  one  was  a  tun  of  good  Hungary  wine ; 
And  your  big-bcIUed  Envoy  the  other. 

'  If  kings  are  gods,  and  ambaffadors  the 
images  of  gods,  it  will  follow,  fire,  from  the 
fourth  theorem  of  Wolf,  that  the  gods  are  jolly 
fellows,  and  have  very  agreeable  countenances. 
M.*  de  Camas  is  a  happy  man ;  not  fo  much  be- 
caufe  he  is  the  reprefentative  of,  as  that  he  is 
again  to  fee,  your  majefty.  ^ 

I  2  I  AV»y 
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I  flew,  yefterday  evening,  to  meet  this  ami- 
able M.  de  Camas,  fent  and  fung  by  his  king ; 
and,  from  the  little  he  told  me,  I  learned  that 
your  majefty  lives  more  than  ever  like  a  man  ; 
and  chat,  after  having  difcharged  your  duties  as 
a  fovereign,  without  relaxation,  during  three 
parts  of  the  day,  in  the  evening. you  enjoy  the 
fweets  of  friendfliip,  which  arc  fo  fupcrior  to 
thofe  of  royalty. 

In  half  an  hour  we  are  going  to  dine  together, 
with  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet*  Imagine, 
fire,  what  her  joy  and  mine  will  be  !  Since  the 
apparition  of  the  baron  von  Kayferling,  we  have 
feeif  no  fuch  day. 

May  crown»everIaftmg  of  happinefs  follow 

The  laurels  already  bcllowM,  by  ApoUo  ! 

May  Mars  add  his  wreath,  fhould  a  conflidk  eafue. 

To  determine  to  whom  Berg  and  Juliets  are  due  t 

May  your  arm^  and  your  courage  decide  this  event. 

And  win  thofe  rich  lands  which  are  yours  by  dcfcent  I 

Your  majefty  knows  that  Apollo,  the  god  qf 
Verfe,  killed  the  ferpent  Python,  and  the  Abides.. 
The  god  of  the  aits  fought  like  a  devil,  on  the 
occafion — 

To  you  the  god  his  weapons  gave,  and  lyre ; 
Thus  men  mull  lore  you,  yet  mull  dread  your  fwwd: 
Not  that  dcftruAivc  wars  your  wilhes  fire  ; 
Though  wars  you  well  could  wage,  and  wall  record. 

This 


This  is  rather  (00  much  for  one  man^  fir^ . 
^ut  you  are  deftiued  to  fuccccd  in  all  you  un^ 
dcrtakc ;  for  }  knpWj  ^om  good  authority,  yoyi 
polTefs  tha(  fortitude  of  mind  which  13  the  bafis 
of  ffp3i  virtues.  BeTide  thft  heav^^i  will  uu* 
doub;e(^y  blefs  the  reign  of  a  monarch  who  is 
2^  man-^a  ip^n  who^  ^fc^r  being  thoroughly 
fatigued  with  having  adt^d  the  king  all  day, 
.|ias  (Ull  the  goodnefs  to  bedpw  ^  few  verfes  09 
his  letter,  and  qij  me,  infigniftca^t  a;  I  ^m-n 

Yours  18  the  happy  art  to  pleaTe^ 

To  write  with  hafte,  yet  write  with  cafe. 

In  your  kft  fix  delightAiI  Vnes, 

In  which  confpicuouB  goodncftihine^ 

You  rife  on  generout  Bounty's  wings^ 

O'er  vulgar  wits  and  vulgar  kings. 

How  adorable  is  your  kind  manner  of  fpqak* 
|ng,  on  the  fubjcft  of  yout  journey  to  Cleves  i 

Tqo  much  my  conftancy  you  praife. 

Yet»  know  the  truth ; 

Love  is,  alas,  for  youth ! 
Sa^  fac?^  fricndihip's  laws  my  heart  obeys. 

I  indulge  in  the  nioft  flattering  hopes  of  the 
^eatific  viiion  of  Cleves.  Should  the  king  of 
France  fend  the  pcrfon  I  wifli  to  compliment 
your  majefty,  I  will  pay  my  refpedts  to  you*. 
(hould  he  not,  ftill  I  will  do  the  fame.  Will 
not  your  majefty  fufTer  a  nian  to  come  and  dp 

1 3  homage 
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homage  to  you  privately,  in  his  own  nameji 
without  all  the  forms  of  ceremony  >  One  way 
or  other,  Simeon  will  behold  his  Saviour. 

The  work  of  Marcus  Aurelius  will  foon  be 
wholly  printed.  It  has  the  fubjeft  of  ftvc  of 
my  letters  to  your  majefty,  and  I  (tnX  it  accord- 
ing to  your  own  exprefi  perm^ffion;  yet  M. 
Camas  now  tells  me  there  arc  one  or  two  pa-f- 
fages  which  will  give  offence,  %p  certain  powers* 
I  myfclf,  however,  have  taken  th^  liberty  to. 
foften  thofe  two  paflages ;  and  I  will  venture 
to  affirm  that  th^  book  will  be  as  hoinourable  to^ 
its  author,  be  he  who  l^e  will,  as  it  will  be  ufeful, 
to  the  human  race.  However,  (hould  your 
majefty  feel  any  rcmorfe,  you  muft  be  kind 
enough  to  expedite  your  commands ;  for,  in  a 
country  like  Holland,  there  is  no  ftopping  the 
avidity  of  a  bookfeller,  who  remembers  that  bxi^ 
money  is  in  the  prefs.  Did  you  know,  fire,  how 
much  your  work  is  fuperior  to  that  of  Machiavel, 
even  in  ftyle,  you  would  not  be  fo  cruel  as  to 
fupprefs  it. 

I  have  many  things  to  fay  %o  your  majefty, 
on  the  fubjeft  of  the  academy,  which  is  foon  to 
flourilh  under  your  aufpices.  Will  you  permit 
me  to  prefent  my  ideas  to  you,  and  fubmit  them 
to  your  better  knowledge  ? 

I  ever  remain,  with  the  moft  refpedful  an4 
devoted  affeftion,  &c. 

LET. 
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"prom  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Charlottcnburg. 

^  June  27,  1740. 

Your  letters  continually  give  me  in- 
finite pleafure ;  not  becaufe  of  the  praifcs  which 
they  beftow  on  me,  but  from  the  inftruftivc 
profc  and  charming  veifcs  they  contain.  You 
xvifti  me  to  fpeak  of  myfclf  like  the  nev^r-end- 
ing  abbe  de  Chaulieu.  No  matter ;  you  muft 
be  fatisfied. 

Here  then  follows  the  Berlin  gazette,  accord- 
ing to  your  requeft. 

On  Friday  evening  I  arrived  at  Potfiam, 
where  I  found  the  late  king  in  a  fituation  which 
made  me  augur  that  his  end  was  near.  He 
gave  pie  a  thoufand  marks  of  kindnefs,  and 
fpoke  to  me  a  full  hour,  on  foreign  and  do* 
iheftic  affairs,  with  all  juftnefs  of  underftanding 
and  good  fenfe  imaginable.  He  repeated  thefc 
converfations  on  Saturday,  Sunday,  and  Mon- 
day; appearing  to  be  exceedingly  refigned,  with 
refpeft  to  himfelf,  and  fupporting  his  infinite 
fufferings  with  unabating  fortitude.  He  re- 
figned the  regency  into  my  hands,  on  Tuefday 
1 4  morning, 
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morning,  at  five  o'clock ;  and  took  an  affe^oot 
ate  leave  of  my  brothers,  of  all  the  chief  officers^ 
and  of  me.  The  queen,  my  brothers,  and  I  were 
prefent,  during  his  laft  moments,  in  which  he 
difplaycd  the  ftoicifm  of  Cato.  He  died  with 
the  curiofity  of  a  philofophcr,  concerning  what 
pafied  wkhtn  himfelf,  at  the  inftant  of  death ; 
and  with  the  heroifm  of  a  great  man,  leaving  us 
fincerely  to  regret  his  lofs,  and  afibrding  us  an 
example  fucb  as  we  ought  to  foUo^^  hereafter^ 

The  niimerous  affairs  which  havi;  dievolve4 
upon  me,  iince  this  time,  have  fcjircely  given  mc 
time  tq  grievf.  I  Ijaye  fuppof^d,  fincc  the  loTa 
of  my  father,  that  my  country  claimed  me  wholly; 
^nd,  fofuppoiing,  have  laboured  with  all  poflible 
diligence,  to  make  the  moft  fpeedy  ^rr^gementa 
for  the  public  welfare. 

I  immediately  begap  by  ^ugmeptipg  the  army, 
with  fij^teen  j^attalipns,  five  fquadrons  of  huflar$, 
s^nd  a  fquadron  of  body  guards.  I  h^ve  laid  thq 
foundation  of  our  new  acrjdemy,  and  have  ac- 
quired Wolf,  Maupertuis,  and  Algarotti.  I 
am  waiting  for  the  anfwers  of  s'Grayefende, 
Vaucanfop,  and  Eulei*.  I  have  formed  a  new 
college  for  trade  and  manufadures,  have  en- 
gaged painters  and  fculptors,  and  am  now  de- 
parting  for  Pruffia,  there  to  receive  homage ; 
without  the  holy  phial,  or  the  ufelefs  and  frivo- 
lous 
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lom  ceremonies  which  ignorance  eftabliQied^ 
And  cuftom  continues. 

The  jife  I  lead  has  hitherto  been  fj^fficiently 
irregular ;  for  tl^e  faculty  has  thought  proper  to 
prder  me,  ex  officio,  to  drink  Pyrmont  water.  I 
p-ife  at  four,  take  the  waters  till  eighty  write  till 
fen,  examine  th/;  troops  rill  noop,  write  till  five, 
And  in  the  evening  gnbciid  ii)  good  company. 
When  I  (hall  have  performed  my  journeys,  ray 
mode  of  life  will  be  more  tranquil^  and  uniform ; 
Jjut  hitherto  I  have  been  obliged  to  attend  to  the 
routine  of  bufinefs,  aijd  to  all  new  eftabliftimcnts 
in  addition;  liot  to  mention  fruitlefs  compli- 
ments to  fei^d,  and  circular  orders  which  I  have 
to  give. 

The  tbfng  mod  difficult  i^  the  eftablifhment 
of  magazines,  fufficiently  confiderable,  through- 
put the  prqvinciJs,  to  make  provifion  of  grain, 
enough  for  eighteen  months  confummation  for 
^e  whole  kingdon}. 

But  let  me  change  the  rapid  theme ; 
Of  raptures  rather  let  me  dream ! 
pf  that  bleft  hour  when,  face  to  hcc, 
I  thee  fhall  meet  in  fwect  embrace  ! 
When  every  fenfe,  and  found,  fliall  be 
Confus'd  in  mingled  ecftafy ! 

Not  Orpheusy  when  grim  Pluto,  charm'd, 
Retum'd  Eurydice,  unharm'd. 

Not; 
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Not  Qiphcm  with,  fvch  tnuifport  Aook| 
Nor  trembled*  as  he  touched  and  took 
The  hand  of  her  he  lov'd  fo  wdl. 
To  guide  hejr  through  the  depths  of  hell, 
\.  'fior  kmg'd  fo  much  a  gknce  to  fteal, 

^or  felt  fuch  joys,  as  I  ihall  feel ! 

Stem  were  the  pow'rs  'twas  his  to  face  } 
I  plopmy  the  gulphs  he  had  to  trace. 

For  many  a  fpedbe,  fpritCy  and  fpel}. 
In  tliofe  infernal  regions  dwell. 
Yety  ah,  how  weak  thcfjp  powers,  combinM^ 
To  thofe  which  captivate  thy  mind  I 
Them  I'd  encounter,  nay  defpife, 
^Dt  not  the  magic  of  Emilia's  eyes ! 

I  may  without  rancour,  madamc  du  Chatclctj 
be  allowed  to  envy  you  the  good  you  poflefs^ 
and  which  I  fliou|d  prefer  to  many  other  pof- 
feflions  that  have  been  left  me. 

I  return  to  you,  my  dear  Voltaire;  you  muft 
make  my  peace  with  the  marqhionefs.  Let  her 
prcferve  the  firft  place  in  your  heart,  but  permit 
me  to  have  the  fecond. 

I  fuppofe  my  man  of  the  epiftle  has,  by  thisj, 
delivered  you  my  letter,  and  the  Hungarian 
wine.  I  pay  you  in  very  grofs  matter  for  all 
the  mind  you  beftow  upon  me,  my  dear  Vol- 
taire; but  you  miift  confole  yourfelf,  for,  in  the 
whole  world,  you  certainly  will  not  find  a  perfon 
who  will  enter  the  lifts  of  wit  with  you.  If  friend- 

(hip 


(hip  be  called  in  queftion|  this  I  wilt  difpute 
widi  any  m^m ;  aqd  I  e^flure  you  it  is  impoffible 
p  love  or  efteem  you  more  than  I  do.    Farewel. 
For  the  love  of  God  buy  up  all  the  edition  o^ . 
fhe  Ant^-Machiayel, 


^^mm 
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Frpf^  M.  de  Voltaire.  ** 


/ 


The  Haguej  July  20,  1740. 

Wh  ILE  you  in  eafy  chariot  roll, 

^d  journey  tow'rd  our  ardic  pdc. 

To  fcatter  bleffings  a<  you -go, 

Pn  Lithuanian  lands  of  fnow, 

'^ith  ftore  of  gloom,  and  dearth  of  wity 

In  this  thick  Bclgic  air  I  fit ;  \  • 

Not  (Lilly  but  joltedy  here  and  there^ 

In  that  precife  poll  travelling  chair 

The  Dct'I  invented  for  the  damn'd  % 

In  which  fat  burgomailer,  crammed. 

By  quicken^  pulk  and  (bakes  endur*d^ 

Of  apoplexy  ought  be  cur'd : 

Though  French  bare  bones,  and  (lender  back. 

Like  mine,  might  weH  prefer  the  rack* 

At  the  Hague  I  yefterday  arrived,  after  hav* 
ing  with  much  difficulty  obtained  leave  of  ab- 
fence-^ 

But 

i 

i 

I 
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But  duty  pleads^  and  I  her  laws  retere  ; 
^7  king's  commands  to  me  are  ever  deas  f 
Only  for  him  awhile  could  I  forfake 
EmlEa's  prefence,  or  her  bondage  break. 

Your  orders  feem  to  mc  to  be  pbfitive ;  and 
jhc  kind  and  affcdting  bounty,  with  which  youi* 
humanity*  iffucd  them,  rendered  them  addi- 
tionally facred.  For  this  reafon  I  did  not  lofc 
a  mowient,  J  grieved  to  travel,  and  not  to 
travel  in  your  train  5  but  I  confofe  myfelf,  finc^ 
I  perform  fomething  which  your  majefty  wifties^ 
I  ftiould  perforqa  in  Holland.  Th?fe  Dutch- 
men arc 

A  free  but  avaricious  race, 

That  vegetate  in  pent-up  fpacc  % 

In  boats  cxiily  ^d  mete  out  air, 

if 
And  water,  with  right  niggard  care. 

For  both  you  pay !  Nay  more,  as  dear. 

As  if  they  both  were  pure  and  clear. 

That  knavilh  herd,  bookfellers  namM, 

Fattening  on  wits  lefs  fed  than  fam'd, 

Like  many  a  preacher  in  the  land. 

Vend  what  they  do  not  underftand. 

From  them  you  Germans  buy  the  trafh  up, 

Which  our  French  authors  cook,  and  haih  up ; 

*  Tour  humanity  was  an  epithet  which  M.  de  Voltaire  gave, 
and  continued  occafionally  to  give,  the  king,  in  confequencc 
#f  the  didlnftion,  which  he  had  in  his  former  letters  dw(^)t 
Upon,  between  the  iing  and  fie  man.        T. 
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Our  thread-bare  fentiments*  new  fpun ; 
Our  novels  that  iave  had  a  run ; 
Paper  which  we  may  well  call  wailcy 
And  all  the  refufe  of  good  tafie. 

The  firft  thing  I  did  yefterday,  on  my  arrival, 
was  to  go  to  the  mod  crabbed  and  daring  book- 
feller  in  the  country,  who  had  undertaken  the 
affair  in  queftion.    I  once  again  repeat  to  your 
majefty  that  I  had  not  left  a  word  in  the  manu- 
fcript,  of  which  any  perfon  in  Europe  could  have 
complained ;  but,  iince  your  majefty  was  fo  de« 
firous  to  withdraw  the  edition,  I  had  no  other 
will  than  that  of  executing  your  wiflies.    I  had 
already  founded  that  enterprizing  knave,  named 
John  Vanduren*,  and  had  fent  a  man  poft, 
who,  by  way  of  precaution,  was  at  leaft  to  get 
back  fome  Iheets  of  the  manufcript,  which  was 
not  half  printed,  under  plaufible  pretexts :  for 
I  knew  that  my  Dutchman  would  liflen  to  no 
propofal.    In  effeft,  I  arrived  juft  in  time ;  for 
the   rafcal  hjd  refufed  to  give  up  a  fingle 
page  of  tha  manufcript.    I  fent  for  him,  quqf- 
tioned  him,  and  turned  him  every  way  ;  but  he 
gave  me  to  underfland  that,  having  the  manu- 
fcript in  his  poflcflion,  he  wqhM  not  part  with 
it,  for  any  confideration  whatever :  having  be* 
£un,  he  would  finifh  the  impreffion* 

*  The  Dutch  l>ookfe]ler  who  firft  printed  U^f  A4t4'> 
MachlaveL 

I  When 
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When  I  iaw  I  had  to  deal  with  a  Datchmail^ 
who  abufed  the  liberty  of  his  country,  and  a 
bookfeller,  who  extended  his  right  of  perfecuting 
authors  to  excefs^  unable  to  confide  my  fecret  to 
fiviy  peffon,  or  to  implore  the  aid  of  authority, 
I  recoUefted  what  your  majefty  fays,  in  one  of 
the  chapters  of  the  Anti-Machiavel,  that  in  ne- 
gociation  honcft  artifice  may  be  employed !  I 
tficrefore  told  John  Vanduren  that  I  was  only 
come  to  corrcft  fome  pages  of  the  manufcript— 
*^  I  am  very  willing  you  ftiould  do  that,  fir,** 
(aid  he;  ^*  come  to  my  houfe,  and  I  will  gene^ 
**  roufly  entruft  them  to  you,  (hcet  by  (heet* 
**  You  (hall  correft  what  you  plcafe,  (hut  up 
^  in  my  chamber,  in  prefence  of  my  family 
**  and  my  journeymen.** 

I  accepted  his  friendly  offer,  went  home  with 
him,  and  really  corrected  fome  (heets,  which  he 
took,  as  they  were  fini(hed,  to  fee  that  there  was 
no  deception.  Having  thus  in(pired  him  with 
a  little  lefs  diffidence,  I  returned  ^his  morning 
into  the  fame  prifon,  in  which  I  was  (hut  up 
with  the  fame  formalities ;  and,  having  obtained 
.fix  chapters  at  once,  to  examine  and  compare 
them  with  each  other,  I  made  erafures,  and 
interlineations,  of  (uch  intolerable  and  ridiculous 
nonfenfe,  that  it  no  longer  refembled  the  work^f 
This  is  what  is  called  blowing  up  your  (hip,  rather 
'3  than 
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than  fuf&ring  it  to  £iU  into  the  hands  of  the  ene-^ 
my.  I  was  in  defpair,  to  facrifice  fo  beautiful  a 
work ;  but  it  was  in  obedience  to  the  king  whom 
I  idolize^  and  I  therefore  adted  thus  moll  wil- 
lingly. It  is  now  my  very  honeft  bookfeller's 
turn  to  be  aftonilhed,  and  confounded ;  and  I 
hope  to-morrow  to  make  a  reafonable  bargain 
with  him^  and  oblige  him  to  reilore  what  is 
printed,  and  the  remainder  of  the  manufcripr, 
<^  which  I  (hall  render  an  account  to  your 
majefty. 


LETTER       QXXXIIL 
From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,        Cliarlottenbuig,  July  9,  174a 

G  E  R  T  A I N  travellers,  returning  from 
the  banks  of  the  Frichhaf,  have  read  your 
charming  works ;  which  appear  to  them  an  ad- 
mirable, reftorative,  and  of  which  they  had  great 
need,  to  bring  them  back  to  life.  I  (hall  fay 
nothing  of  your  verfcs ;  though  I  (hould  praife 
them  much,  were  I  not  the  fubjeft  of  them. 
Deduft  a  little  of  the  praife,  and  nothing  can 
be  more  chaoning. 

My 


My  huge  ambaflador,  inth  pafundi  wcITfiUMv 
Salutes  your  king,  in  fpeecli  learnt  all  by  rote  i 
Andy  well  to  prove  himfelf  in  rhetoric  fkillM^ 
Harangues  an  inflammation  in  hia  throat. 

Fleuri  returns  a  babbler  of  his  fehool^ 
Wanting  a  hand ;  a  courteous  fquire  is  he  l 
My  envoy  wants  an  arm ;  yet  he's  no  fool  i 
Camas  has  conned  his  tailc,  a3  you  fhall  fee. 

The  letter*  of  Camas  fpcak  ordy  of  Bmffcls/ 
It  is  a  fubged  of  which  he  is  never  weary  ;  andy 
judging  from  them,  it  Ihould  feem  his  cmbafly 
was  to  Voltaire  and  not  to  Louis. 

I  fend  you  the  only  verfes  I  have  long  had 
time  to  write.  Algarotti  gave  birth  to  them, 
and  the  fubjeft  is  enjoyment.  The  Italian  fup- 
pofes  we  inhabitants  of  the  north  are  not  capa- 
ble of  the  fame  degree  of  feeling,  as  the  people 
who  live  near  the  lake  Guarda.  I  exprefied  tnf 
feelings  to  the  beft  of  my  abilities,  to  prove  to 
him  that  our  organization  is  equally  capable  o£ 
enjoyment.  You  muft  judge  whether  I  have 
painted  well  or  ill ;  but  do  not  forget  that  there 
are  moments  as  difficult  to  reprefent  as  is  the 
iun,  in  his  tneridian  fplendour  :  no  colours  are 
fufficiemly  vivid  for  them ;  and  the  imagination 
of  the  reader  mufl:  fupply  the  deficiencies  of 
art. 

I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  tlie  trouble 
you  have  uken,  jelatiVe  to  tlic  impreffion  of  the 

Anti- 
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Anti-Machiavel.  The  work  was  not  yet  wor- 
thy of  being  publilhcd ;  but,  from  its  nature, 
ought  to  be  confidered,  and  reconfidered,  that 
it  may  not  appear  in  an  incongruous  manner, 
before  the  public,  who  are  ever  inclined  to  fatire* 
I  (hall  foon  depart  for  the  country  of  Cleves» 

Thy  lyre,  full  on  my  raptur'd  ear, 

Shall  vibrate  founds  divine ; 

The  joys  ftiall  then  be  mine 
Thee  to  contemplate,  th«e  to  hear  i 

Then  fhall  I  view  thy  piercing  eye, 

Which  could,  from  native  light, 

Submerged  in  Nature's  night. 
Great  Nature's  fecret  ways  defcry* 

Thofe  lipt,  of  eloquence  the  throne, 
Thofe  lips,  that  tafte,  and  fenfe, 
tViidom,  aiid  wit  difpenfe. 

At  that  bleft  moment  (hall  be  known  I 

Great  indeed  will  be  my  joy>  to  fee  thd 
man  whom  of  the  whole  world  I  mod  love,  and 
efteem* 

Pardon  my  lafjus  calami^  and  other  faults.  I 
am  not  yet  allowed  to  ftudy  in  tranquillity.  I 
muft  perform  my  journey :  after  which  I  hope 
to  have  fome  moments  to  myfelf. 

Adieu,  charming,  divine  Voltaire!  Do  not 
forget  the  poor  mortals  jof  Berlin,  who  are  dili- 
gently preparing  to  vifit  the  gods  of  Cirey. 

Fale. 

VOL.  VII.  K  L  E  T^ 
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LETTER     CXXXIV. 

From  M.  dt   Voltaire. 

S  I  R  E»  Auguft,  I74»* 

Your  humanity  will  not  this  poft  re- 
ceive one  of  my  enormous  packets.  A  trifling 
drunken  accident,  among  the  printers,  has  re- 
tarded the  finiQiing  of  the  work  on  which  I  am 
bufied  ;  but  it  (hall  be  fent  the  next  time  I  write. 
The  knave  Vanduren,  however,  is  felling  his 
merchandife;  of  which  he  has  aheady  fold  but 
too  much. 

Among  that  true  refpedUiiI  praife 
Which  ey'ry  tongue  with  juftice  payf 
The  work  you  wrote,  one  man  is  found  * 
(Dull  couiin  to  Camhray,  renown M» 
Who  talc  long-winded  did  produce) 
One  man  who  buzzes  zeal's  abufe^ 
And  fecret  warfare  on  you  makes  ; 
By  private  minings  undertakes 
To  blow^  with  apoilolic  care^ 
You  and  your  work  the  Lord  knows  where  ; 
That  both  may  broil,  as  is  but  fit| 
In  priefts  and  Satan's  pleafant  pit. 

*  The  marquis  of  Fenelon,  ambaflador  at  that  time  to  the 
States  General,  and  related  to  the  inunortal  atthor  of  Tele* 
machus.  He  was  very  religious ;  but  was  an  amiable  man^ 
and  a  good  officer^ 

"OU 
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**  Oh  wretch  profane,  who  thus  could  write ! 
•*  Like  dog  he's  damn'd,  in  fame's  dcfpitc. 
**  A  fag€,  a  nian  of  worth,  is  he  ; 
**  A  knave  !  a  chriftian  knave  for  me  ! 
**  A  fon  of  Rome,  with  daggers  arm'd !" 

Thus  fpeaks  the  zealot,  when  he's  warm'd ! 
Of  tottering  church  the  tottering  ftay, 
Whofe  creed  is  firft  to  ftab,  then  pray ; 
One  whom,  as  blockhead,  we  may  jeer ; 
But  whom,  as  bigot,  we  tnufl  fear. 

He  and  the  Jefuit  La  Ville  *,  who  is  his  fecre- 
tary,  begin  however  to  fliorten  their  prolix  and 
infolent  phrafes,  in  favour  of  the  prelate  of 
Liege,  on  which  they  fpoke  with  too  much  in- 
decency. The  laft  letter  of  your  majefty  has 
every  where  produced  an  admirable  effeft.  Per- 
mit me  to  reprefent'to  you,  fire,  that  you  refer, 
in  this  public  letter,  to  the  proteftations  entered 
againft  clandeftine  contracts  of  exchange,  and  to 
the  reafons  deduced  in  the  memorial  of  1737. 
As  the  abridgment  I  have  made  of  this  memo- 
rial is  the  only  piece  which  has  been  known,  and 
inferted  in  the  gazettes,  I  flatter  myfelf  it  is  to 

*  Afterward  firft  clerk  (or  fecretary)  for  foreign  afifairs. 
He  forfook  the  Jefuits ;  whcreag  Lavaur,  fecretary  to  the 
marquis  de  Fenelon,  ceded  his  place  to  La  Ville,  tliat  he  might 
aflume  the  habit  of  Saint  Ignatius.  This  was  the  Lavaur  who 
afterward  aded  fo  flngular  a  part,  in  the  affair  of  the  comte 
de  ^aUi. 

K  2  this 
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ihis  abridgment  that  you  refer;  and  confc- 
quently  that  your  majefty  is  not  difpleafed  with 
me,  for  having  dared  to  fupport  your  claims,  with 
a  hand  which  is  deftined  to  write  your  praifes. 
Yet  I  receive  no  intelligence  from  your  majefty, 
relative  either  to  this  fubjedt  or  to  Machiavel. 

This  is  certainly  a  pleafant  country.  Would 
your  majefty  imagine  that  Vanduren,  having 
firft  advertifed  the  fale  of  the  Anti-Machiavel, 
is  therefore,  according  to  law,  empowered  to  fell 
the  work,  and  thinks  he  may  prevent  it  from 
being  fold  by  any  other  bookfeller? 

As  it  is  abfolutely  neceflary,  however,  in  or- 
der to  filence  certain  people,  that  the  worklhould 
afTuHie  a  fomewhat  more  chriftian-like  guife,  I 
have  myfelf  taken  charge  of  the  edition,  to  avoid 
all  difpute ;  and  ftiall  fend  copies,  as  prefents, 
into  all  parts.  This  conduft  will  be  expeditious, 
determined,  and  conciliatory;  three  things  which 
I  think  of  great  importance* 

From  thefe  dark  dimes  rcfolvM  to  go. 
That  arrant  hypocrite,  Roufleau, 
Of  an  old  Jew  th'  old  parafitc 
(The  name  DuLis  of  th*  Ifraelite» 
The  richeft  rafcal  in  the  land)—* 
Roufleau,  I  fay,  ^th  ready  hand^ 
Fir«  hundred  ducats  has  received 
From  Jacob's  fon ;  who  thus  relieved 
His  rhymer*  indigent  and  old. 
And  gloried  in  the  wit  of  gold. 

But 


CORRBSPONDSrrCE.  133 

But  gold  is  vain,  when  death  is  near^ 
And  mortal  paliies  interfere  I 
The  foul  fatiric  of  RoufTeau 
Muft  viiity  foon,  the  (hades  below* 


LETTER      CXXXV. 

Trom  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  Aug.  5,  1740. 

1  HAVE  received  three  of  your  letters, 
in  a  day  of  rcftleflhefs,  ceremony,  and  wearinels; 
for  which  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you.  All 
the  anfwer  I  can  at  prefent  fend  is,  that  I  leave 
the  difpofal  of  Machiavel  to  you ;  nor  have  I 
any  doubt  but  that  you  will  employ  this  power, 
fo  as  not  to  give  me  any  caufe  to  repent  of  the 
confidence  which  I  place  in  you.  I  entirely  de- 
pend on  my  dear  editor^ 

I  (hall  write  to  madame  du  Chatelet,  in  con- 
fequence  of  your  requeft.  To  fpeak  frankly 
relative  to  her  journey,  it  is  Voltaire,  it  is  you, 
it  is  my  friend,  whom  I  defire  to  fee ;  and  the 
goddefs  Emilia,  with  all  her  divinity,  is  but  the 
fatellite  of  the  Newtonian  Apollo. 

I  cannot  yet  inform  you  whether  I  (hall  or 

fliall  not  travel.     Know,  my  dear  Voltaire,  the 

Jung  of  Pru(ria  is  but  a  political  weathercock ; 

K3  ^^« 
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the  impulfe  of  certain  favourable  winds  is  ncccf- 
fary  for  my  journey,  and  to  determine  what 
muft  be  my  route.  In  fine,  I  am  confirmed  in 
the  opinion  that  a  king  is  a  thoufand  rimes  more 
unfortunate  than  a  private  perfon.  I  am  the 
flave  of  the  whims  of  fo  many  other  powers  that 
I  never  can  difpofe  of  myfelf  as  I  pleafe.  Hap- 
pen what  will,  however,  I  flatter  myfelf  I  (hall 
fee  you.  Oh  that  you  might  for  ever  become 
one  of  my  flock  ! 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend  !  Genius  fublime ! 
Firft  born  of  thinking  bdings !  Continue  very 
fincerely  to  love  me;  and  reft  perfuaded  that 
no  man  can  eftecm  and  love  you  more  than  I 

do.     Vale. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CXXXVI. 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  BerUn,  Auguft  6,  1740. 

1  CONFORM  entirely  to  your  opinions; 
I  make  you  arbitrator,  and  wiQi  you  to  judge  as 
you  think  proper,  while  I  remain  perfe6lly  tran- 
quil; for  I  have  committed  my  interefts  into 
good  hands. 

You  muft  have  received  a  letter  from  me, 

dated 
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dated  yefterday ;  and  here  is  a  fccond,  which  I 
write  to  you  from  Berlin.  I  refer  you  to  the 
contents  of  the  former.  If  Emily  muft  accom- 
pany Apollo,  I  confent  i  but,  could  I  fee  you 
alone,  I  (hould  be  better  pleafed.  I  (hould  be 
too  much  dazzled i  I  could  not  fupport  fo  much 
fplendor  at  once.  The  veil  of  Mofcs  would  be 
neceffary,  to  temper  the  mingled  rays  of  two 
fuch  deities. 

Here  am  I,  my  dear  Voltaire,  overloaded 
with  bufinefs.  I  labour  unceafingly,  and  muft 
entreat  you  to  grant  me  a  truce :  allow  me  but 
one  month,  and  I  am  yours  everlaftingly. 

You  cannot  increafe  my  obligations  to  you  ; 
or  that  perfeft  efteem  with  which  I  fhall  ever 
remain  your  inviolable  friend, 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CXXXVIL 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE.  Aujit  i^b. 

I  IMAGINE  that  Vanduren  is  more 
troublefome  to  you  than  was  Henry  IV.  While 
you  verfified  the  deeds  of  a  hero,  you  did  buf 
tirrlte  the  hiftory  of  your  own  thoughts ;  but, 
K4  while 
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ivhile  annoying  a  rafcalx  you  tilt  with  an  enemy 
unworthy  to  enter  the  lifts  with  you.  My  obit* 
gation  to  you  is  the  greater»  becaufe  of  the  affec- 
tion with  which  you  take  my  mtereft  to  heart  i 
nor  do  I  require  any  thing  more,  nor  is  there  any 
thing  which  would  pleafe  me  more^  than  to 
teftify  my  gratitude.  Set  the  prefs  at  work,  there* 
fore,  fince  it  is  neceffary  thus  to  punifli  die  raf- 
cally  proceedings  of  a  wretch,  Erafe,  alter,  cor- 
reft,  and  interline  whatever  paffages  you  pleafe ; 
I  entirely  rely  on  ypur  judgment. 

I  ftiall  depart  for  Dantzic,  and  on  the  22d  I 
intend  to  be  at  Frankfort;  (hould  you  be 
there,  I  expeft  that,  as  I  pafs,  you  will  cdme 
and  vilic  me.  But  I  hold  it  certain  that  I  (hall 
embrace  you  either  at  Cleves  or  in  Holland. 

Maupertuis  may  be  faid  to  be  engaged  to  us; 
but  many  other  men  of  learning  are  ftiU  want- 
ing, whom  if  you  will  point  out  you  will  give 
mc  plcafure. 

Adieu,  enchanting  Voltaire.  I  am  obliged 
to  quit  the  moft  amiable  of  the  fons  of  men,  to 
wrangle  with  all  kinds  of  political  Vandurens; 
who,  to  increafe  the  misfortune,  have  no  Car- 
melites for  confeiTors. 

Continue  to  love  me,  and  be  certain  of  my 
inviolable  cfteem. 

FREDERIC. 
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LETTER      CXXXVIir, 
From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

Bruflels,  Au^uft  t%p  1740. 
Another  Solomon,  they  fay, 
To  Shebal  queen  intends  to  pay 
Another  viiit !  Fonner  gods 
Have  quitted  their  divine  abodes! 
Should  hence  fome  Hercules  take  birth. 
Great  would  the  blefling  be  to  earth ;  * 
Yet  frankly  be  it  here  confefs'd, 
I  do  not  wi(h  the  world  thus  blefs'd. 
One  god,  one  goddefs,  thus  to  ferve, 
Js  furely  more  than  we  dcfcrvc : 
At  fhrineslike  theirs  let  us  adore  $ 
The  world  and  I  can  aik  no  more. 

Such,  fire,  is  the  fadt.  The  world  watches 
my  Solomon  with  the  eyes  of  a  lynx.  "  Is  it 
'*  true,"  fays  one,  **  that  he  is  going  to  France?" 
"  He  will  vifit  Italy,'*  replies  another ;  "  and 
*^  they  will  el^ft  him  Pope,  for  the  renovation 
•*  of  old  Rome.  Wijl  he  pafs  through  Bruf- 
^'  fels  ?"  Wagers  are  laid  for  and  againft.  "  If  he 
**  (hould,**  fays  madame  the  princefs  de  la 
Tour,  •'  he  (hall  have  apartments  in  my  houfe/* 
*  Oh  no,  and  plcafe  your  royal  highnefs,  not  fo : 
^  fliould  his  majefty  come  to  Bruflels  he  will 
^  choofe  to  be  exceedingly  private  there ;  and 

*he 
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*  he  and  his  amiable  fuite  will  be  entertained  by 

*  Emily.     Her  houfc  is  the  laft  in  the  city  :  re- 

*  moved  from  the  crowd  and  their  Bruffels  high- 

*  neffes ;  here  he  will  be  as  much  at  his  eafe  as 

*  in  your  palace ;  though  her  hired  houfc  is  not 

*  fo  magnificently  furniftied  as  yours/ 

Such  are  my  thoughts.  But  how  does  the 
princcfs  de  la  Tour  ad,  in  the  countrj'^  where 
(he  now  is  ?  She  fends,  in  all  hafte,  to  enquire  of 
madame  du  Chatelet  whether  your  majefty  will 
pafs  this  way ;  and  madame  du  Chatelet  replies, 
there  is  not  a  word  of  truth  in  the  report,  but 
that  the  whole  is  a  fable.  Not  fo  fatisfied,  (he 
immediately  fends  off  couriers,  to  learn  the  truth. 
People,  fire,  are  very  curious.  We  need  but 
have  it  inferred,  in  the  gazettes,  that  your  ma- 
jefty will  vifit  Aix-la-Chapelle,  or  Spa,  and  wc 
(hall  put  the  newfmongers  off  their  fcent.  Should 
it  however  be  true  that  your  humanity  will  pafs 
through  Bruffels,  I  entreat  you  will  be  pleafed 
to  bring  feme  Englilh  drops  *  in  your  pocket, 
for  I  (hall  faint  in  ecftafy. 

M.  de  Maupertuis  is  at  Wefel,  there  to  ob- 
fervc  and  meafure  your  majefty.     He  never  has  • 
feen,  nor  ever  will  fee  ftar  of  fuch  happy  in- 
fluence. 

The  affair  of  the  Anti-Machiavel  is  in  a  very 

*  Dcs  gouttcs  d'AnjrIetcrre. 

good 
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good  train,  for  the  inftruaion  and  happinefs  of 
mankind.  Your  fubjefts,  fire,  are  fortunate, 
which  they  are  not  backward  to  proclaim  :  but 
I  fhall  be  even  more  fortunate  than  they  are,  at 
the  beginning  of  September. 

1  am,  with  the  moft  profound  refpcfl,  and  a 
hundred  other  inexpreffible  fentiments,  &c. 

LETTER     CXXXIX. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

g  J  jj^  £  Bruffels,  September  i,  174D. 

My  king  is  at  Cleves ;  a  fmall  houfc  is 
ready  for  him  at  Bruffels,  and  a  palace  almoft 
worthy  of  him  at  Paris,  while  I  am  waiting  here 
for  my  mailer. 

My  beating  heart  proclaims  the  moment  near, 

When  I  ftan  view  the  man  I  moft  revere ! 

The  king,  whofe  prefence  muft  high  bUfs  afford  5 

The  poet,  whom  full  often  I've  ador'd ; 

And  hear,  from  him,  of  tafte  and  truth  thofe  law. 

Which  Rome  had  Uften'd  to  with  loud  applaufe  . 

Oh  Paris !  Abode  of  the  nobk  and  the  frivo- 

lous ;  of  good  and  ill  tafte ;  of  equity  and  injuf- 

tice ;  great  emporium  of  whatever  is  good  and 

beautiful,  ridiculous  and  malignant;  r<=^<i^'^ ^^J* 
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felf  worthy,  if  fo  thou  inayeft>  of  the  conqueror 
whom  thou  wilt  receive  within  thy  irregular  and 
bemired  walls !  May  he  obferve  tlice,  himfelf 
unobferved ;  and  enjoy  all  thy  pleafures,  with- 
out the  incumbrance  of  royalty !  May  he  fee,  yet 
i\ot  be  feen,  except  when  he  (hall  pleafe  !  For- 
tunate houfe  of.  Du  Chatelet,  that  art  the  refi- 
dence  of  the  Mufes,  and  containeft  the  gallery 
of  Hercules,  and  the  hall  of  Love  ! 

Abodes  of  blift !  The  pencils  of  Le  Sueur 
And  great  Le  Brun,  with  magic  art, 
To  you  did  erft  impart 
Genius  fublime  !  As  wonderful  as  rare  ! 

The  fillers  nine  themfclves  juft  preference  give 
To  you,  and  here  their  teniples  build  ; 
In  prophecy  wdl  ikill'd. 
They  knew  the  gueft  you're  fated  to  receive  ! 

By  what  I  can  learn  from  this  great  city  of 
Paris,  I  think  it  will  be  neceffary  that  a  word 
Ihould  be  inferted  in  the  gazettes,  concerning  a 
letter  from  your  majefty  to  M*  de  Maupertuis, 
which  has  been  printed.  There  have,  no  doubt, 
been  fome  omiflions  made  in  the  incorreft  copy 
which  has  appeared.  To  any  other  perfon,  thefe 
would  be  a  matter  of  fmall  fignification ;  but 
you,  fire,  are  obferved  by  all  Europe.  Men 
fpeak  of  the  provinces,  and  the  minifters,  of 
other  monarchs ;  whereas  they  converfe  on  you 

your^ 
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yourfclf  J  they  examine  you,  weigh  your  words, 
and  already  judge  of  you,  and  them,  with  feve- 
rity  proportionate  to  your  merit,  and  your  fame. 
Pardon,  fire,  the  franknefs  of  a  heart  which 
adores  you.  Perhaps  I  am  importunate;  but 
no  matter,  fince  this  heart  is  guilty  of  no  offence. 
Should  your  majefty  think  with  me,  you  will 
fend  the  news- writers  the  (hort  paragraph  I  have 
here  added  ;  if  not,  you  will  view  my  too  fcru- 
pulous  affeftion  with  indulgence;  remembering 
that  whatever  in  the  leaft  affefls  your  perfon,  to 
me  is  facred ;  fmall  things  then  appear  to  me 
vaft  in  their  magnitude. 

Pardon  my  zeal,  though  you  fhould  not  approve  ; 
'Tis  the  firft  feature  in  the  face  of  love. 


LETTER      CXL. 

From  the  King. 
MY  DEAR  VOLTARE,  Wefel,  Sept.  2,  1740. 

On  my  arrival,  I  received  three  of  your 
letters ;  the  profe  of  which  is  charming,  and  the 
verfe  divine.  I  (hould  have  anfwered  imme- 
diately, had  I  not  been  prevented  by  a  fever, 
which  has  attacked  me  here,  in  very  ill  time ; 
and  the  more  fo  as  it  deranges  the  whole  plan 
which  I  had  formed. 

5  You 
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You  wi(h  to  know  what  has  become  of  me, 
fince  my  departure  from  Berlin.  Inclofed  is  a 
defcripLion.  1  (hall  not  vifit  Paris,  as  has  been 
rumoured ;  it  was  not  my  defign  to  go  there 
tliis  ycir.  Perhaps  I  may  make  a  journey  into 
the  NcUierLnds.  In  fine,  the  fever,  and  my  im« 
patience  at  not  yet  having  feen  you,  are  the 
two  objcds  which  mod  occupy  me  at  prefent. 
I  will  write  to  inform  you,  as  foon  as  my  health 
will  permit,  where  and  when  I  (hall  have  the 

pleafure  to  embrace  you. 

FREDERIC. 

I  have  feen  a  letter  written  by  you  to  Mau- 
pertuis,  than  which  nothing  can  be  more  charm- 
ing. 1  again  return  you  a  thoufand  thanks,  for 
the  trouble  you  have  taken  at  the  Hague,  rela- 
tive to  the  affair  you  wot  of.  Continue  your 
friendlhip  for  me  everlaftingly.  I  well  know 
how  eftimable  are  friends  of  your  worth. 


LETTER      CXLI. 
From  the  King. 

Wefcl,  September  5,  174*'*' 
VJF  hig  ofHce  as  proud  as  a  lord  of  the  land» 
Sieur  Honi  came  here,  with  your  paflport  in  hand  *  : 

*  Alluding  to  an  epiflle',  in  verfc/  which  M.  dc  Voltaire 
fcnt,  by  the  wine-merchant,  Honi,  to  the  king. 
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Of  Bacchus  a  worthy  difciple  Ib  he* 

For  pity  I  bcgg'd— "  Mr.  Honly  you  fee, 

**  Of  your  liquor  no  longer  can  I  be  receiver. 

•'  Would  you  have  a  man  drink  when  hc'g  dead  of  a  fever?" 

To  this  he  replied—"  From  Apollo  I  hold 
**  (Of  phyllc  and  verfe  he's  the  god,  as  I'm  told) 
•*  Pi-efcription  fo  potent  that,  pleafe  but  to  read, 
^  You'll  to  death  bid  defiance,  from  fever  be  freed," 

The  verfe,  fign'd  Voltaire,  foon  my  fancy  inflam'd  ; 
I  read !  And  I  read !  And  in  raptures  exclaim*d — 
«*  Blcft  art !  which  the  dying  to  ftrcngth  can  reilore : 
^  Bleft  bard  I  whom  all  nations  and  times  fhall  adore  ; 
**  Thee  let  me  embrace,  let  me  hold  to  my  heart ! 
•*  Fly,  Honi,  I  follow ;  for  Flanders  depart ; 
**  For  the  feat  of  the  mufcs,  of  Venus  the  fhrine! 
**  Thy  motive  is  intereft,  gratitude  mine. 

I  wait  for  to-morrow,  as  the  day  which  is  to 
decide  my  fate,  when  the  prognoflics  of  fever 
or  of  cure  will  appear.  Should  the  fever  leave 
me,  I  (hall  be  at  Anvers  on  Tuefday  fe'nnight, 
where  I  flatter  myfelf  I  (hall  have  the  plcafure 
to  meet  you  and  the  marchionefs.  This  will 
be  the  moft  delightful  day  of  my  life.  I  believe 
I  (hall  expire  ;  but  a'  more  delightful  kind  of 
death  I  certainly  could  not  have  chofen. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire ;  a  thoufand  times  1 

embrace  you. 

FREDERIC. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CXLIL 
From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  September  6,  174b/ 

I  H  AV  E  been  obliged,  in  my  own  d«- 
fpite,  to  cede  the  viftory  to  the  fever ;  which  is 
more  obftinate  than  a  Janfenift ;  and,  however 
ardent  my  wi(h  to  go  to  Anvers,  and  from  thence 
to  Bruffels,  I  do  not  find  myfclf  able  to  undei*- 
take  the  journey,  without  rifk,  I  have  there- 
fore to  aik  whether  you  will  not  think  it  too  far 
to  come  from  Bruffels  to  Cleves,  to  meet  mc. 
This  is  the  only  remaining  means  I  have  to  fee 
you.  Surely  you  rnufl:  own  I  am  very  unfortu- 
nate ;  for  now,  when  I  could  have  difpofed  of 
my  perfon  as  I  (hould  have  pleafed,  and  when 
no  over-ruling  power  could  have  difappointed 
me,  a  fever  interferes,  feemingly  with  an  inten<? 
tion  to  difpute  my  enjoyment  of  this  pleafure. 

Let  us,  my  dear  Voltaire,  deceive  this  fevef, 
and  let  me  have  the  fatisfaftion  to  embrace  you. 
Fail  not  to  pay  my  excufes  to  the  marchionefs, 
that  I  cannot  have  the  pleafure  to  fee  her  at 
Bruffels.  My  whole  court  is  a  wimefs  of  the 
intention  I  had  to  come,  which  nothing  but  the 
fever  would  have  prevented. 

On 
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On  Sunday  I  (hall  be  at  a  fmall  place  near 
Cleves,  where  I  can  enjoy  your  company  en- 
tirely at  ray  eafe.  Should  the  fight  of  you  not 
cure  me,  I  will  fead  for  the.  prieft,  and  confcfs 
immediately* 

Adieu.  You  know  my  fcntiments,  and  my 
heart* 

FREDfeRIC 


LETTER      CXLIII. 
Ftm  the  King. 

September  8^  1740* 

I  DARE  not  talk  to  a  fon  of  Apollo  of 
horfes,  coaches,  relays,  and  fuch  triflesi  They 
are  matters  with  which  the  gods  do  not  interfere, 
and  which  we  mortals  take  upon  ourfelves.  You 
Avill,  if  you  pleafe,  depart  on  Monday  in  the 
afternoonfor  Bareuth ;  ajid,  if  you  think  proper, 
you  may  dine  with  me  as  you  pafs. 

The  remainder  of  my  memorial  is  fo  blotted, 
and  in  fuch  bad  condition,  that  I  cannot  fend  it 
you.  I  have  ordered  the  eighth  and  ninth  can- 
tos of  the  Maid  of  Orleans  to  be  copied.  At 
prefent  I  poffefs  the  firft  and  fecond,  the  fourth 

xot.  Yii«  L4  and 
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and  fifth,  and  the  eighth  and  ninth.  I  keep 
them  under  three  keys,  that  thejr  may  not  be 
feen  by  mortal  eye. 

We  are  told  you  fupped  yefteiday  in  gooi 
company — 

The  wits  of  all  the  diftrid  came. 

And  fat  aifembled  in  your  name : 

Men  worthy  well  the  feaft  to  (hare  ; 

All  zealous  for  their  god»  Voltaire ; 

For  they  decreed  that  place  to  own 

As  heaven,  where  you  Ihould  fix  your  throne* 

Pray  obferve  that  the  word  heaven  is  here 
underilood,  in  a  general  fenfe^  as  a  place  of  joy 
and  pleafure.  I  refer  you  to  your  own  remark 
on  the  lail  line  of  the  Mundane*.     Fale. 

FREDERIC 

*  This  remark  no  longer  fubfifts :  it  had  been  made  by 
M.  de  Voltaire,  to  avoid  the  clamours  of  hypoGrites,  who  pre* 
tended  to  take  offence  at  the  line— 

**  Le  paradu  terrefin  eft  w  je  fuu" 
Where  pleafure  is,  my  paradifc  it  there* 


LET- 
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^ 

LETTER       CKLIV*. 
Frgm  the  King^ 

September,  iTJfim 

1  ONCE  more  thank  you,  with  all  pof- 
fible  gratitude,  for  every  trouble  which  you  have 
taken  with  my  works.  I  have  not  the  fmali^ft 
objedtion  to  make  to  \Vhat  you  have  done ;  ex- 
cept  that  I  regret  the  time  you  haVe  thus  wafted 
on  fuch  trifles. 

Let  me  entreat  you  to  inform  me  of  the  ex- 
pences,  and  the  fums  advanced  by  you,  for  the 
impreffion  ;  that  I  may>  at  Icaft,  pay  my  debts 
in  part* 

From  yoti  I  expeft  cdmedians,  men  of  learn- 
ing, works  of  wit  and  of  fcience,  and  an  infinity 
of  emanations  from  your  great  mind.  I  have  no- 
thing to  return  but  much  efteem  and  gratitude, 
and  that  perfcd  friendship  with  which  I  am  en- 
tirely youfs. 

FREDERIC. 

*  Tbit  lettct  is  iiQt  ia  th«  Berlin  edition.        T. 


L  2  LET. 
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LETTER      CXLV. 

Fram  M.  He  Vohaire. 

The  Hague,  September  22,  1740. 

No  R  death,  nor  fickncfs,  m  the  Icall 
A»  yet  difturb  our  kingly  pricft ; 
Him  tainly  Ex^lancf  s  wifii  wcniid  ftod^ 
In  heav'n,  eternity  to  fpeodi 
He  eats  and  drinks,  anddines  and  fups. 
And  laughs  and  jokes,  and  takes  his  cups^ 
With  rofy  cheek  and  vivid  eye. 
As  if  he  never  meant  to  £e  I 

Thou,  tyrant  Fever,  knoVft  no  fears ; 
Thou  fetter*ft  IcingB  the  vrorW  i^cvercs. 
Avaunt !  and  give  my  hero  eafe : 
Begone  I  our  cardinal  to  (bicM; 
Or  fifty  cardinals  at  obce, 
Fat  monks,  rich  abbbts,  friars,  and  nuns^ 
The  Pope  himfelf,  and  all  his  court ; 
Thcfe  make  thy  viAims,  thcfc  thy  fport : 
*    Such  vermin  haunt,  tonncnt,  infcft; 
But  Frederic  leave  in  peace  and  reft. 

I  fend  my  adorable  mafter  the  Anti-Machia- 
veJ,  fuch  as  it  is  at  prefcnt-  beginning  to  be 
printed.  Perhaps  the  copy  will  be  rather  diffi- 
cult to  read,  but  time  preffes.  It  was  neceflary 
to  have  copies,  to  fend  to  London,  Paris,  and 
Holland ;  and  after  ward  to  read  and  to  correct  all 

thofe 
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thofc  copies.  Should  your  raajefty  think  proper 
to  have  the  one  I  fend  tranfcribed^  and  fliould 
you  revife  ic^  and  wi(h  alterations  to  be  made^  I 
am  here  but  to  obey  your  comtnands.  It  is  an 
affair  which,  as  it  perfonally  regards  you,  I  have 
very  much  at  heart.  Continue  as  you  have  be- 
gun, moft  amiable  man,  as  well  as  great  prince ! 
Man  fo  little  like  to  other  men ;  and  like  to 
other  kings  in  nothing ! 

Csefar  *  at  chapel  daily  counts  his  beads ; 

Such  he  is  told  are  worthy  deeds. 

To  idiot  indolence  inclines 

The  monarch  of  the  minesf ; 
HiaoldoonfefTor  and  his  youthful  wife 

Lead  him  a  woeful  life. 
Yarmouth*  the  Dutcl^red  beauty* 
Sways  royal  George*  and  keeps  him  to  his  duty. 
Of  Louis  praife  or  iilence  is  the  due ; 

He  is  my  king— *would  it  were  you  ! 

M.  de  Fenelon  came  the  day  before  yefterday 
to  quellion  me  concerning  your  majefty.  I  told 
him  that  you  loved,  but  did  not  fear,  France ; 
that  you  delighted  in  peace,  yet  was  more 
capable  than  any  man  of  making  war;  that 
you  laboured  to  make  the  arts  flourifli,  under 
the  proteftion  of  the  laws ;  that  you  afted  wholly 

♦  The  Emperor  of  Germany.        T, 
+  The  king  of  Spain.        T. 

L.  3  ,  for 
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for  and  from  yourfclf,  yet  that  you  liftcned  to 
good  advice.  He  afterward  fpoke  of  the  bifhop 
of  Liege,  whom  he  feemed  rather  to  excufc. 
But  the  bi(hop  is  not  the  lefs  wrong ;  of  which 
there  are  two  tboufand  proofs  af  Mafcck  *, 
I  amj  &c. 


LETTER       CXLVI, 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 
8  I  R  E,  Oapber  7,  1 740, 

I  FORGOT  to  inclofe,  in  my  laft  packet 
to  your  majefty,  the  letter  of  the  fieur  Beck, 
which  obliged  me  to^  return  \o  the  Hague.  I 
am  afliamed  to  trouble  your  majefty  with  fo 
xmany  difcuffions,  relative  to  an  affair  which 
ought  to  proceed  without  difficulty. 

I  have  made  an  acquaintance  with  a  very  pru- 
dent young  man,  poffefled  of  underftanding, 
literature,  and  morals.  He  is  the  fon  of  the 
unfortunate  M.  Luifius,  whofe  father  I  believe 
had  no  other  fault  than  that  of  not  being  fuffi- 
ciently  careful  of  a  life,  which  he  had  devoted 

*  The  king  invaded  the  principality  of  Liege,  to  enforce 
the  payment  of  a  very  old  debt ;  and  M.  de  Voltaire  wrott 
him  a  jullificatory  memoriaL 

\9, 
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to  the  fervicc  of  his  matter.  The  fon  aids  mc 
in  my  little  negociation^  with  all  imaginable  dif- 
cretion  and  fagacity.  I  take  the  liberty  to  af- 
fure  your  majefty  that,  (hould  you  have  any 
occafion  for  a  fecretary,  and  fliould  you  admit 
him  into  your  ferviee,  or  deign  to  employ  him 
in  any  other  manner,  and  form  him  to  bufinefs, 
he  is  a  man  with  whom  your  majefty  would  be 
exceedingly  well  fatisfied. 

I  am  too  much  attached  to  you,  fire,  to  fpeak 
thus  to  you  of  any  perfon  unmeritedly.  He  is 
well  informed  in  what  relates  to  bufinefs,  al- 
though fo  young;  be  has  worked  under  the 
diredtion  of  his  father,  and  is  in  poffefiion  of 
more  than  one  ftate  fecret.  The  more  I  am 
acquainted  with  him,  the  more  I  find  him  to  be 
prudent  and  difcreet.  Your  majefty  will  not 
repent  of  having  taken  the  baron  von  Schmettau 
into  your  ferviee;  and  I  think  that,  in  a  different 
way,  you  would  at  leaft  be  equally  well  pleafed 
with  young  Luifius.  I  am  like  the  devout  who 
feek  only  to  bring  fouls  over  to  God.  I  wait 
till  I  have  put  every  thing  into  a  proper  train, 
that  I  may  quit  the  field  of  battle,  and  return  to 
my  other  fovereign,  at  Bruffels.  In  the  mean 
time  I  remain  in  your  palace,  where  M.  de 
Raesfeld  has  given  me  an  apartment,  under  the 
rood  plcafure  of  5^our  majefty.  Your  palace 
L4  at 
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at  the  Hague  is  the  emblem  of  human  graa-^ 

Tkc  fpacious  chambers,  worthy  of  their  king. 

Of  rotted  planks  and  rutn'd  roofs  complain. 

Woc»  cries  the  howling  wind,  to  panne!  gilt. 

And  ftuccoed  wall  I  For  ^oors  the  damps  have  eaten^ 

And  windows  fall  the  prey  of  ftorms  an^  time* 

Here  I  behold,  in  armory  apart, 

CuiraiFe  and  nifty  breaft-plate,  feulchion  huge, 

And  target  fuch  as  none  but  heroes  wield ; 

Vaft|  and  awfiil  in  their  antiquity ; 

Mockiqg  thefe  puny  times ;  reminding  us 

What  warrion  were,  and  what  tyour  anceftpn* 

There  are  alfo  books  which>  for  the  fpace  of 
fifty  years,  have  been  read  only  by  the  rats,  an4 
which  are  povered  with  the  largeft  cobwebs  in 
Jlurope,  to  (hield  them  from  the  approach  of 
the  profane. 

Were  the  Penates  of  this  palace  able  tofpeal?^ 
they  would  no  doubt  exclaim — 

Why  in  n^led  and  duft  do  we  rcmiun  ? 
Of  this  great  king  why  luive  we  to  complain  ? 
From  him  his  kingdom  each  good  gift  receives ; 
Yet  us  in  niin  and  contempt  he  leaves. 

I  am,  Scq. 


LET- 
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LETTER     CXLVIL 
From  M.  dM  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  The  Hague,  Oftobcr  12, 1740* 

1  FIRST  entreat  your  majcfty  to  read  the 
inclofed  letter,  written  by    young  Luifius,  in 
which  you  will  fee  what  are  in  general  the  fenti-N 
ments  of  the  public  refpedting  the  Anti-Ma- 
chiavel. 

The  Eoglifli  envoy,  M.  Trevor,  and  all  who 
have  the  leaft  claim  to  information,  unanimoufly 
approve  the  work.  But  I  believe  I  have  before 
informed  your  majefty  that  the  fame  cannot  be 
faid  of  thofe  who  have  lefs  underflanding,  and 
more  prejudices.  In  proportion  as  they  are 
obliged  to  admire  all  which  they  perceive  to  be 
eloquent  and  virtuous  in  the  book,  they  endea- 
vour to  blacken  whatever  has  the  appearance 
of  being  foThewhat  free.  They  are  owls,  of- 
fended at  the  blaze  of  day  ;  and  unfortunately 
there  arc  too  many  owls  in  the  world.  Though 
I  have  retrenched,  or  foftened,  many  of  thofe 
ftrong  truths  which  irritate  feeble  minds,  there 
are  dill  fome  remaining  in  the  manufcript  that 
was  copied  by  Vanduren.  All  men  of  letters, 
All  pbilofophers,  and  all   worthy  people,  are 

fatisfied 
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fatisfied  with  the  book^  which  ought  to  plcafe 
mil  the  world ;  for  it  is  a  work  written  for  all 
inen»  and  all  ages*  Tranflations  of  it  will  ap- 
pear in  five  or  fix  lan^ages. 

The  exclamations  of  monks  and  bigots  ought 
not,  I  imagine,  to  vanquifti  the  praifes  of  the 
remainder  of  the  world.  They  declaim,  they 
write,  they  are  the  authors  of  journals.  There 
are  even  certain  paflages  in  the  Anti-Machiavel 
by  which  a  malignant  minifter  might  profit,  to 
irritate  certain  powers. 

With  a  view  therefore  to  remedy  thefe  incon- 
veniences, I  have  worked  day  and  night  at  the 
new  edition,  the  firft  (heets  of  which  I  fend  to 
your  majefty.  I  have  only  foftened  certain 
touches  in  your  admirable  pidlure ;  and  I  think 
myfelf  almoft  certain,  thefe  trifling  corredtions 
being  made,  which  do  not  diminiQi  the  beauty 
of  the  work,  that  no  perfon  will  ever  think  he 
has  reafon  to  complain ;  and  thefe  inftrudions 
for  kings  will  pafs  to  pofterity  as  facred  writings, 
againft  which  none  will  blafpheme. 

Your  book,  fire,  muft  refemble  yourfelf ;  it 
muft  infpire  general  pleafure.  The  meaneft  of 
your  fubjefts  love  you ;  and  the  moft  limited 
of  your  readers  muft  admire. 

You  cannot  but  fuppofe  that  a  fecret,  known 
{o  fo  many  people,  will  foon  be  known  to  the 

whole 
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whole  world.  A  man  of  Cleves  aiked^  while 
your  majefty  was  at  Moiland — **  Pray  is  it  true 
•'  that  our  king  is  one  of  the  moft  learned  men, 
*'  and  a  man  of  thegreateft  genius,  in  Europe  ? 
''  I  have  heard  he  has  undertaken  to  refute  Ma- 
^'chiaveir^ 

Your  court  has  talked  on  this  fubjeft  for  thefc 
itx  months ;  all  which  renders  the  publication 
of  the  edition  I  have  undertaken  neceflary  ;  and 
of  which  I  Ihall  diftributc  copies  throughout 
Europe,  to  bring  that  of  Vanduren  into  dif- 
credit,  which  is  indeed  very  defedive. 

If,  after  having  compared  the  two,  your  ma- 
jefty (hould  think  me  too  fevere,  if  you  wifli  to 
preferve  fome  paffages,  or  to  add  odiers,  you 
only  need  fo  to  fay.    As  I  mean  to  purchaft  half 
of  the  new  edition  of  Paufie,  to  fend  as  prefects, 
and  as  Paupie  has  already  fold  fhe  other  half 
to  his  correfpondents,  I  (hall  in  a  fortnight  be- 
gin a  new  and  more  corrcft  edition,  which  (hall 
conform  to  your  majefty's  intentions.     It  will 
be  particularly  neceflary  immediately  to  know 
on  what  your  majefty  (hall  determine  ;  in  order 
to  direft  the  perfons  who  tranflate  the  work 
into  Englifti  and  Italian.     It  is  a  monument  for 
the  lateft  pofterity ;  the  only  book  worthy  of  a 
king  which  has  appeared  for  thefe  fifteen  hun- 
(ired  years.  Youj*  glory  is  the  fubjeft  in  qucftion, 

for 
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for  which  I  have  almofl  as  much  affcAion  as  for 
your  perfon.  Be  pleafed  the«cfore  to  fend  mc 
precife  orders. 

Should  your  majefty  not  think  the  edition  of 
Vanduren  fufficicntly  fupprcfTcd  by  the  new 
edition,  and  if  you  wiQi  me  to  buy  up-as  many 
copies  as  I  can  of  the  former,  you  have  only  to 
fend  me  your  commands.  I  will  hkewifc  buy 
up  as  many  as  I  can  without  affedation  in  other 
countries ;  for  he  has  begun  to  fend  his  book 
abroad.  It  is  one  of  thofc  knavilh  tricks  for 
which  there  is  no  remedy.  I  am  obliged  here 
to  maintain  a  law-fuit  againd  him  :  the  intention 
of  the  rafcal  was  to  keep  both  the  firft  and  the  fe- 
cond  editions  to  himfelf.  He  wilhed  to  print  from 
the  manufcript  which  I  endeavoured  to  get  back 
from  him,  and  even  that  which  I  have  correfted, 
and  to  cheat  under  the  cloak  of  the  law.  He 
founds  his  claims  on  having  received  the  firft 
manufcript  from  mc ;  and  aflerts  that  he  alone 
has  a  right  to  print  the  book.  Well  may  he  aft 
thus;  for  the  two  editions,  and  thofe  which  muft 
follow,  would  make  his  fortune :  I  being  per- 
fuaded  that  any  bookfeller  in  Europe,  who 
fliould  have  the  fole  copy-right  to  himfelf, 
would  at  leaft  gain  thirty  thoufand  ducats. 

This  man  has  given  me  much  trouble;  but  a 

word  under  your  majefty's  hand  will  be  my  con* 

6  folation* 
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folation.  Of  this  I  have  great  need,  far  I  am 
on  abed  of  thorns* 

I  live  in  your  palace  ;  and,  though  it  be  trwc 
that  I  do  not  put  your  envoy  to  any  expence, 
yet,  after  a  certain  time,  a  gueft  becomes  trouble- 
fome.  I  can  neither  leave  it  nor  live  in  it  with 
pcrfe^k  propriety,  unlefs  your  majefty  Ihpuld 
write  a  line  to  your  envoy* 

To  this  packet  I  add  the  copy  of  my  letter  to 
the  wretched  curate  with  whom  the  manufcript 
was  depofited ;  for  I  wi(h  your  msyefty  t;o  be  in- 
formed of  every  ftep  I  take. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER        CXLVm. 

From  the  King. 

Remufberg,  O^ber  1740. 

I  AM  afliamed  of  being  three  letters  ill 
your  debt,  but  ftill.  more  aOiamed  of  the  con- 
tinuance of  my  fever.  Truly,  my  dear  Voltaire, 
we  are  poor  creatures !  A  very  trifle  diforders 
and  fubdues  us. 

I  have  profited  by  your  advice  relative  to 
the  bilhop  of  Liege,  and  you  will  fee  ray  claims 
printed  in  the  gazettes^  .  The  affair  however  is 

drawing 
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drawing  to  a  conclufioti;  and,  in  a  fortnight,  1 
inu^ine  my  troops  will  evacuate  the  county  6f 
Horn. 

Cefario  has  anfwertd  you,  relative  to  M.  du 
Chatelet ;  and  I  hope  you  are  fatiaiied  with  his 
anfwer. 

I  own  I  repent  having  written  the  Anti-Mi- 
chiavel ;  for  the  difputes  into  which  you  afc 
dragged  witfi  Vandurert  will  make  a  kind  of 
bankruptcy,  in  the  world  of  literature,  duririg 
fifteen  days  of  your  life. 

I  wait  for  Mahomet  with  great  irtipjltieflce. 

Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  engage  the  come* 
dian  who  is  the  author  of  Mahomet  II.  and  en« 
join  him  to  raife  a  company  of  players  in  Franccj 
and  bring  therti  to  Berlin,  by  the  firft  of  June 
1741  ?  It  is  neceffary  the  company  (hould  be  a 
good  one,  and  Complete,  both  for  tragedy  and 
comedy;  and  that  the  principal  parts  (hould  be 
doubled*. 

♦  By  this  the  king  xneads^  other  zAon  fhould  be  ready 
to  play  the  pnncipal  parts  of  thofe  adors  to  whom  they  were 
allotted ;  fhould  the  latter,  from  any  accident,  be  unable  or 
unwilling  to  perform.  This  is  a  general  cuilom  in  France, 
b  that  the  fpedators  are  not,  as  in  Engknd,  deprived  of  the 
play  advcrtifed ;  though  they  are  frequently  obliged  to  be 
fatisfied  with  a  fecond-rate  fet  of  aftori.  The  principal  adort 
often  refufe  to  appear*        T« 

A  I  have 
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I  have  reconfidered  and  changed  my  opinion 
Concerning  the  gentleman  who  underftands  fo 
many  languages*,  and  you  will  do  me  a  plea- 
fure  to  fend  him  to  Berlin. 

Bernard  fpeaks  in  the  language  of  an  adept; 
and  does  not  wifli  to  print  books^  but  to  make 
gold. 

If  I  am  able,  I  will  put  the  tortoife  of  Breda 
in  motion.  I  will  even  write  to  my  minifter, 
at  Vienna»  in  behalf  of  M.  du  Chatelet,  whofc 
interference  may  perhaps  be  of  fcrvice  to  her* 
Salute  that  lure  and  eftimable  lady,  on  my  pan; 
and  reft  perfuaded  that  Voltaire,  while  he  (hall 
continue  to  exift,  will  never  have  a  better  friend 
than 

FREDERIC 
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From  the  King. 

RemuOeri,  Oaobtr  K«,  1740^ 

£l£  comes  1  Urania's  fav'rite  fon ! 

With  him  the  mufes  come  i 
Except  immortal  Emily, 

Who  ftays  and  weeps  at  home* 

*  M.  du  Moulard* 

Fancy, 


l6a  POSTHUMOUS    WORKS* 

*  Fancy,  on  whom  the  Graces  y^dStf 

Beholds  him  from  afar ; 
His  orbit  pi£ture8,  and  tranfporti 

Hnn  in  her  magic  (rar ! 

The  mind,  prophetic,  oft  forebodes 

When  bllfs  unhopM  is  near  ; 
The  mind,  prophetic,  now  prfcdiifts, 

Voltaire  will  foon  be  here  I 

Now  blind  and  ftupid  Ignorand^ 

Begins  whh  fetir  to  (hake  ; 
Thoti  com'ft,  and  thy  bnght  Vbktk  of  inottf 

Her  midm'ght  Imps  forfake ! 

Ei^q^ent  laughing  with  thee  comet  % 

And  Pleafure  opes  the  door : 
The  Wifhes,  Smiles,  and  Sports,  and  Loves^ 

Impatient,  on  us  pour* 

Genius,  where'er  fhe  may  refide. 

From  banks  of  Thames  or  Tee< 

From  Tagus,  Tyber,  Po,  or  Seine, 
Takes  flight  to  welcome  thee. 

The  Arts  revive,  -feir  Stienoe  rca!rt 

Her  long-fepulchred  head; 
Their  faviour  coihes,  his  voice  is  heard, 

The  tombs  give  up  their  dead  ! 

I  may  at  laft  flatter  myfelf  I  (hall  fee  you  tbisf 
year.  I  fliall  not-  aft  like  the  inhabitants  of 
Thracia,  who,  when  they  made  a  bailquet  for 
the  gods,  took  care  firft  to  eat  the  marrow  them- 
felves*     Apollo  fliaU  be  received  by  me  as  he- 

deferves : 
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deferves :  for  our  Apollo  is  not  only  the  god  o^ 
jphyfic^  but  of  ptiilofophy,  biftoryj  and^  ia  fine> 
of  all  the  arts — 

At  an  that 's  exquifitety  in  fruitfi 

Concentrates  in  the  pine } 
'4Bo  aUtfaBt'e  eiquifitey  in  ai^ 

Vdtaiic^tg  Ally  thine  1 

You  talk  to  me  concerning  my  licalth,  and 
think  me  full  of  prejudices^  while  I  think  it 
tny  misfortune  that  I  have  too  Few— 

.lEppocittter,  and  atl  hjsfauitt» 

In  vain  ign>uld  I  adore': 
Poisonous  to  me  their  drugs  and  pSls  f 
'  Then  ^hy  \heir  aid  implore  } 

Of  iaints,  indeed,  the  trade  I  hold 

In  little  eftimation  } 
'Snares,  fods^brmaidmen,  then  Id^em^ 

Whatc^er  their  fed  or  aatbn. 

^<myott,  ye^qnackt,  fbt^beir  to  iwtt 

That  yeeain  Kfelmpartl 
Wiidom  and  Fate  Imt  kug^  to  new 

The  antfes  of  yomr  arU 

Thv  lawyer,  proud  in  argpment^ 

Tofate  the  world  from  faan^i 
His  well-cloth'd  client  naked  leares^ 

Thenaflcshim— «<riowt  Not  warm?* 

^usprieft,  phyfician,  lawyer,  aQ 

Unite— an  ilwful  trine  I 
One  cries^  Your  purfe !  Your  life  1  the  next  9 

The  tfikdi  Your  feal  it  rniae ! 
t»«  Tii«  M  Bat 
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But  lawyer,  empirict  andpridlt 

Of  noUe  pedigreet 
AflaiEnsy  nfcak,  traitorB,  hence ! 

You  're  not  the  men  for  me. 

I  hare  entirely  read  Machiavel^  and^  to  own 
the  truth,  am  not  quite  fatisfied ;  for  which  rea- 
fon  I  am  determined  to  change  what  does  not 
pleafe  me,  and  to  print  a  new  edition^aC  Berlin, 
under  my  own  infpedlion.  With  this  intent  I 
Iiave  fent  an  article  to  the  public  papers,  in 
which  the  author  of  the  work  difavows  the  two 
editions.  I  aik  your  pardon,  but  I  could  not 
ad  otherwife;  for  there  are  fo  many  alteration3 
in  your  edition,  that  it  is  no  longer  my  work.  I 
have  found  the  fifteenth  and  iixteenth  chapters 
very  different  to  what  I  wiflied  them  to  be; 
and  it  will  be  the  employment  of  the  winter  to 
new-model  the  book.  Let  me  however  entreat 
you  not  to  mention  my  name  too  freely,  for  this 
gives  me  no  pleafure.  You  know  likewife  that, 
when  I  fent  you  the  manufcript,  I  exaAed  in- 
violable fecrecy. 

I  have  taken  young  Luifius  into  my  fervice. 
As  to  his  father,  he  efcaped,  I  believe,  about  a 
year  ago,  from  the  country  of  Cleves ;  and  I 
think  it  will  be  a  matter  of  great  indifference 
where  the  lunatic  ends  his  life. 

I  know  not  at  what  place  you  will  receive  this 
letter,  but  (hall  be  very  glad  (tmid  it  meet  you 

neiir 
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near  Pruffia^  Every  thing  is  prepared  for  your 
receptibn,  and  I  wait  the  moment  to  embrace 
you  with  impatience. 

Many  thanks  for  what  you  have  written  in 
my  favour.  Friendfhip  with  you  has  no  limits; 
my  gratitude  is  equally  unbounded  *• 

Your  marquis  f  and  your  Dutchmen  doze 
On  down,  and  Tent  their  dreams ; 

Out-ftretch'd  at  eafe,  the  world  reform^ 
And  me  reprove,  it  feems* 

So  let  them  idly  loll  and  preach, 

I  envy  not  fuch  blifsi 
*Tis  certain  thofe  who  nothing  do 

Can  never  do  amifs. 


LETTER      CL. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

The  Hague,  Oaober  171  X74** 
To  Berlin  foon  the  mock-majeftic  race. 
With  ruffle,  fword,  bag-wig,  and  unwafli'd  face,        , 
Hail,  rain,  and  thunder,  poniard,  trumpet,  dnmi| 
SilkragB^  and  patch-work  finery,  ihallcome ;  , 

*  This  paragraph,  and  the  following  verfeSi  are  added  from 
the  Bafil  edition.        T. 
t  The  ambaffiidcN%  Fcnekn. 

Ma  I-aws 
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Laws  and  rdigion,  kumtn  and  divine. 

Nightly  to  teach,  that  they  next  day  may  dine  a 

With  hero  (lalk  and  ftamp,  and  beggar  pridc» 

£na£Ung  how  the  mighty  Cacfar  died ; 

And  how,  m  robes  Ihitch-gik  and  Enen  foul^ 

The  world  he  ml'di  with  'ftrut,  and  rant»  and  howI». 

Half  woman  and  half  feather,  head  and  hedt 
Hear  dwarfifh  heroine  I>ido't  woea  reveal 
To  fiz-foot  confidante ;  whofe  virtuous  tears 
Are  interfpers'd  with  vranton  winks  and  leera» 
'At  lovers  aim'd,  who  wait  till  weeping  queena 
Retire  to  cwrt  their  griefs,  behind  the  fcenea* 

God  be  praifed  that  your  majefty  has  made 
the  generous  refolution  foon  to  take  pleafure. 
This  is  the  only  advice  I  have  dared  to  give ; 
but  I  defy  politicians  to  give  better.  Reco&ed: 
the  conftant  pain  in  your  fide ;  a  difeafe  which 
labourimg  in  the  cabinet  will  increafe,  and  which 
pleafure  will  cure.  He  who  renders  others  happy 
deferves  happinefs  himfelf ;  but  will  not  obtaia 
it^  if  he  have  a  pain  in  his  fide. 

At  length  I  fend  you  copies  of  the  new  edi- 
tion of  the  Anti-Machiavel.  I  think  I  have 
taken  the  only  part  which  remained  to  be  taken, 
and  that  I  have  obeyed  your  fkcred  commands. 
I  perfift  in  believing  it  was  neceflary  to  foftenr 
fome  paflages,  which  might  have  given  offence 
to  the  feeble,  and  difguil  to  certain  politicians. 
I  repeat  that  fuch  a  hook  has  m>  need  of  fuch 
7  orna- 


ornamiental  partft.  Tbo  ambajfador  Camas  would 
be  thrown  off  the  hiogee^  were  he  to  encounter 
thicTe  dcUuag  maxims  at  Paris^  which  however  he 
pradifeft  a  little  too  much.  The  very  devout  will 
be  your  admirers*  They  are  no  partifans  of  mine« 
indeed ;  but  I  am  more  cautious  iti  your  behalf  * 
than  in  my  own.    It  is  neceflary  that  my  dear 
and  refpedable  monarch,  the  mod  amiable  of 
kings^  Ihould  plealc;  the  whole  world*  After  the 
ode  of  Grcffet,  there  is  no  poffibility^  fire,  that 
you  flvould  conceal  yourfelE  The  mine  is  blown^ 
ajod  it  is  roquifite  boldly  to  appear  on  the  breach* 
Nome  but  Qftrogoths  and  Vandals  can  think  it 
wrong  tha^  a  ypuog  prince,  of  twenty-five  or 
twenty-lixj  (hould  employ  his  leifure  to  render 
men  better,  and  to.  inftruft  them  while  inftruft- 
ing  himfelf.    You  made  yoyrfclf  wings,  when 
at  Rheinflperg,  oa  \^hich  to  mount  to  immor- 
tality. Though  you  will  difcover  every  road  to 
iame^  yet  this  is  not  the  lead  glorious  of  paths-* 

Witncft  the  god  whom  Titus  bow*d  before. 
Nor  blufb'd  Aurelius  at  his  (hrine  t'  adore ; 
Bhrpfaem'd  by  bigots,  woHhippM  by  the  wife^ 
^IVliofe  gifts  my  monlrph  fliall  immortalize. 

Young  French  officers  are  daily  coming  here, 
^hp^  when  aiked  what  is  their  intention^  anfwer 

M  31  t^^y 
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they  arc  going  to  fcek  employment  in  Pniffia. 
There  are  at  prefent  four  of  my  acquaintance^ 
one  of  whom  is  the  fon  or  the  governor  of  Berg* 
Saint- VinoK ;  another  is  fub-major  of  the  regi- 
ment of  Luxembourg ;  a  third  the  fon  of  a  prefi- 
dent ;  and  the  fourth  the  baftard  of  a  bifliop. 
One  has  run  away  with  a  girl ;  another  has  run 
away  with  himfelf ;  this  has  married  the  daughter 
of  his  taylor;  and  the  fourth  witties  to  turn  player^ 
till  he  can  obtain  a  regiment. 

I  have  heard  intelligence,  by  which  my  to- 
lerant fpirit  is  enraptured :  your  majefty  has  in- 
vited the  poor  anabaptifts  back,  who  had  been 
driven  out  of  Pruflia,  I  do  not  very  well  know 
why--- 

If  John  ezorclfcy  or  be  exorcisM ; 
If  he  have  twice  been,  or  not  once»  baptized ; 
Be  fiicramentSf  or  be  they  not,  his  due ; 
If  he  be  Chriftian»  Brachman,  Turk,  or  Jew, 
I  afk  noU    What  is  country,  faith,  or  birth  f 
I  only  aflc— "  Is  John  a  man  of  worth  ?' 
While  he  refpeds  the  maglftrate,  and  ]aw8| 
While  he  is  virtuous,  he  has  my  applaufe. 
Your  faints  can  feed  on  faith,  however  crude  { 
^pr  me,  I  find  it  unfubftantistl  food* 


L-ET- 
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I,   E   T   T    E   R      CI4. 
From  the  Kmg^ 


3 

\ 

« 


MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE.  O^a^,.^^.. 

I  AM^  a  thoufand  dmcs  obliged  to  you 
for  the  good  offices  you  have  done  me^  for  the 
man  of  Lieg^^  whom  you  have  vanquiihed ;  for 
Vanduren^  vhoqn  you  keep  in  awe ;  and  in  fine 
for  all  your  afts  of  fiiendfliip.  In  a  word^  you 
are  the  goardian  of  my  wprks^  and  the  for* 
tunate  genius  whom  no  doubt  fome  beneficent 
bebg  has  fept  to  (upportand  infpre 

Uiigntcnu  BcvUfebf  Kinacnlicafts  oFflooC] 
Whom  aas  of  iniiiiaD  ooutlcfy  aaofWD^ 
Abjnre  yonr  lelfifli  artt»  liear  l^rtoe^t 
Admiffion  gnmt  to  Fricndih^'ii  lacrcd 


Oh  FrieodUhip !  ChiU of  hetv^ii!  By  hcftf'n ciidotw'4 
With  an  the  gifU  of  wMch  the  gods  are  fHrond! 
Jealous  A&^iota,  bormng  Zeal*  axe  thine  ; 
Aiid  aU  that  renders  maiif  mere  muiy  divine  i 

*  The  date  in  the  Berlin  edition  is  0£iober  ai,  174O5 
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Soulf  high  in  Yirtue  doft  thou  feek|  and  Uod 
In  th'  unfeen  fetters  of  congenial  mind ; 
Souls  that  the  {miles  or  frowns  of  Fate  difdain^ 
Souls  that  o*er  Fate  herfelf  unihaken  reigtt  I 

Nyfus !  Euryalus!  Immortal  pair^ 
Sacred  to  firiendflup !  Dauxttlefsy  noble,  fur  I 
Wife  in  the  capti^rating  bloom  of  youth  ; 
Vifbims  of  patriot-lovcy  and  mutual  truth  I 

Vesy  matchlefs  youths!  Fame  has  to  you  decreed 
That  firefhefty  faireft  wreath,  bleft  Friendibip'syieedl 
Nor  Time  Icagu'd  with  Oblivion,  Merit's  foes, 
8ha0  wreft  the  blooming  honours  from  your  browt# 

Yet,  hark !  I  hear  a  more  exalted  name  ; 
One  whofe  demands  are  higher  ftill  on  Fame  ; 
Voltaire,  refbunding,  fiHs  aftonifh'd  fpace  1 
Sriendfliip's  high«pricft,  in  oSce  firft  aad  fUou. 

Momay  *  had  long  the  fplendid  ftation  heM, 
'  For  &r  had  Monutyiaodera  friends  exoeU'd) 
Hearing  thy  name,  refpedfiil  he  retii^d^ 
And  thus  addrefs'd  thee— *Truth  his  bofom  iir'd : 

••  From  duty  I  my  fov'reign's  rights  maintained  i 
*•  Traitors  my  fword,  my  tongue,  my  pen  dlfdain'd : 
•*  Motives  more  gen'rous  ftill  thy  boTom  knows, 
**  With  fecret  ads  of  love  thy  friendfhip  glows. 

^  By  virtues  properly  thy  own  fupplied, 

^  By  thee  my  worth  maA  known,  by  thee  outvied : 

<*  In  giving  fiimc  thou  but  infpireft  awe ; 

•*  When  thou  tppear*ft 'tis  fit  that  I  withdraw.** 

*  Warrior,  ambaffiidor  apd  friend  of  Henry  IV.  i  and  one 

•fthe  principal  c^Muaden  in  the  Henriade.        T* 

-  Thus 
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Has  fpoke  the  fage ;  each  clienibim-frtught  doQ^       J 
^18  wordi  to  liftcning  earth  repeats  aloud : 
Thclifteaiog  earth  revtib'ntes  back  th'  appbmfe  : 
And  Tnithy  VoIlaiTe,  aii4  Fnendfliip,  g^  their^aiie  t 

VHiSk  heaven  and  earth  combiA'd  the  fousdareoeirj 
Yet  do  but  graptthe  pcaiic  that  is  thy  due. 
In  Fran^.eXfeiiMPg  fricodV  pcerogatiTe^ 
For  t^ee  I  plead,  that  tyrants  may  forgive, 

eiftoftheg^KlKkel  Friendflttp»  be  thou  minc^l 
Thy  viitnesy  nay  thy  weaknefies,  dfrinc^ 
.    Thott  art  of  magnanimity  the  foorce^  ' 

Venus  compared  to  thee  wants  lote,  Alcides  fbice. 

I  am  ejceitifig  my  whole  rhetoric  with  Heiv 
cule$*  de  Fle.uri,  to  try  whether  he  may  not  be 
humaaized,  relative  to  yourfclf.  You  knovr 
whj^  a  kiod  of  auitnal  a  pried,  a  polluciaa^  andi 
an  obftinate  man  is ;  and  I  mod  particularly,  ea^ 
treat  you  will  not  render  me  refponfible  for  the 
fuccefs  of  my  folicitations*  He  is  a  Vanduren^ 
feated  on  a  throne — 

This  red-cappM  Machiavcly  whom  Falfe  Report« 
Evafiony  Quirk,  and  new-bom  Lye  furround. 
Rears  now  and  then  his  creft,  and  Worth  makes  blufli« 
Strange  that,  unlefs  th'  old  Idol  be  perfnm'd 
With  myrrhy  frankincenfe,  and  Arabia's  fpice, 

*  Hercuks  was  the  chriftian  name  of  cardinal  de  Fleuri,  T. 

Unlcfi 


IJO  rOSTRUMOUS    WORKS. 

Unlefs  his  pnufe  be  tniinpcted  aloud. 
Murder  1  Decorum  's  murdered,  is  the  cry ! 
1  know  thy  heart»  where  lurk  nor  abjeft  praifct 
-  ';  •  Nor  daftard  fear :  thou  greatnef^  doft  not  wodhip. 
Sincere  and  upright ,  franknefs  fuch  as  thine 
Bat  in  can  pleafe  this  old^  this  mitred  monardu 
To  charms  of  PhiHs,  ay  or  Emily, 
What  tho'  divine,  thou  Freedom  daft  prefer* 

Bom  for  her  arms,  the  miftrefs  of  thy  heart 
The  fplendid  beauty  reigns ;'  and  reign  ibll  mi^bt^ 
Would'ft  thou  but  hither  come,  and  join  with  me 
In  worfhip  at  her  fhriiie.    And  ah  I  Why  not  i 
Can  none  but  France,  ungrateful  Frances  true  p)aABt» 
yield? 


There  IS  an  additional  paragraph  to  this  letter,  in  the 
Berlin  edition,  which  contains  the  fubfiance  of  letter  CXLIV. 
It  is  difficult  to  fay  whether  it  were  or  were  not  a  iepante 
letter*        T» 


LET- 
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f.   E   T    T    E    R       CLII. 
PrmM,  de  VoUaire. 

The  Hj%u€,  OOober  ai^;  I74«. 

Oh  lovdj  Hope  J  Delightful-ihade! 
With  blifa  thoix  doft  the  foul  pervade. 
6ay»  Audi  I  fee  the  king,  whofe  ait 
Enraptures  and  fiibdifes  the  heart  \ 

'Tis  oddenough^  but  we  are  told 
B7  Mr.  BiUe  (author  old) 
That  Mofes  iaF  his  Gpd,  I  ween. 
Although  he  was  not  to  be  feen. 

With  bold  aiTertion,  one  verfe  (ays, 
He  vicwM  Jehovah  face  to  face ; 
Another  frankly  dares  to  teach 
He  fpoke  with  nothing  but  his  breech. 

The  book  incongruous  has  been  call'd  ; 
No  matt^  though  the  text  be  bald» 
£)r  whether  lips  that  gave  the  wind 
Before  werp  ftation'd,  or  behincL 

•Tis  very  dear  his  God  he  law. 
From  him  receivM  his  written  law. 
Your  hwsy  I  owB|  give  more  delight ; 
There's  greater  rapture  in  your  fight  1 

I've  fc^n  the  monarch  twice,  I'll  fay, 
Who  ready  homage  deigns  to  pay 
To  Love,  vjien  Love  is  pleas'd  to  call ; 
To  Mirth,  when  Mirth  hughs  in  the  hall. 

Pallas 
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Fallas  and  Mm  to  kiiii  are  kaowni 
To  ev'iy  noUe  art  he'6  prone ; 
And  Minos'  laws,  and  Mufet'  Ijxtp 
Hit  genius  CKercife«  and  fire. 

And  yet  he  fwerres,  oh  ftrange  to  tell  I 
Trom  precepts  which  he  knows  fo  well : 
^mfelf  negle^ing,  back  he  flies^ 
And  with  a  burning  fever  dies! 

The  prince  of  Hefl^  has  this  moment  aflurcd 
me^  fire,  that  the  king  of  Sweden^  having  long 
been  of  your  majefty's  opinion^  and  having  fuf- 
fered  under  a  kind  of  continual  fever^  at  length 
yielded  in  obftinacy  to  the  difeafc,  took  the 
bark^  and  is  curedt 

Efith's  kings  cdle^ve  muft  iQdce4 
Blulhing  before  my  king  rec^  ^ 
His  foul  is  far  a  brighter  fh^^c  i 
Alas !  His  body  's  much  the  fame^ 

If^  in  the  climate  of  Sweden,  a  king,  whether 
he  be  or  be  not  the  partifan  of  France,  be  cured 
by  the  Jcfuits'  powder,  why  will  you,  fire,  not 
take  this  powder  ? 

To  Loyohi  in  tkis»  obcdipM&fllewi 
Let  yoor  Luthcnaii  fjpirit  prove 
He  little  knew  of  things  above; 

But  take  the  bark,  and^own  his  pow'r  below. 

I  wi(h,  fire,  to  trave.1  to  Berlin,  accompanied 

by 
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by  a  packet  of  the  powder  of  bark.  In  vaia 
would  your  majefty  continue  your  labours, 
while  afflidted  with  the  fever,  and  employ^'your 
leifure  ib  writing  the  profe  of  Cicero  and  the 
poetry  of  Catullus.  If  you  continue  to  negleft 
this  accurfed  fever,  I  (hall  inceflantly  be  uneafy. 
If  it  be  your  majefty's  wi(h  that  I  fliould,  for 
a  few  days,  be  happy  enough  to  pay  you  my 
court. 

My  hearty  and  this  ay  nuagfc  fnuiiCy 

Are  prompt  your  bounteous  (miles  to  claim  s 

Nor  is  my  promptitude  unknown  $ 

You  're  ^<D  convinc'd  my  heart '«  yomr  own. 

I  fliall  be  under  the  indifpenfable  neceflity 
of  returning  foon  to  Bruflels,  to  aid  qiadame 
du  Chatelet  in  her  law-fuit,  and  to  quit  Marcus 
Aurelius  for  chicanery.  But*where  is  the  man 
who  is  matter  of  his  own  aftions?  Have  not  you 
yourfelf  an  immcnfe  load  to  bear,  which  fre- 
quently^ by  the  neceffity  of  fulfilling  your  (acred 
duties,  impedes  the  gratification  of  your  inclina- 
tions ? 

I  am,  &c» 


LET^ 
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LETTER      CLIII. 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  oa  ^^'''^ 

'  Od,  26, 1740* 

1  HE  mod  unexpefted  accident  en  eartb 
tt  prefent  prevents  me  from  opening  my  heart 
to  y6iij  as  ufual,  and  prattling  as  niuch  as  I  wifh. 
The  Emperor  is  dead— 

To  moil^urchy  not  born,  he  firft  was  king^ 
Emperor  next ;  Eugene  his  glory  vns ; 
But,  to  the  heraldry  of  future  £une 
Derogatory,  bankrupt  iias  he  died. 

His  death  deranges  all  my  pacific  ideas ;  and  I 
imagine  that^  in  the  month  of  June^  there  will  be 
more  talk  x>f  gunpowder,  foldiers,  and  fortified 
towns,  than  of  aftrefles,  balls,  and  theatres ;  fo 
that  I  am  obliged  to  fufpend  the  agreement  into 
which  we  were  to  have  entered. 

My  affair  with  'Liege  is  terminated ;  but  the 
prefent  bufinefs  is  of  much  greater  confequence 
to  all  Europe  :  it  is  the  moment  of  total  change 
in  the  old  fyftem  of  politics.  It  is  the  ftone  hewn 
out  of  the  rock  without  hands,  in  the  dream  of 
Nebuchodonofor ;  and  which,  falling  upon  the 
four  metals,  deftroyed  them  all. 

2  I  am 
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I  am  a  thoufand  times  obliged  to  you  for  the 
finifhed  impreffion  of  MachiaveL  I  can  do  no- 
thing more  at  it,  at  prefent,  for  I  am  overloaded 
with  affairs.  I  (hall  fend  *my  fever  about  its  bu« 
finefs,  having  need  of  my  machine,  and  it  being 
neceflary  that  every  advantage  fliould  be  taken 
which  the  moment  affords. 

I  fend  you  ^an  ode,  in  anfwer  to  that  of  Greffct. 

Adieu,  dear  friend.  Never  forget  me,  but 
remain  perluaded  of  the  tender  cfteem  with 
which  I  am 

Your  very  feithful  friend. 


L   E*T    T    E    R      CUV. 
FrmibiKmg. 

KtmiUbeig^  Kovemler  S9  1741. 

AfiOVEthedouds,  with  rapid  flight,    ' 
Soon  ait  thou  loft  to  mortal  fight  $ 
While  crawling  here,  on  earth,  I  rove  ; 
The  fport  of  thunder-bearing  Jove, 
Of  roa&ccy  and  of  furious  seal ; 
Which  kfl  hath  oft  made  mortal  feel 
Such  torments  as,  from  juftice  fwenr'dy 
Itlelf  alone  could  have  deferv'd. 
But  le^ve  we  bigots  preadiing  fdty. 
Howling  to  make  men  mekncfaolf* 

Of  fell  exploit,  and  warlike  deed. 
Of  throik^  and  pow'rs,  and  princes,  read 

Thou 
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Thoa  fr3]2itg  trouU'fl,  hk  boolcwlndt  t^ 
Ne'er  man  permitted  to  trouikte  f 
And  book  that  ne'er  wis  read  t*^  esplauif 
Might  puxzle  a  vei^  learned  bnin. 

Go  fearch  the  records  of  the  dome 
By  Vohairc  built,  for  Henry's  home ; 
Fame's  temple*  where  in  blooming  youth^ 
Spollefs  and  pure,  ftands  naked  iTruth. 
There  ev'ry  qneftion  thouftalt  aflc 
Tofbhe  will  be  an  eafy  taft:. 
Sut,  if  thy  curious  wiih  dcinaad 
Fantaftic  figures  by  my  hand, 
I  take  the  brufh,  and  (ketches  draw^ 
Ezceeding-all  that  Callot  *  fltW. 

Firft  then  behold  ma'am  Glory's  pot^ 
By  ftoker  fiend  kept  boiling  hot ; 
While  lutotics,  in  fearch  of  fame. 
Gaze  at  and  fnuff  the  fumes  and  flames 

With  vifagc  black,  and  fiety  brand 
Whirling  aloft  in  either  hand. 
Turn  here  and  view  a  fpcAre  grim» 
A  female  of  diftoKed  limb,  .1; 

Such  jargon  muttering,  in  her  fd|r^ 
As  neter  ftrudc  on  m6rtal  ear ! 
Sufpicion  her  fuppdrt;  and  Pride,  ^ 

Through  dark  uncertainty,  her  guide* 
Groping  in  doubt  and  dread  flie  cretp$^ 
And  never  finifes,  and  i^ever  flecps. 
Impkcant  harpy  1  Hear  her  name  t 
^is  Policy  !  From  hell  ihe  came  ; 
She  and  the  dam  that  gave  her  biitb^ 
Int'jpeft*-Their  end  ?  To  trouble  earth  t 

*  Afiutfousdefigaerofthegrotefque.       T« 

Their 
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Tbpir  imps.aad  tfacf,  oo  eavf%  wings. 

Pervade  due  courts  and  hearts  of  kingt ; 

Nations  embroil,  and  hatred  fpread. 

And  rage,  that  die  not  with  the  dead« 

And,  hark  f  I  hear  the  thundering  dnim ! 
Ofmadd'ning  heroes  thoufands  come ; 
Rape,  miuder,  faccage  thtj  pnrfue ; 
And  tvhile  exultingly  they  view 
The  fiow'r  of  manhood  mangled,  flaini 
The  fhrieking  infant,  bleeding  plain. 
The  wafted  field,  the  bnming  town. 
They  vaunt  of  valour  and  renown ! 

Loud  fwells  the  ftorm !  Of  crowns  bereft, 
Of  honour  ftript,  in  mifery  left. 
The  potent  and  the  proud  I  fee ! 
No  more— The  reft  I  leave  to  thee !         ' 
All  I  omit,  where,  when,  and  why,  * 

Thy  rapid  &nc/can  fupply. 
Shift  thou  the  ghaftly  fcene  of  death  ; 
For,  wanting  words,  and  out  of  breath. 
Offended,  fick'diag  at  the  fight»  * 
My  mufe  half  frigfatenM  takes  her  light. 

This  is  an  excellent  hiftory  of  the  things  which 
you  forefee.  Had  Don  Louis  Acunha,  cardinal 
Alberoni,  or  the  mitred  Hercules,  any  fecretary 
who  (hould  prefent  them  with  fimilar  plans,  I 
imagine  he  would  quit  their  cabinet  with  the 
lofs  of  a  pair  of  ears.  You  muft  however  be  fa- 
tisfied  for  the  prefent.  I  leave  you  to  imagine 
as  much  more  as  you  (hall  pleafe.  With  refpeft 
to  the  affairs  of  your  own  private  politics,  we  will 
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confulc  on  them  at  Berlin ;  and  I  im^ine  I  (hall 
foon  have  the  means  of  rendering  you  perfeft 
fatisfedion. 

Adieu^  dear  fwan.  Let  me  occafionally  hear 
you  iing ;  but  not,  according  to  the  fl&ion  of 
the  poet,  by  furrendering  your  foul  on  the  banks 
of  the  Simois.  I  wilh  to  receive  your  letters,  and 
to  fee  you  in  good  health,  even  better  than  you 
are  in  at  prefent.  You  know  the  efteem  I  have 
for  you,  of  which  you  are  perfuaded. 


LETTER      CLV. 
Fram  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Hcribrdi  November  it,  1740. 

Here  travHing  poft  to  Paradife, 
Through  nits  of  fnow  and  hillt  of  ice. 
Some  fiend  malignant,  griev'd  to  fee 
My  car  roll  onward  firm  and  free, 
A  ftorm  firft  raised  of  rain  and  hail. 
Comes  me  behind,  and  whiikt  his  tafl  ; 
Craih !  Down  I  go,  and  out  I  roll : 
And  here  am  left  by  this  damn'd  ibull 

With  pride  imprudent  oft  did  I 
Fortune  in  former  times  defy : 
But  I  recant :  her  fecret  fprings 
Govern  coach  wheels,  as  wd  aakingf  | 
One  king  excepted,  pray  tal^e  note* 
To  her  my  pray'rs  I  thus  devote^* 
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*«  To  meet  thy  maftor,  yet  thy  pride, 
^*  Oh  hidy^  grant  my  fteps  to  guide  t 
**  Smile  and  accord  this  happy  day^ 
*'  And  be  the  world  befide  thy  prey* 

Fortune,  fire,  has  been  too  envious  of  my  ac- 
cefs  to  your  majefty.  Far  from  granting  my 
prayers^  (he  has  jull  broken  down  the  coach 
which  was  bringing  us  to  the  promifed  land,  on 
the  Herfbrd  road.  Du  Molard,  the  Orientalift, 
whom  I  bring  with  me  into  Pruffia,  according 
to  your  majefty's  orders>  pretends  that  never  had 
pilgrim  of  Mecca  a  more  vexatious  accident  in 
Arabia;  and  that  the  Jews,  in  the  wildemefs^ 
were  not  fo  much  to  be  pitied. 

Here  one  fervant  fcampers  to  requeft  aid  from 
the  Weflphalians,  who  imagine  he  is  come  to  afk 
for  fomething  to  drink ;  another  runs  he  knows 
not  whither.  Du  Molard,  who  promifes  him- 
felf  to  write  the  narrative  of  our  journey  in  Ara- 
bic and  Syriac,  is  as  capable  of  ufing  his  hands 
and  legs  as  if  he  were  not  a  man  of  learning : 
he  is  gone  on  difcovery,  half  on  foot,  half  in  a 
cart ;  and  I,  in  my  velvet  breeches,  (ilk  dock- 
ings, and  galolhes,  am  mounted  upon  a  reftive 
horfe. 

Without  (addle,  or  (hoes,  a  moft  fintowful  elff 
Aftride  on  a  courfer  at  lean  at  myfidf ! 

K 1  Yt^uM 
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You'd  have  aiik'dy  htd  you  feeo,  while  your  fidei  muft  have 

fpUt, 
Can  this  be  that  animal  men  call  a  wit  ? 
Thus  wander'df  as  we  by  Cervantes  are  told. 
Through  forefts  and  defertSy  Don  Qmxote  of  old : 
He  griev'd  not»  and  fure  I've  left  caufe  to  repine ; 
His  goal  was  Tobofo,  but  Potfdam  is  mine  ! 

Arriving  at  Herford  thus  equipped,  the  fenti- 
nel  demanded  my  name.  I  very  properly  an- 
fwcred  Don  Quixote;  and  under  this  name  was 
admitted. 

When  (hall  I  be  able  to  throw  myfelf  at  your 
majefty*s  feet  ?  At  thofe  of  your  creature,  your 
admirer,  your      >     &c. 


LETTER       CLVr. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire  *. 
A  fragment. 

I  leave  my  king,  'tis  true ;  but  my  torn  heart 
Tells  how  rcludantly,  how  griev'd  I  part. 
f  Four  years  in  faith  this  heart  has  never  err'd » 
Ten  years  affedion  ftill  muft  be  preferr'd. 

*  This,  being  one  of  M.  de  Voltaire's  letters,  is  not  in  the 

Berlin  edition;  and  is  with  ftrange  inaccuracy  afcribed  t« 

Frederic  by  the  Bafd  aditors.        T. 

Her« 


CORRESPOND2KCE.  igj 

Hero  of  fnendfliip,  I  appeal  to  you^ 
If  yours  the  firft»  is  not  the  latter  doe  ? 
I  love,  yet  leave ;  my  miftrefe  chides  my  ftay ; 
I  hear,  I  turn,  I  figh,  yet  willingly  obey. 

Your  ode  is  perfeft,  and  I  ttiould  feel  envy 
did  I  not  feel  rapture.  I  caft  myfelf  at  the  feet 
of  your  humanity.  I  have  dared  tenderly  to 
attach  myfelf  td  the  moft  amiable  of  men :  I  ad- 
mire the  protedor  of  the  empire,  of  bis  fubjefts, 
and  of  the  arts. 


LETTER      CLVIL 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

CIcvm;  December  15,  1740. 
I  RIGHTLY  foretold  that  Berlin  %uldbe  queen 
Of  the  arts  and  the  pleafures,  as  Athens  had  been. 
And  when  Algarotti  the  tender  has  jirefs'd 
The  handfbme  Lujac,  his  young  friend,  to  his  breaft, 
I've  thought  I  beheld,  with  exception  of  age, 
Alcibiades  lock'd  in  the  arms  of  the  fagc- 
Not  the  flat-fac'd,  the  Uack-brow'd,  the  largc-frontcd 

Grecian ; 
But  the  blue-eyed,  the  Roman-nos'd,  channingVcnetian*- 

Of  Venice  and  Greece  let  me  prattle  no  more* 
For  Frederic  I  quitted  what  moft  I  adore— 

*  Count  Algarotti  was  a  native  of  Venice.        T.. 

N  3  My 
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Mybooksasdmymifireli;  tohearandadmiro 
The  ftrong  yet  mdlifluous  founds  of  his  lyre* 
He  ftruck !  And  its  harttony  told  me  to  ftay  | 
Put  the  trumpet  difboxdai^t  now  drives  me  away* 

Und|iu|itedy  the  temple  pf  Janus  you  throw 
Wide  open  to  wretchedneis,  warfare,  and  woet 
While  you  with  a  paffion  fo  diflFerent  burn, 
ConfusM  to  the  Temple  of  Love  I  return  | 
At  Emily's  feet  my  juft  homage  to  pay, 
Apd  henceforth  the  precepts  of  beauty  obey, 

I  pray  Heavcoi  fire,  that  peace  and  ^ar  may 
favour  all  your  grand  enterprizes;  and  that  I  may 
again  foon  meet  my  hero  at  Berlin^  loaded  with 
^  double  wreath  of  laurel,  ^c, 


BETTER     CtVIII. 
frm  fbi  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,    '^^^  ^"^^^f  ^^^"^ 

1  HAVE  received  your  two  letters,  but 
have  not  been  able  to  anfwer  them  fooner.  I 
^m  like  the  check-mated  king  of  Charles  XII^ 
which  {till  kept  moving.  During  this  la(t  fort- 
night we  have  been  continually  on  the  foot,  and 
have  the  fineft  weather  poffible. 
I  am  too  much  fatigued  to  ai^wer  your  charm- 
ing 
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3ng  verfes,  and  too  cold  tX)  taftc  all  their  beau- 
ties; but  thefe  troubles  will  pafe  away.  Aik 
not  poetry  from  a  man  who  has  aAually  turned 
carter ;  and  is  fometimes  even  a  very  bcfpattered 
caner.  Do  you  wifli  to  know  the  life  I  lead  ? 
—We  march  from  feven  in  the  morning  till 
four  in  the  afternoon.  I  then  dine.  I  afterward 
workj  and  receive  dull  vifits ;  to  which  fuccceds 
a  routine  of  infipid  affairs.  I  have  the  fcrupu- 
}ous  to  convince^  the  ardent  to  reflrain^  the  idle 
^o  make  a£Uve^  the  choleric  to  cool^  the  rapacious 
to  contain  within  the  bounds  of  equity,  the  pro- 
lix to  hear,  and  the  mute  to  converfe  with.  In 
fine,  it  is  neceflary  to  drink  with  the  drunkard, 
to  eat  with  the  glutton,  and  to  become  a  Jew 
with  Jews,  and  a  heathen  with  heathens. 

Such  are  my  occupations,  which  I  would  wil- 
lingly yield  to  another,  did  not  the  phanton) 
called  Fame  pay  me  too  frequent  vifits.  This  is 
truly  a  great  folly ;  a  difeafe  for  which,  being 
once  imbibed  into  the  habit,  \t  is  difficult  to 
find  a  cure* 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  May  Heaven  pre- 
fcrve  from  danger  him  >vith  whom  I  wi(h  to  fup, 
after  having  fought  this  morning,  Thp  fwan  of 
Padua  *,  I  imagine,  will  profit  by  my  abfcncc, 

*  HSa  fweety  hU  dmi!  hxn  harmoaiouB  fwin  of  Padua,  were 
epithets  bcftowed  by  the  U^g  oa  pouot  Algarotti,  yrho  ha4 
i^li^ied  at  Bologi^  aod  Fadua.       T. 

N  4.  and  ^ 
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and  make  a  tour  to  Fari»;  the  philofophic  ma** 
thematician  *  will  fquare  the  circle;  the  philo- 
fophic man  of  letters  -f  will  tranfl^te  from  the 
Greek;  and  the  learned  Do(Jtiffime  J  will  d6 
nothing,  or  fomething  perhaps  very  like  nothing. 
Once  again,  dear  Voltaire,  adieu.  Do  not 
forget  the  abfent  who  fove  you. 


LETTER      CLIX- 

From  the  King. 

Ohlau,  AprUl6,   1741. 

1  H  E  fweets  of  ftudious  cafe  I  know ; 
Nc*cr  of  Epicurus  the  foe. 
In  plcafure's  arms  I  well  could  doze, 
And  oft  on  poppy-beds  repofe* 

But  Fame  officious,  led  by  Truthf 
Comes  and  diflurbs  my  ardent  youth  f 
The  adls  of  all  her  heroes  reads, 
And  bids  me  (hame  their  higheft  deeds. 

I  pleafure  love  ;  but  ah  my  ^id^ 
Muft  duty  be,  auftere  in  pride  1 
Monfters  more  fierce  would  I  fubdoe 
Than  aU  Alcides  overthrew. 

*  M.  MsH^Kertrn's.        T. 
f  M.*  ffe  ifa-  Croze,  as  I  imagine.        T. 
'   «^*-t  M.  Jordan.        T, 


To 
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To  Yindicatc  the  Pfuflian  nam^ 
The  pnmdeft  of  the  jfroud  to  tame. 
To  ftrip  away  the  bigot's  maft. 
Were  furcly  no  unworthy  taik^ 

That  fimcied  angel,  Happinefs, 
Who  mortal  feldom  deigns  to  Uelay 
Rarely,  fa  much  (he  man  derides^ 
In  this  land  or  in  that  refides^ 

On  Praflian  or  SHefian  ground 
No  more  I'll  feek  what  can't  be  Ibund  | 
But,  firm  of  purpofe,  ilill  wiB  I 
The  firiend  of  wifdom  live  and  die. 

The  Auftrians^  it  is  faid)  have  been  beaten, 
And  I  believe  the  report  to  be  true.  You  fee 
the  lyre  of  Horace  takes  its  turn,  after  wielding 
the  club  of  Hercules.  To  perform  my  duties, 
to  be  capable  of  pl^ure,  to  tik  with  the  foe,  to 
be  abfent  yet  not  forget  my  friends,  are  things 
which  aflimilate  well  together,  provided  that 
bounds  be  afligned  to  each.  Doubt  of  every 
thing,  if  you  pleafe,  except  that  I  wifli  you  never 
to  entertain  fcepticifm  relative  to  tHe  efteem 
I  have  for  you.  Be  petfuaded  that  I  love  you 
pver.    Adieu. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CLX. 
From  tbe  King. 

The  camp  of  Molwits,  May  l»  1741. 
Fr  O  M  this  porUtiTC  cityi  fo  light 
lliat  it  (hakes  with  each  gdt  of  the  wind. 
Where  brick,  mortar,  and  ftonc 
Are  unknown; 
Where,  ill  at  our  eafe. 
We  deep  under  trees. 
In  fields  that  »re  gloomily  glorious  9 
Where  Pruilia's  proud  warriors,  ▼i6brioul^ 
Thpr  fugitive  enemies  chafe  | 
From  this  oddly-built  city  I  write. 
Where  cruel  ambition  difplays 
The  blood-dripping  banners  of  Mars, 
To  prove  human  pity  a  farce ; 

I  write  to  my  friend,  who,  redin'd  | 

Qn  the  temperate  bofbm  of  peace,  | 

The  loves  and  the  pleafures  unites  I  I 

The  living  infbufts  and  delights. 
Of  wifdom  the  ftores  to  increafe* 
While  I,  where  contentiofis  are  bred. 
Am  doom'd  to  behold. 
Amid  nations  untold, 
Heroes  numbered  each  day  with  the  de^d  { 

This  is  all  my  warlike  mufe  has  to  fay,  here 
feated  in  a  cold  camp.  I  do  not  dwell  on  the 
delicate  minutiae  of  fenfibility^  for  there  is  no- 
thing refined  in  the  manner  ia  which  we  here 

converfe. 


I 
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converfe.  This  I  continually  regret ;  and,  while 
I  fubjeft  the  obedient  fury  of  my  troops,  it  is 
continually  at  the  expence  of  my  feelings,  which 
(uffer  under  the  ncceflary  evil  which  I  cannot 
avoid  committing. 

Marfhal  de  Belleille  is  come  hither,  with  a 
fuite  of  very  intelligent  meo.  I  imagine  very 
little  underftanding  can  be  left  among  the  French, 
after  what  has  been  exported  by  thefe  gentlemen 
of  the  embaffy .  To  fee  Frenchmen  who  are  not 
lunatics  that  ought  to  be  manacled,  is  thought 
a  very  ftrange  phenomenon  in  Germany,  Such 
are  the  prgudices  of  nations.  Of  thefe  fome 
people  of  genius  rid  themfelves;  but  this  is 
mud  in  which  the  vulgar  are  continually  be- 
mired :  error  is  their  inheritance. 

To  you,  who  combat  error,  be  health,  proi- 
fperity,  and  glory  everlafting ! 

Adieu* 


I^    E    T    T   E    R      CLXr, 
From  M.  de  VQltaire.    . 

V/N  C  E  I  believ'd  one  common  foul  was  outs ; 

Which  yet  is  much,  for  fools  have  none,  we  find  ; 
put  no— fo  vaft,  fo  wondrous  are  your  powers, 

jEarth's  fui^  of  fools  you  might  fupply  with  mind. 

Pallas^ 
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Pallasy 'tisplaiD^youf  politics  din6»  I   '     . 
Your  lyrcy  Apollo  ;  Mars  your  foes  fulijdftsb 
Your  bed  a  gun,  your  canopy  the  iky ; 
Neuperg  and  all  his  hoft  before  you  fly. 

Cacfar,  your  patron,  letters  lo¥*d  and  arts:  Z 

Of  kingdoms  conquered,  and  his  own  deferts^ 
^  He  boldly  wrote  j  and  what  he  wrote  remaiiv^  , 

But  wrote  he  verfes  on  Pharfalia's  plains  ?  . 

Your  pen,  the  flying  Auftrian  in  the  field^ 
You  ardent  feize,  while  yet  your  fword  you  wield : 
This  Iforefaw,  great  king,  nor  would  oppofe ; 
My  genius  yields  fubmiflive  as  your  foes. 

To:>vrite  verfes,  and  charming  verfes,  after 
a  vi<5lor;r^  lire,  is  a  thing  unique  in  its  kind,  and 
was  cdbfequently  refervcd  for  your  majefty.  You 
have  beaten  Neuperg  and  Voltaire.  .  Your  ma- 
jefty ought  to  inclofe  laurel  leaves  in  your  let- 
ters, as  did  the  old  Roman  generals.  At  once 
you  merit  the  triumph  of  the  vidor  and  of  the 
poet,  and  two  laurel  branches  at  leaft*  are  your 
due. 

I  hear  that  Maupertuis  is  at  VienqdT.  I  pity 
him  more  than  any  one ;  but  I  pity  all  who  are 
not  near  yourperfon.  Colonel  Camus,  it  is  faid, 
is  dead,  very  much  vexed  that  he  was  not  killed 
in  your  majefty's  prefence.  Major  KnobertofF 
(whofe  name  I  write  improperly)  has  had  this 
gloomy  honour ;  from  which  God  preferve  your 

majefty  ! 
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majefty !  I  am  certain,  great  king,  of  your  fame; 
but  not  fo  of  your  life.  Amid  how  many  dan- 
gers, and  how  many  labours,  do  you  pafs  this 
glorious  life !  Leagues  to  anticipate  or  break, 
billies  to  procure  or  to  retain,  fieges,  battles, 
plans — fuch  are  the  ails,  fuch  the  trifles  of  a 
hero.  Perhaps  you  will  enjoy  every  thing  ex- 
cept happinefs. 

You  can  make  an  empercr,  prevent  an  em- 
peror Jt>eing  made,  or  make  yourfelf  emperor. 
Should  the  latter  happen,  your  majefty  will  not 
therefore  to  me  be  the  more  facred  *. 

I  am  very  impatient  to  dedicate  Mahomet 
to  that  adorable  majefty.  I  have  had  it  adted 
at  Lifle,  where  it  was  performed  better  than  at 
Paris;  but,  however  great  the  emotions  which 
it  excited,  they  do  not  equal  the  emotions  my 
heaf  t  feels,  when  I  recoUeft  all  your  heroic  ads. 

*  Sacred  is  one  of  the  titles  which  accompany  the  di^tj 
•f  emperor.        T. 


LET- 


190  POSTHUMOUS     WORICS# 

LETTER     CLXII. 

Frcm  the  King. 
The  camp  of  MolwitZi  May  Iji  1741* 

The  Paris  gazettes  affirm  you  are  at 
the  point  of  death,  and  that  madame  du  Chate- 
let  never  moves  from  your  pillow.  They  made 
me  tremble  for  the  life  of  a  man  whom  I  love^ 
at  the  moment  when  the  receipt  of  your  letter 
informed  me  this  fame  man  was  full  of  life^  and 
dill  my  friend. 

It  is  not  my  brother  who  has  been  wounded, 
but  prince  William  my  coufin.  On  this  fortu- 
nate and  unfortunate  day  we  have  loft  many 
good  fubjefts.  I  tenderly  regret  fome  friends^ 
the  memory  of  whom  will  never  be  effaced  from 
my  heart.  Sorrow  for  friends  flain  is  an  evil 
which  Providence  has  deigned  to  annex  to  fuc- 
cefs  in  war,  in  order  to  temper  that  immoderate 
joy  which  is  raifed  by  advantages  gained  over 
our  enemies.  The  lofs  of  brave  men  is  the 
more  fenfibly  felt,  becaufe  the  debt  of  gratitude 
is  due  to  their  manes;  which  is  a  debt  I  never 
(hall  fufficiently  difcharge. 

My  prefent  fituation  will  foon  tead  me,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  into  new  dangers.     Having  fell- 
ed a  tree,  it  is  good  to  cut  away  the  very  roots ; 
5  left 
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left  the  old  ftock  (hould  fend  forth  new  Icions* 
We  have  therefore  to  fee  what  we  can  do  with 
this  tree,  of  which  marihal  Neuperg  may  be  re- 
garded as  the  fap.  I  have  converfed  Aiuch  with 
marfhal  de  Belleifle,  who  in  all  countries  would 
be  what  is  called  a  very  great  man.  In  what 
relates  to  war^  at  leaft,  he  is  a  Newton ;  and  as 
amiable^  in  private  life,  as  he  is  intelligent  and 
profound  in  public  affairs.  He  does  infinite 
honour  to  his  nation,  and  to  the  choice  o[  his 
mafter. 

I  wilh  with  my  whole  heart  to  hear  none  but 
good  news  concerning  you;  in  which  be  per* 
fuaded  no  one  interefts  himfelf  more  than  your 
faithful  friend. 


LETTER      CLXIIL 
From  the  King. 

The  camp  tf  Gtotkau*  June  u  i74k* 

^ATTAINING  cv'ry  art  with  cafe, 

Efpecially  the  ait  to  plea£e  j 

ATohintecr  in  Vcnut'  wan. 

You  who/m  ua  and  our  huflart 

A  thought  beftow ;  who  well  have  told 

Of  Locke  the  fage,  and  Charles  the  bold ; 

Andy  while  you  fing  the  wife  and  brave» 

Of  woaian  are  the  wiQIog  Have ; 

t(ullngy 
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Rdiiigy  though  nil'4,  as  is  bvtt  fit, 

The  reafans  of  vnldom  and  of  wit ;  ,^ 

Accept,  from  camp  in  which  platoons 

Give  fire  for  fire,  and  fierce  dragoons 

Cut,  hack,  and  hew,  that  they  may  dweO 

On  feats  which  they  perfimn  (b  well^^ 

Accept  a  (ketch  <rf  this  our  )ife, 

Exhal'd  in  turbulence  and  ilrife. 

Cxfario  young,  and  Jordan  (hott, 
Have  both  been  here  to  pay  their  court  i 
TuUy  and  Horace  with  them  came. 
And  fome  few  other  folks  of  fiune. 
Wits,  politicians,  here  have  been; 
Heroes  and  marfhals  have  we  feen ; 
Soldiers  we've  view'd,  whofe  worthy  trade 
Ift  impudence,  and  ambufcade ; 
While  falfeh«od,  ftratagem,  and  trap  ; 
Mine,  battery,  battle,  and  mifhap ; 
All  thefe  have  pafs'd  before  our  fight : 
While  Atropos,  with  fiend-like  fpite, 
Has  cut  and  mow'd  down  men  like  grafs. 
And  yet  the  multitude,  that  afs. 
By  nature  faddled  to  be  ridden. 
Has  proudly  march'd  to  death  when  bidden. 

Should  I  be  happier,  what  though  more 
Follies  had  pafs'd  thefe  eyes  before  ? 
With  you  of  wifdom's  cup  to  dnnk ; 
Of  pleafurcs  taile,  yet  tailing  think ; 
With  you  to  live,  converfe,  and  cares  difmifs. 
This,  or  I  know  it  not,  were  perfeA  blifs ! 

Neither  my  brother  nor  theKnobelfdorf,  whom 

jyou  are  acquainted  with,  were  in  the  battle.  The 

4  pcrfons 
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pcrfgns,  who  had  the  misfortune  to  be  killed, 
.  were  one  of  my  coufins,  and  a  major  of  dra-i 
goons,  named  Knobelfdorf. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  oftener,  continue  to 
love  me  ever,  and  be  perfuaded  of  the  efteem  I 
have  for  you.     Adieu. 


LETTER       CLXIV. 
From  the  King. 

The  camp  of  StreUeiii  July  5,  1741. 

The  publication  of  your  hiftory  gives  me  great 
pleafure ;  nor  will  this  be  a  trifling  laurel,  in  ad- 
dition to  thofe  with  which  the  hand  of  immorta- 
lity is  preparing  to  bind  your  brow.  It  is  your 
glory  that  I  cherilh.  I  am  interefted  in  the  Age 
of  Louis  XIVl  I  admire  you  a§  a  philofopher, 
but  I  love  you  much  better  as  a  poet. 

Sublime  id  rapturous  harmony  and  fiie. 
Oh  Horace !  who  would  not  prefer  thy  lyre 
To  thofe  gigantic  flrides  which  pedants  take» 
Who  trade  in  worlds,  and  fleepy  fyftems  make  % 
Who  vainly  fluids,  heat,  and  flir  difled  ; 
And  hunt  for  errors  they  can  ne'er  deteA2 

vol.  VII.  O  One 
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One  man  writes  a  philofophical  romance; 
another  mounts  with  much  difficulty^  and  adjufts 
the  difierent  ramifications  of  a  fyftem  which  is 
che  offspring  of  his  own  (illy  brain. 

In  dreams  let  us  not  lofe  our  time ; 
In  pleafures  we  Ihould  fpead  our  prime. 
Fair  Dcience  little  progrefs  makes. 
By  round  afTertion  and  millakes : 
He  who  would  fe^urch  her  myfteries  out 
Muft  firft  learn  modeftly  to  doubt. 

Hiftory  and  poetry  prefent  the  mmd  with  a 
field  much  more  free^  and  treat  on  fubjefts  more 
capable  of  general  comprehenfion.  The  one 
relates  fads ;  the  other  prefents  plealing  piftures. 
True  philofophy  confifts  in  fortitude  of  foul,  and 
that  perfpicacity  of  mind  which  prevents  us  from 
falling  into  vulgar  errors,  and  believing  in  effedU 
without  a  caufe. 

Yours  no  doubt  is  beautiful  poetry,  and  con- 
tains whatever  has  been  bed  effedted  by  the 
poets  of  antiquity. 

As  graceful  as  the  beauteous  dove. 
Your  mufe  the  mother  feems  of  Love, 
Whenever,  in  language  fweet,  yet  ftrooj;^ 
Love  is  the  fubje^  of  her  fong ; 
Butt  when  of  war  (he  paints  the  courfe^ 
Hers  is  the  dreadful  thunder's  force. 

Tou  and  your  mufe  transform  yourfelves  inta 

what 
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What  you  pleafc ;  but  it  is  not  given  to  all  to  aft 
the  Proteus,  like  you.  We  common  mortals 
are  obliged  to  be  fatisfied  with  that  trifling  talent 
which  avaricious  Nature  has  deigned  to  beflow. 

I  have  no  news  to  fend  you  from  the  camp, 
for  here  we  live  in  the  utmoft  tranquillity.  The 
hufTars  are  the  heroes  of  the  piece,  during  the 
interlude;  while  ambafladofs  harangue  me, 
while  Silefian  cuckoldom  thrives,  and  while 
.&c.   &c. 

My  compliments  to  the  marchionefs.  With 
refpeft  to  yourfclf,  you  cannot  but  be  perfuaded 
of  the  perfed  efteem  and  friendfliip  I  (hall  ever 
maintain  for  you.     FareweL 

P.  S.  Poor  Cefario  is  ill  at  Berlin,  whither  I 
have  fent  him  to  be  cured ;  and  Jordan,  who  is 
jufl:  arrived  From  Berlin,  19  quite -fatigued  with 
the  journey. 


LETTER     CLXV. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Bruflels,  June  191  I74X* 
Of  different  men  how  different  is  the  doom ! 
A  vig'rou*  youthful  eagle,  full  in  plum^ 
(But  not  th'  Imperial ;  he  has  long  furviv'd 
Thoie  daws  and  beak  of  which  he 's  been  deprived) 

0  2  Dating, 
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Daringy  has  glory  wakcn'd  to  renown ; 
Glory  that  flept  far  diftant  from  the  throne* 
A  cunning  fox  *  lies  watchful,  in  his  den. 
For  chickens,  ftraying  from  the  clacking  hen« 
An  artlefs  dove,  nor  warrior  he,  nor  knave. 
In  antique  dove-coat  feeks  himfelf  to  fave. 
This  dove  forlorn  am  I ;  far  off  I  view 
The  royal  bird  the  timid  flocks  purfue. 
Ah !  Were  I  Icfs  a  dove,  and  did  I  dare. 
How  would  I  rife  and  cleave  the  yielding  air ! 
How  would  I  hover  o'er  my  hero's  head ! 
Nay  haply  too,  o'erta'en,  in  mortal  dread, 
Stript,  pillag'd  by  huifars,  like  Maupertuis, 
Neuperg  I  might  in  plight  diftrefsful  fee  ; 
Recalling  to  his  mind  how  great  his  foe. 
With  plaintive  fong,  might  foothe  him  in  his  woe. 

Pleafures  fo  fweetj  and  glory  like  to  this. 
Accords  not  hcav'n  my  pray'rs,  nor  grants  fuch  blifs- 
But,  what  though  wings  of  eagles  are  denied> 
Your  progrefs  to  attend  is  Fancy's  pride. 
With  you  fhe  marches  to  the  proud  Breflau, 
To  Molwitz-field,  and  ramparts  of  Glogau. 
From  Vidi Vy's  wing  fhe  fees  you  pluck  the  quill. 
With  which,  on  head  of  drum,  you  write  at  will. 
In  fportive  eafe,  with  didion  neat  and  terfe. 
The  playful  fidion,  and  the  wealthy  verfe. 

Hindford  and  Ginkel,  ye  of  barb'rous  name, 
That  put  the  cadence  of  my  verfe  to  (hame. 
Wherefore  approach  him  thus,  with  ftudied  art  ? 
Or  wherefore,  Valori,  thy  fchemes  impart, 
Theirs  counterafting  ?  Know  ye  not  your  wiles. 
Your  prefling  arguments,  and  court-fet  fmileS) 
To  him  familiar,  nothing  can  avail  ? 
He  knows  on  which  fide  int'refl  turns  the  fcale  ; 

*  CardinaldeFleuri.        T. 
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What  friend  or  treaty's  moft  with  wifdom  fraught*: 
Iq  pow'r  a  king,  a  king  in  a£^  and  thought. 
The  wonder  of  the  world>  the  firft  of  men, 
Both  with  the  fword  he  governs,  and  the  pen. 

His  pen  indeed  is  my  delight,  and  pride : 
Th'  affairs  and  fools  that  fwim  down  each  day's  tide 
Having  difpatch'd  ;  of  politics  and  war. 
Of  envoy,  plenipo,  ambaffador, 
(Deceivers  aU,  and  often  all  deceiv'd) 
Of  camps  prefcrib'd,  of  marches,  guards  relieved. 
Poltroon  difgrac'd,  the  warrior  brave  preferr'd, 
Of  bread,  and  oats,  and  forage  having  heard ; 
Thefe  and  five  hundred  other  imps  of  care 
Difpatch'd — I  fay,  he  writes  to  me,  Voltaire ; 
Forgetting  all  the  fplendors  of  a  crown, 
With  lighten'd  heart  and  happy  fits  he  down  ^ 
His  crowding  thoughts  no  intermiffion  know. 
And  fweetly  does  the  verfe  begin  to  flow, 

George,  Louis,  Charles,  are  high-born  kings,  and  great ; 
But  poets  I  prefer  to  pomp  and  fiate  : 
Nor  Bourbon's  fons,  nor  Auftria's  daughters,  ?*er 
Compos'd  one  verfe,  to  cafe  my  heart  of  care. 
I  prize  not  fceptres,  globes,  or  anceftry ; 
Or  let  them  rhyme,  or  they're  no  kings  for  me, 
Frederic,  write  on,  with  wits  and  foes  contend  } 
Be  ftill  a  warrior,  but  be  fliU  my  friend. 

The  moft  profaic  of  your  fervants,  fire,  can 
rhyme  no  more^  I  am  at  prefcnt  deep  in  hif- 
tory,  which  daily  becomes  more  dear  to  me, 
perceiving  as  I  do  the  illuftrious  rank  you  there 
will  hold.     I  forefee  that  your  majefty  will  fome 

O  3  day 
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day  atnufe  yourfelf  with  writing  the  narrative 
of  your  two  campaigns.  Happy  the  man  wl^o 
fhall  be  your  fccrctary;  and  thrice  happy  he 
who  (hall  be  your  reader.  It  is  for  Csefar  to 
write  his  own  commentaries.  1  entreat  jou^ 
mefiieurs  de  la  Croze  and  Jordan,  lend  me  your 
old  books,  and  your  new  lights,  to  difcover  the 
ancient  truths  I  feek.  -  But,  when  I  attempt  tq 
write  the  age  of  Frederic,  permit  me  to  have  re- 
courfe  immediately  to  our  hero.  Oh  !  Jordan, 
how  happy  art  thou  !  Thou,  who  feeft  this  hero, 
and  haft  befide  a  noble  library. 

Not  fo  I :  here  have  I  no  hero,  and  very  few 
books.  I  am  induftrious  neverthelefs ;  for  the 
indolent  are  not  formed  to  give  Frederic  ple^^ 
fure, 

H18  noble  ardour  wakes,  in  me. 
The  a6Uvc  foul  of  iodufby. 
For  adion  heaven  men  decreed  $ 
To  labour  fome,  and  fome  to  bleed: 
King,  poet,  ploughman,  warrior,  prieft. 
By  labour  find  their  joys  increas'd. 
My  hero's  joys  how  num'rous  then ; 
All  life,  all  ad,  the  firft  of  men ! 

Of  your  majefty,  of  your  humanity,  of  your 
aftivity,  of  your  underftanding,  and  of  your 
hearty  I  am  the  admirer  and  the  fubjed. 


LET. 
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,       LETTER     CLXVI. 
From  tbf  King. 

The  camp  of  Itrehlen,  July  32,  1741. 

After  the  fcntencc  which  you  have  pronounced, 
feated  on  your  Helicon^  I  muft  only  write  to  you 
in  verfe.  Of  this  I  take  advantage,  that  I  may 
win  your  affeftions.  Were  you  the  mediator 
between  me  and  the  queen  of  Hungary,  I  would 
plead  my  caufe  in  verfe;  and  my  old  rhyming 
documents  (hould  ferve  as  the  amufement  of  my 
pacificator.  There  certainly  will  not  be  fo  much 
of  hiatus,  in  the  hiftory  which  you  are  writing,  ' 
as  there  is  of  void  in  our  campaign.  But  our 
inactivity  will  not  long  continue;  though  we 
iufpend  the  blow,  it  is  but  to  iUike  in  a  more 
(ertain  and  more  remirkable  manner. 

To  you  I  recommend  the  interefts  of  the  di- 
vine age  which  you  fo  elegantly  depift.  I  would 
rather  have  written  this  work  than  have  gained 
9^  hundred  battles. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.    When  you  made  war 

on  your  bookfellers  and  your  other  enemies  I 

O4  wrote} 
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wrote ;  and  at  prcfcnt,  while  you  write,  I  am  at 

cut  and  thruft  :  but  fo  goes  the  world. 

Doubt  not  of  the  perfedl  friendlhip  with  which 

I  am  entirely  yours. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CLXVII. 
JFrcm  M.  de  Voltain. 


I 
I 

Bniflcliy  Aufuft,  5,  1741.  | 


In  genius  prcmaturcy  fublime^ 
Pamaifian  heights  with  eafe  you  climb, 

Nor  let  nor  hindrance  meet : 
O'er  war  and  death  you  tow'ring  fly ; 
Of  verfe  the  dangers  you  defy ; 

Nor  Fear  nor  know  defeat. 

Of  Fame  the  favoured  lover,  you 
Wifh  I  (hould  hift'ry's  path  purfue. 

And  glorious  deeds  recite ; 
While,  from  the  temple  of  renown. 
On  vift'ry's  wing,  you  deign  look  ddwn. 

To  guide  me  as  I  write. 

But  up,  'tis  yours  ;  oh  arduous  tafk  ! 
Of' you  to  paint  thofe  beams  we  afk 

Which  round  your  vifage  blaze. 
Thus  Caefar  wrote  ;  thus  Cacfar  fought ; 
And  him,  in  mighty  dped  and  thought, 

You  rival  j  we  but  praife. 
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Lo  with  what  gofpel  complaifance         ■ 
Our  mild  king-cardinal  of  France, 

That  mildnefs  to  denote. 
With  cannon,  bombs,  and  pioneers, 
Four  armies  fends,  tow'rd  our  frontiers. 

Peace  folely  to  promote. 

Not  he,  but  Jordan  is  my  pride. 
With  impious  Englifhman  allied. 

On  bigots  war  to  make  ; 
That  gloom-bred  idol  to  deftroy 
Which  knaves  knew  fook  might  beft  decoy, 

And  bid  the  world  awake. 

The  royal  fage,  as  brave  as  good, 
Julian  the  wife,  well  underftood 

How  dang'rous  priefUy  pride : 
This  he  had  rooted  from  the  world. 
Its  gods  and  altars  dovm  had  hurl'd, 

But  that  too  ipon  be  died. 

Of  truth  be  thou  the  riGng  fun ; 
Conclude  the  work  by  him  begun ; 

Fair  freedom's  thine  to  give : 
Let  indignation  nobly  rife ! 
Of  zeal,  with  all  her  hell-bom  lyes. 

Break  thou  the  chains,  and  hve. 

A  fage  and  monarch,  why  fhouldft'thow 
Fear  what  thy  fathers  *  durfl  avow  ? 

Or  why  thy  wrath  fubduc  ? 
They  found  too  long  they'd  been  enflav'd, 
And,  pious  curfes  having  braVd, 

Chaftia'd  the  monkifh  crew, 

*  The  anccftors  pf  Frederic,  in  the  fourteenth  century, 
•xpeUed  the  priefts* 

More 
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More  pditic,  alai !  thas  thtj, 
ThoQ  foUj  leav*fl  die  lawful  pirj 

Of  that  deceitful  race. 
Fanatics^  feiVd  with  fean,  long'  flnce 
Complain'd  that  thou,  a  chriftian  prinpei 

Hadft  little  chriftian  grace. 

From  all  their  T^hims  and  vice  exempt  ^ 
^ou  turn*ft  away,  in  juft  contempt^ 

And  Icav'ft  them  to  their  will : 
fhua  Folly  plum'd  o'er  Wifdom  reigns^ 
^d  vulgar  prejudice  remain^ 

pf  kings  the  tyrant  ftilL 

Thus  your  majefty  combats  only  with  princes, 
and  leaves  Jordan  to  oppofe  the  facred  errors  of 
this  world.  Since  he  could  not  become  a  poetji 
)n  your  majefly's  company,  may  his  profe  be 
worthy  of  the  king  whom  both  he  and  I  are  am* 
bitious  to  imitate.  I  flatter  myfelf  that  Siiefi^ 
will  produce  a  good  work>  againft  what  yoq 
wot  of. 

After  having  read  the  beautifiil  verfes  which 
you  fent  me,  from  the  environs  of  ]Neifs,  I 
pannot  but  remark  that,  had  notyour  majefty  hap- 
pened to  go  to  Silefia,  French  verfes  would  cer- 
tainly never  have  been  there  written.  I  imagine 
that  you  are  more  occupied  than  ever  at  prefent: 
but  this  does  not  terrify  me ;  and,  having  re» 
peived  fuch  charming  verfes  from  you  the  day 

after 
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after  a  viftory^  there  is  nq  ipiraclc  that  will  afta- 
|u(h  me. 

I  dp  not  jccafe  to  hope  th«  I  Ihall  be  fortu? 
pate  enough  to  obtain  a  narrative  of  your  can^r 
paigns ;  like  as  I  obtained  one  of  yoyr  joprncy 
f o  Strafburg,  &c. 


LETTER      CLXVIII, 
From  the  Kingn 

Th^  camp  of  Reichenbacbf  Augnft  a^,  17^ 
\rO  deanfle  th'  Augean  ftabk  wherefore  doom 
My  feeble  arm  ?  Madrid^  Geneva,  Rome| 
Broceffionty  inquifitioni,  autos,  bulls, 
With  all  their  hydra-feds,  can  I  itpulfe} 
Ah  1  Know  me  better,  fnend ;  nor  once  bdierc 
In  miradesy  which  I  ihall  ne'er  achi<rve ! 

That  ancient  monfter,  which  the  world  adoret, 
ReUgion,  whofe  falfe  aid  falfe  fear  implores. 
By  Ignorance  begotten  on  Caprice, 
pf  yore  was  chas'd,  by  dauntlefs  Truths  thro'  Graece; 
In  terror  too,  at  Rome,  ihe  (hrieking  fled 
When  bold  Lucretius'  fwofd  hung  o'er  her  head. 

Even  you,  though  arm'd  with  ridicule  and  wit, 
Defirous  (he  to  reafon  fhouldfubmit, 
Wifhing  (he  might  the  world  no  niore  annoy, 
Ev'n  you  in  vain  the  forc'refs  would  deftroy ! 
Biiao's  wayward  age,  once  prejudiced  in  youth, 
puts  more  £uth  in  the  gofpd  than  in  truth* 

Indeed 
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Indeed  dame  Nature,  when  (he  deign'd  dcvifc 

The  thing  call'd  man,  ne'er  meant  to  make  him  wife* 

Logic  to  teach,  and  bid  him  underiland. 
Were  labour  loft,  on  ox  that  ploughs  the  land. 
'Twere  wifer  far  to  gain  the  hard-fought  field. 
And  conqueft  fnatch  from  foe  full  loath  to  yield  ; 
To  crulh  to  duft,  where  dangers  dire  prefide. 
The  fcorpion  Envy,  and  the  viper  Pride ; 
To  conquefts  end  that  long  have  been  begun. 
And  win  that  great  renown  our  great  forefathers  won. 

Unworthy  common-fenfe  fhould  interpofe, 
In  error's  dreams  leave  we  the  world  to  dofc. 
What  are  its  dreams  to  me,  if  I  but  hear 
Thy  verfe  mellifluous  ftrike  my  ravifh'd  ear  ? 
Gr  if  returning  peace  and  Pallas  bring 
To  me  the  arts,  and  thee,  on  willing  wing  ? 
Through  vale  and  grove  we'll  ftray,  till  foliage  brown 
Shall  bid  us  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  town. 

Abjuring  Mars,  and  Tear's  dcftruAive  pow'rs. 
Epicurean  tranfports  Hiall  be  ours : 
And  while  our  joys  in  flowing  cups  we  quaff. 
At  madmen  and  at  madmen's  fchemes  we'll  laugh* 
Be  metaphyfics  yours,  ye  babbling  crew ; 
ProjeAors,  the  perpetual  motion  is  your  due  ; 
Ye  quacks,  the  grand  eUxir  find  and  vend ) 
Ye  ftatcfmen,  Machiavel  (hall  be  your  friend : 
Elt6l  of  God  and  Chrift,  the  grace  divine 
And  faith  be  yours ;  be  this  world's  bleifings  mine ; 
•Contented  I  with  wifdom,  wit,  and  love, 
To  you  I  leave  the  joys  of  heav'n  above. 

Jordan  tranflates  his  Englifli  author  with  the 

ikme  fidelity  as  the  feventy  tranflated  the  Bible- 

2  I  imagine 
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I  imagine  the  work  will  foon  be  finifhed.  There 
are  fo  many  excellent  things  which  may  be  faid 
againft  religion,  that  I  am  afloniOied  they  (hould 
not  enter  the  minds  of  all  people.  But  men  are 
not  made  for  truth.  I  regard  them  as  a  herd  of 
deer,  in  the  park  of  a  great  lord ;  and  fuppofe 
their  only  fundion  is  to  well  people  their  inclo- 
fure, 

I  imagine  we  (hall  foon  fight.  This  is  mad 
work!  But  what  is  to  be  done^  We  muft  be 
mad  fome  time  in  our  lives. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Write  to  me  oftener; 
but  take  care  not  to  be  offended,  (hould  I  not 
have  time  to  anfwer  you;  Of  my  fentiments 
you  cannot  be  ignorant. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CLXIX. 

i 

From  M.  de   Voltaire. 

Circy,  December  a i,  1741. 

Pale  torch  of  winter,  father  of  old  Earth, 
To  whom  'tis  faid  we  poets  owe  our  birth, 
Dwarfs  tho'  too  oft  we  are ;  fay,  glorious  fun ! 
Why  at  fuch  diftance,  ere  the  year's  begun, 
Lcav'ft  thou  Bcilin  ?  Know  that  within  her  walls 
Lives  th^  fam'd  youth  the  world  its  wonder  calls  I 

Withii 
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t^thiQ  His  glowing  heart  and  mind»  I  gnuit> 
Bright  flames  the  fire  thou  fuiTer'ft  u$  to  want* 
L09  as  thou  flieft  our  black'ning  hemifphere^ 
The  vanquifli'd  walls  of  Neifs  his  laws  revere  I 

Ah,  wherefore  tow'rd  the  burning  torrid  ftra^^ 
its  dark  nymphs  yifit  with  thy  blaie  of  day? 
From  eaftem  chambers  come  iUuftrious  forth  ; 
My  hero  imitate,  (hine  out  and  blefs  the  north  I 

Thus,  fire,  did  I  this  morning  addrefs  myfclf  to 
your  comrade  the  fun,  which  is  certainly  the  foul 
of  a  part  of  this  world.  I  (hould  have  faid  much 
more  to  him,  concerning  your  majefty,  had  I  the 
lame  facility  in  writing  poetry  which  I  no  Ion* 
ger,  but  which  you  fo  perfeftly  poflefs.  I  have 
received  the  verfes  which  you  wrote  at  Neils 
with  as  much  eafe  as  you  took  the  town.  This 
little  anecdote,  added  to  the  lines  which  your 
humanity  fent  me  immediately  after  the  viftory 
of  Molwitz,  will  one  day  furnifh  very  fingular 
memoirs  for  the  aid  of  hiftory. 

Louis  XIV.  took  Franche  Comtc,  during  the 
winter;  but  he  neither  gave  battle  nor  wrote 
verfes," in  the  camp  before  Dole,  or  before  Be- 
fan9on.  I  therefore  take  the  liberty  to  inform 
your  majefty  that  the  hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.  ap- 
^ared  to  me  a  circle  too  confined ;  I  have  dif- 
covered  that  Frederic  will  enlarge  the  fpherc  of 
my  ideas.  The  verfes  which  your  majefty  wrote, 
at  Neifs,  refemble  thofc  which  Solomon  made, 
\s^  all  his  glory,  when,  having  tried  all,  he  faid  . 
.3  — ^^AU 
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— ^*  All  is  vanity  !"  True  k  is  the  good  man 
talked  thus,  furrounded  by  three  hundred  wives^ 
and  feven  hundred  concubines;  and  without 
having  fought  battles,  or  laid  iiege.  But  no 
offence,  (ire,  to  Solomon  and  you,  or  ratho*  to 
you  and  Solomon,  lee  him  fay  what  he  wili^ 
there  is  fomething  real  in  this  world* 

Of  conqueft  tir^d»  and  war's  a]anin» 
Return  t'enjoy  the  Mufes'  charms : 
Return,  and  give  the  brave  and  bar 
To taftc of pleafure,  aftercare! 
To  be  vldorious,  lov'd,  and  fear'dy 
In  war  renown'd,  in  peace  revered ; 
Of  private  Ii&  the  charm  and  pride. 
The  people's  boaft,  the  kingdom's  guide. 
The  man  of  boiinefs,  and  the  bard 
Whom  Greece  and  Rome  would  deign  ivwaxxi^ 
And  whom  pofterity  (hall  own 
Worthy  ahkc  the  lyre  and  thrones- 
All  thefe  to  be  might  fure  content 
Each  wiih  that  fancy  could  invent ! 
And  he  who  has  them  wett  may  deem— » 
Fleafure  is  not  all  a  dream* 

Your  majefty  has  performed  many  things  in  a 
fliort  time.  I  am  perfuaded  no  perfon  on  earth 
is  more  occupied,  or  more  hurried  away  by  a 
variety  of  affairs,  of  every  kind.  But,  with  fuch 
a  capacious  genius,  which  embraces  every  kind 
of  fubjed,  you  fail  not  to^prcfervc  that  fuperio- 

rity 
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tereft  to  court.  Wc  arc  ridiculed,  ccnfufcd,  or 
fatirized  by  gazette  writers ;  our  reputation  is 
mercilefsly  torn  by  our  neighbours  ;  and  we  arc 
configned  over  to  all  tlfe  fiends,  while  we  are 
loaded  with  proteftations  of  friend(hip«  But 
fuoh  is  mainkind;  and  fuch  are,  in  grofs,  the 
affairs  by  which  I  am  occupied. 

Now  tell  <me  whether  you  have  any  inclina- 
tioci  to  barter  poetjry  for  politics  !  The  only  re- 
fetnblanoe  between  them  is,  that  both  politicians 
tod  poets  are  the  fport  of  the  public ;  and  the 
fubjcd  of  farirc  to  their  refpedkive  fraternities. 

The  d^f  after  to-morrow  I  (hall  depart  for 

Remufbei^,  ^gain  to  take  up  the  crook  and  the 

lyre.    Heaven  grant  I  never  more  may  lay  them 

ddwnl  From  <Jbis  fwect  folitude  lihall  write  to 

you  wkh  mor^  tranquillity  of  mind  ;  and  per* 

hap6  Calliope  again  may  vifit  me. 

I  am  wholly  yours, 

TFREDERIC 


LEI^ 
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LETTER       CtXXL 
Fr^m  tht  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Ohnutc,  Feb.  3, 1 742. 

1  HE  wandering  demon,  by  which  I  have 
hitherto  been  polTeiled,  has  led  me  to  Olmutz, 
TO  repair  thofe  errors  which  my  allies  are  (aid  to 
'  h^ve  committed.  I  know  not  what  will  be  the 
confequence ;  but  I  know  that  mine  is  an  erratic 
ftar.  What  can  you  exped  from  a  brain  wholly 
ftcrfTedwith  hay,  oats,  and- chopped  ftraw^  I 
fancy  the  only  rhimes  I  (hall  at  prefent  be  able 
to  make  will  all  end  in  hay  and  pay,  oat  and 
inoat,  ftraw  and  claw,  &c. 

Leave  awhile  the  winds  to  howl ; 
Wait  till  Mara  (hall  ceafe  to  fcowl ; 
Wait  till  Peace,  with  all  her  arts, 
Jocund  for  Berlin  departs. 
Mufe,  I  miift  mf  pipe  refign, 
Mufe»  tin  thou,  with  art  divine, 
Bidding  air  with  raptures  fwcll, 
Shalt  the  trumpet's  difcord  quelL 

Perhaps  I  put  you  off  to  a  very  di(bmt  day ; 
nothing  however  can  be  done  at  prefent,  aad 
from  an  ill  pay-mafler  you  muft  take  what  you 
can  get. 

Fa  lam 
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I  am  now  reading,  or  rather  devouring,  your 
Age  of  Louis  the  Great.  If  you  love  me,  fend 
me  what  you  have  further  written  of  that  work^ 
which  is  my  fole  confolation,  my  recreation^ 
my  delight.  Employed,  as  you  are,  in  fol- 
lowing your  inclinations,  and  indulging  your 
genius,  have  pity  on  a  political  manufafturer, 
who  works  only  from  neceffity. 

Could  it  have  been  fuppofed,  my  dear  Vd- 
taire,  that  a  child  of  the  Mufes  was  deftined, 
in  conjunction  with  a  dozen  grave  madmen^ 
who  are  called  great  politicians,  to  turn  For» 
cube's  grand  wheel  for  all  Europe  ?  It  is  an  au* 
thentic  fad  notwithftanding ;  nor  is  it  any  great 
honour  to  Providence. 

I  recoiled,  on  this  occafion,  the  tale  told 
of  a  parfon,  to  whom  a  peafant  fpoke  of  his 
facramental  god  with  an  idiotic  veneration— 
"  Plhaw  !".faid  tlic  good  prieft;  "  you  imagine 
*'  a  great  deal  more  than  is  true.  I,  who  make 
'*  fuch  things,  and  fell  them  by  dozens,  know 
•*  their  intrinfic  value.** 

A  fuperftitious  idea  is  ufually  entertained  by 
the  world,  concerning  the  great  revolutions  of 
empires ;  but  thofe  who  are  behind  the  fcenes 
generally  know  that  the  moft  magical  changes 
are  cffefted  by  the  finjpleft  machinery,  and  by 
dirty  fcene-fliifters,  who,  were  they  to  appear 

fuch 
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iuch  as  they  are^  would  draw  on  themfelves  the 
indignation  of  the  public. 

Artifice^  ill  faith^  and  duplicity^  are  unfor* 
tunately  the  prevailing  charaderiftics  of  mod 
men  who  are  at  the  head  of  nations,  to  which 
they  ought  to  ferve  as  examples.  It  is  very 
Jiumiliating  that  the  ftudy  of  the.  human  heart, 
in  fuch  people,  does  but  lead  me  a  thoufand 
times  to  regret  my  dear  retreat,  my  friends,  the 
art8>  and  independence. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.     Perhaps  I  (hall  one 
day  recover  all  that  I  have  at  prefenc  loft.  I  am, 
with  all  the  fentimencs  which  you  can  imagine. 
Your  faithful  friend, 

FREDERIC; 


LETTER      CLXXIL 

prom  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Ma^h^^tma. 

I  FEAR  to  write  to  you ;  for  I  have  no 
intelligence  to  fend,  except  fuch  as  you  care 
but  little  for,  or  fuch  as  you  abhor. 

Were  I,  for  example,  to  fay— ^"  The  nations 

««  of  the  two  kingdoms  of  Germany  have  left 

<«  their  dwellings,  to  play  the  cut*throat  with 

p  5  "other 
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*'  Other  nations^  of  the  very  names  of  wWch 
"  they  are  ignorant ;  and  that  they  march  for 
*•  thw  purpofe  into  diftant  lands,  bccaufe  their 
•*  matters  have  entered  into  a  contract  with  an- 
**  other  prince,  and  becaufe  two  of  thefc  princes 
•*  have  combined  together  to  murder  a  third"— 
You  would  reply— ^*  They  are  lunatics!  They 
**  are  fools !  They  are  raging  mad !  thus  to 
«  yield  to  the  caprices  and  the  barbarity  of  their 
*'  didators."  Were  I  to  inform  you  that — ^«  We 
•*  arc  moft  carefully  preparing  to  batter  down 
•*  walls  which  have  been  built  up  at  a  prodi- 
*^  gious  cxpence ;  that  we  are  reaping  where 
•*  we  have  not  fown ;  and  that  we  aft  the  matter 
*'  where  no  one  is  ttrong  enough  to  refift  us*'— • 
You  would  exclaim — "Ohbarbarians !  Robben ! 
^*  Inhuman  as  you  are,  the  wicked  (hall  not  in* 
•«  herit  the  kingdom  of  heaven/'— According 
to  St.  Matthew,  chapter  the  twelfth,  vcrfe  the 
twenty- fourth*. 

Since  I  forefec  all  you  would  fay  to  me  on 
fuch  fubjefts,  I  fliall  not  mention  them  to  you. 
I  (hall  fatisfy  myfeif  with  informing  you  that  a 
half  madman,  of  whom  you  have  heard  mention 
by  the  name  of  the  king  rf  Pru(Sa,  being  told 
that  the  provinces  of  his  ally,  the  emperor,  had 

*  This  i$  a  fimcifol,  not  an  aqpurale i  qaota^n^       T. 

been 


been  ruined  by  the  queen  of  Hungary,. flew  to 
his  affiftance ;  that  he  has  joined  his  forces  with 
tbofc  of  the  king  of  Poland,  to  mak?  a  djveriion 
into  Lower  Auftria ;  and  thatt  he  has  been  fo 
very  fuccefsful,  that  he  fliortly  expeds  to  induce 
the  principal  forces  of  the  queen  of  Hungary  to 
enter  into  the  fervice  of  his  ally. 

This,  fay  you,  is  generous !  This  is  heroic  ! 
Yet,  my  dear  Voltaire,  this  piAure  and  the 
former  are  one  and  the  fame.  It  is  the  fame 
woman,  firft  feen  in  her  night- cap»  and  after- 
ward bedecked  and  painted. 

Under  how  many  different  faces  are  Abjefts 
feen !  How  much  do  the  judgments  of  men 
vary!  At  night  they  condemn  what  in  the 
morning  they  approved.  The  fame  fun  which 
delighted  them  at  riling,  wearies  them  at  fet- 
ting.  Hence  the  fame  of  thofo  which  is  firft 
coirfirmed,  afterward  deftroyed,  and  then  once 
again  re-eftabli(hed.  We  arc  mad  enough  to 
bufy  ourfelves,  during  our  whole  lives,  in  the 
acquifition  of  fame.  Is  it  poffible  we  Ihoul4  thus 
continue  to  be  cheated  by  fuch  counterfeit  coin, 
when  it  is  fo  well  known  ? 

I  do  not  write  in  verfe  to  you,  becaufe  I  have 

not  time  to  meafure  out  fyllables  by  the  foot. 

Suffer  me  to  remind  you  of  the  Hiftory  of 

Louis  XIV,;  and  obferve'I  threaten  you  with 

P*4  excom- 
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excommunication  from  ParnafluSj  if  you  do  nof 
finifli  the  work. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Let  mc  entreat 
you  to  beftpw  a  little  love  on  the  renegado  f!x>iu 
Apollo,  who  has  enlifted  under  Bellona.  Per- 
haps he  may  one  day  return  to  the  fervice  o€ 
hi?  old  niafter. 

I  am  your  admirer,  and  friend, 

'      FREDERIC. 
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ffim  the  King. 

Set  up  on  bridges^  hills,  highways, 
Here  wooden  faints  wait  worthy  praife 
From  (hiv'ring  beggar,  who  attends, 
Froft-bittcn  blows  his  finger-ends. 
And  prays,  and  hopes  he  may  fuppreft 
His  hunger  by  his  holinefs.  ' 

Here  each  Bohemian  poterit  count, 
Whofe  anceftors  to  Adam  mount,  ! 

While  hunting  he  high  featj  achieves^  ' 
To  ftarve  his  vaflals  kindly  leaves : 
On  horfe  and  dog  he  waftes  his  pelf. 
Till  finally  he  ftarves  himfelt 

Fat  friars  how  learned,  fir!  In  what? 
The  fav'ry  fumes  of  fpit  and  pot. 

Augh^ 
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^oght  of  the  poor»  their  wants  and  woesi   ' 
Sheir  me  a  monk  or  pri^^  who  knows : 
The  weak  aftd  w^thy  are  their  tools, 
Themfelves  the  deities  of  fpols. 

Your  Frenchipcn,  although  they  are  yaM/ning 
in  Bohemi^y  are  not  jt^e  lefs  amiable  and  fatiri- 
fal.  F^erhaps  they  are  the  only  people  who  cap 
findy  In  nusfortyne  itCelf^  a  foprcp  of  mirth 
and  pleafantry.  Marshal  de  ^roglio  called  (p 
loudly  for  help  {bat  I  w^  induced  ^o  hailen  p 
his  aid;  find  this  h  the  reafon  that  Mofavja 
muft  lie  uncultivated  till  autpmn.  Yoq  aik  a\e 
fyr  what  length  pf  time  have  meiHeurs  my  com* 
rades  ^reed  to  ruin  the  earth.  To  whicli  X 
anfwer,  I  cannot  tell :  bi^t  that,  at  prefefit,  it  is 
the  fafhion  tQ  n^a^e  war ;  and  that  probably  tl^s 
qvill  long  continue  to  be  (he  faihion. 

The  abbi  de  Saint  Pierre^  who  diftipguifhes 
me  fo  far  ai  to  i^onour  me  with  his  correfpond- 
jcnce^  has  fent  me  a  mofl  excellent  tfeatife,  Qn 
(he  means  of  reftoring  peace  to  all  Europe,  and 
pn  the  manner  of  preferving  it  continually.  The 
thing  is  exceedingly  pradicable;  nor  is  any 
thing)  except  the  confent  of  all  Europe,  and 
fome  other  fuch-like  trifles,  wanting  for  its  ac* 
complilhment. 

How  much  am  I  indebted  to  you,  my  dear 

yoltaire,  for  the  very  great  pleafure  which  you 

3  ;  promifc 
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promife  me^  in  giving  me  to  hope  that  1  fliall 
foon  receive  the  Hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.!  Ac- 
cuflomed  as  I  am  to  this  indulgence^  I  aqi  avari* 
cioufly  defirous  of  your  works.  Do  not  difap- 
point  me,  dear  Voltaire.  I  wifli  to  learn  them 
by  rote ;  for,  without  you,  there  is  no  £dvatioii. 
in  the  heaven  of  literature. 

You  think  perhaps  I  have  not  troubles  enough^ 
and  that  it  was  neceffary  to  alarm  mc  concerniDg 
your  health.  It  is  your  duty  to  be  more  carefiil 
of  yourfelf.  Let  me  entreat  you  to  recoiled  hoir 
much  this  fubjeft  interefts  me,  and  how  encir^ 
you  ought  to  be  attached  to  this  world,  o(  which 
you  are  the  delight. 

Refl:  afTured  that  the  life  I  lead  has  effe&ed 
no  change  in  my  charader,  nor  in  my  manner 
of  thinking.  I  dill  love  Remufberg,  and  tran- 
quiliity ;  but  we  are  obliged  to  attend  to  our 
ocaipations  in  this  world,  and  to  make  our 
duties  our  pleafures. 

Peace  being  made,  wife  Maupertuis  once  more^ 
Induftrious  Algarotti,  and  the  lore 
By  deep  refearch  and  midnight  labour  brought, 
(A  mafs  of  wxfdom,  and  a  mine  of  thought ! ) 
Adding  the  Loves,  the  Graces,  and  the  Wiles, 
Which  CYCT  wait  on  blooming  Beauty's  (miles ; 
Adding  the  Arts,  whofe  pleafures  ne'er  can  doj, 
Thefc,  and  retreat,  oh,  how  (hall  I  enjoy ! 
Yet  thefe  will  allbejoylefs,  fhould  Vohaire 
Refufe  the  rich,  the  godlike  feaH  to^ai^. 

Being 


Being  on  the  point  of  contLnaing  my  march, 
I  have  not  time^to  fay  more. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.  Forget  not  the  poor 
Ixion,  who  is  labouring  like  a  miferable  wretch 
at  the  great,  wheel  of  politics ;  but  whofe  ad- 
xniratioA  of  you  is  equal  to  his  affS^ion. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER      CLXXIV. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  ApriU  1742. 

vy  HILE  I  was  ill,  your  n^ajefty  per- 
formed a  greater  number  of  fine  a<ftion$  than  I 
fuffercd  fits  of  the  fercr.    1  cannot  anfwer  your 
.  inajefty's  laft  favours.     Where  am  I  to  addrcfs 
my  letter;  ta  Vienna,  to  Prefbur^,  or  to  Temef- 
war  ?  It  is  poQible  that  you  are  in  one  of  thefe 
cities.     And  if  there  be  any  being  who  can  be 
in  feveral  places  at  once,  it  is  certainly  you ;  as 
being  a  king,  confequcntly  the  image  of  the 
Deity,  and  moreover  a  moft  thinking  and  aftive 
image.  In  fine,  fire,  I  have  not  written,  becaufe  I 
was  in  bed  while  your  majefty  was  galloping 
over  the  fnow,  in  chafe  of  fame. 

lu 
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la  tint  ftnuigc  country^  half  loterrM, 
Where  e'en  your  fame  muft  ne'er  be  heardt 
r^e  lately  been,  or  foon  mufl  bey 
As  all  our  wifeft  quacks  agree : 
A  land  where  traVUers  never  nfc 
To  teU  their  lyes,  or  tell  their  newt  | 
A  land  to  which  you  daily  fend 
The  bodiiis  both  of  foe  and  friend; 
While  fouls  of  paqdoursi  gruff  and  gluniB 
To  heU  pack  off  by  beat  of  drum ; 
^  land  which  Chriftian,  Turk,  and  Jew, 
pefcribe  at  if  they  really  knew ; 
Whofe  limits  learned  dodors  teach. 
Whenever  leaned  doAors  preach. 

80  win  your  Paris  politkiaa 
Sit,  with  {atiric  inquifition, 
On  Fredericy  Flanders,  France,  i^nd  Greece} 
On  Rome,  and  home,  and  war,  and  peace : 
Of  all  that 's  bad,  and  all  that  *$  good 
.  Will  talk  as  if  he  underftood; 
So  volubly  his  jargon  vending. 
As  he  the  world's  rights  were  defending : 
With  arms,  alarms,  and  wife  difcourfe, 
Waa  ne'er  fo  ftuff'd  the  Trojap  horfe, 

I  have  only  fet  one  foot  on  the  Stygian  fhore: 
but  I  was  exceedingly  forry  to  fee  the  nun^erous 
wretches  that  came  there,  to  demand  a  paflage ; 
.fomc  from  Scharding,  fome  from  Prague,  and 
others  fropi  Iglow;  while  you,  and  the  kings  yoi,ir 
comrades,  never  ceafe  to  ravage  that  earth  whioli 
you  fay  you  have  fo  great  a  defire  to  render  hap- 
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py.  Inftcad  of  that  horriUe  war  in  which  each 
of  you  mud  encounter  misfortune,  why  do  you 
not  refer  your  difTerences  to  the  abb6  dc;  Sainc 
Pierre  ?  He  would  fettle  them  with  as  much  eab 
as  that  with  which  Lycurgus  divided  the  La^e* 
demonian  lauds;  in  which  divifion  we  mnft 
acknowledge  the  portions  were  equal.  He 
would  eftablifh  the  fifteen  domains  of  Henry  IV. 
Put  be  it  here  obferved  that  Henry  IV.  never 
dreamed  of  any  fuch  projeft.  The  fecretaries  of 
the  duke  de  SuUi,  who  compofed  his  Memoirs, 
have  mentioned  it  j  but  the  fecrctary  of  ftate, 
Tilleroi,  the  minifter  for  foreign  aflTairs,  has  not. 
It  is  plcafant  enough  to  fee  a  projcft  for  over- 
throwing all  the  thrones  of  Europe  attributed  to 
Henry  IV.  before  he  fcarcely  was  well  feated  on 
his  own. 

Till  fuch  time  as  the  European  diet  fliall  af* 
femble^  in  order  to  render  all  monarcfat  mo^ 
derate  and  contented^  your  majefly  commands 
me  to  fend  you  what  I  have  further  written  of 
the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  Your  majefty  finds 
time  to  read  when  others  cannot.  I  ^ill  ac- 
cordingly fend  to  Bruffels  for  my  papers,  which 
(hall  be  tranfcribed  in  obedience  to  your  com- 
mands. Perhaps  you  will  think  I  'have  not  fuf- 
ficiently  limited  my  fubjeft ;  but  I  labour  chtiefly 
for  you^  and  have  imagined  the  whole  earth  was 
«  not 


not  too  extenfive.  I  fliall  thcnefbre^  iire^  hxn 
the  honour  to  fend  an  enormous  packet ;  which 
may  probably^  arrive  during  the  heat  of  bat^ 
tle^  or  be  delivered  to  you  in  an  entrenchment. 
I  know  not  whether  you  are  more  happy  amid 
all  this  tumult  of  glory  than  you  were  in  the 
Iweet  folitude  of  Remulberg*— 

Bat»be  it  fo  or  be  tt  nov 

My  (riend  can  never  be  foi^t :  | 

I  love  you  now  as  much  as  vrhttif  \ 

Not  irk  of  kings,  bat  fiift  of  meii,  | 

Rjedafe  tt  Rbcin Aeig,  ihflre  to  %iit 

Wkh  error  was  your-great  delight. 

In  love  with  truth,  you  meaner  things 

To  politician^  leftj  and  kings. 

Accept,  fire,  with  your  ufual  goodqefs,  my 
profound  refped^  with  aflurances  of  that  vene-» 
ration  which  never  win  eildf  and  of  that,  a9ec« 
Clon  which  will  end  only  when  you  fliall  oeafc 
to  love  me* 


LET- 
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LETTER      CLXXV. 
fi^cm  M.  de  Vpltaire. 

ParU,  May  i^  174*. 

1  HOUGH  erft  your  father  could  your  body  bind^ 
StiH  .you  yourfelf  reign'd  monarch  of  your  mind  : 
A  king  in  wordsy  in  truth  you  're  now  a  flave. 
HW  lYiany  defpots  «0  your  efibrts'brairc ! 
JPtte  ftam}s  the  firft ;  Renmife  her  pow'r  arnugos ; 
She  pOintB  to  vi&'ry ,  yott  forget  your  chains* 

Kezt  Policy,  lefs  fplendid,  not  Ie£i  ftroogf 
Infidious  ploda  hi<  crooked  paths  among ;  , 

Now  brisks  a  treaty^  now  a  plot  can  fmell; 
Afks  at  what  market  treachery  beft  will  fell ; 
Sleeplefs  at  midnight,  (lurmb'ring  at  noon-day^ 
H6  di^eams  he  has  to  glory  found  the  way. 

Though  rarely  do  they  make  one  houfe  their  home, 
Int'reft  and  Honeily  perchance  united  come  ; 
Scftrtiely  indeed  can  good  be  hop'd  from  thole 
"Who,  dang'rotts  fnends,  are  always  Secret  foes. 
Inflifting  by  contention  mutual  pain. 
The  heart  difputing»  o'er  the  n»n  they  reign. 

And  now  In  crowds  new  plans  and  perils  rife  ; 
Sings  tumult  in  the  ear^  confufion  blii\ds  the  eyes* 
All  muftbe  pacffied,  all  made  agree ; 
SoHK  ptid  with  reafon,  fome  with  repartee ; 
Some  with  a  promife,  others  with  a  lye ; 
For  ftatefmen's  tongue  muft  never  want  reply. 
Ah  medley  ftraoge  of  virtue  and  of  vie  c  1 
To  lire  a  hero,  ah  how  great  the  price! 

6  All 
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All  this,  fire,  cofts  you  nothing ;  it  is  natural 
to  you.  You  perform  great  and  (age  aftion^ 
with  the  fame  facility  as  you  conipofe  mufic 
and  poetry  ;  or  as  you  write  thofe  letters  which 
would  give  a  wit  of  France  a  diftinguiftied  tank 
among  wits,  by  whom  he  would  be  envied. 

I  conceive  fomc  hopes  that  your  majefly,  af- 
ter having  (haken  Europe,  will  reftore  her  to 
order;  and  that  my  fellow  mortals^  after  haVing 
admired,  will  blefs  you.  Not  that  my  hopes  are 
entirely  founded  on  the  projeft  which  the  abbe 
de  Saint  Pierre  has  fent  your  majefly  *.  I  prc- 
fume  you  difcover  things  which  the  pacificator^ 
who  is  not  enough  attended  to  in  this  worlds 
wiQies  to  difcover;  and  that  the  philofophic 
king  is  perfe&ly  acquainted  with  what  the  phi- 
lofopher,  who  is  not  a  king,  vamly  endeavours 
to  divine. 

What  gives  me  perfeft  fecurity  is  fomc  dozen 
cutters  of  capers,  for  whom  your  majefly  has 
fent  to  France,  and  who  are  repairing  to  Pruf- 
fia.  Men  feldom  dance  but  when  they  are  at 
peace.  True  it  is  that  you  have  made  fome 
neighbouring  powers  pay  the  piper;  but  this 
was  both  for  the  common  and  for  your  own  indi- 

*  The  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre  wrote  many  Tolumes  on  pblT*- 
tics;  and  often  fent  plans  for  a  general  pacification  to  the 
king  of  Pruf&a,  and  other  princes.  Cardinal  du  Bois  called 
hia  works  the  dreams  of  a  worthy  man. 

vidual 
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Yidual  good.  You  have  rc-cftabliflied  the 
dignity  and  prerogatives  of  the  elcdors,  you 
have  fuddenly  become  the  arbitrator  of  Ger- 
many, and,  after  having  made  an  emperor, 
you  yourfelf  want  nothing  but  the  title. 

Add  to  this,  you  have  one  hundred  and  twenty 
thoufand  effedive  men,  well  armed,  well  cloth- 
ed, well  fed,  and  well  affefted.  You  have  gained 
battles,  and  taken  cities,  at  their  head.  It  is 
for  you,  fire,  to  dance.  Voiture  would  have  told 
you,  you  have  danced  to  fome  tune :  but  I  am 
not  fo  familiar  as  he  was  with  ^eat  men  and 
kings.  It  does  not  become  me  thus  to  trifle 
with  them  in  proverbial  wit. 

Thus,  fire,  inftead  of  twelve  good  academi- 
cians, you  have  twelve  good  dancers.  The  lat- 
ter indeed  are  the  mod  eafily  to  be  met  with^ 
and  are  the  merrieft.  Academicians  have  fome- 
times  been  known  to  weary  heroes  who  have 
been  diverted  by  the  adors  of  an  opera. 

This  opera,  with  which  your  majefty  is  embel- 
liihing  Berlin,  does  not  prevent  you  from  think- 
ing of  the  belles-lettres.  One  art  does  no  injury 
to  another.  Some  minds  have  but  a  fingle  paf- 
fion;  your  foul  includes  them  all ;  and,  did  God 
love  men  but  a  little,  he  would  beftow  this  uni- 
verfality  on  every  prince ;  that  they  might  all 
VOL.  VII.  Q^  be 
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be  able  to  difcern,  and  to  proteft,  good  tafle  of* 
every  kind. 

For  this  purpofe,  I  imagine,  kings  were  ori- 
ginally inftituted. 

I  am  acquainted  with  fome  tragic  aftors,  who 
are  not  deftitute  of  abilities,  who  might  fuit  your 
majefty ;  for  I  flatter  myfclf  you  will  not  confine 
your  views  to  Italian  nonfenfe,  and  French  gam- 
bado. A  hero  is  always  pleafed  with  the  theatre 
on  which  heroes  are  reprefented. 

Mayyou,  fire,  foon  enjoy  every  fpecies  of  plca- 
fure,  like  as  you  have  acquired  every  fpecies  of 
glory !  Such  is  the  fincerc  wifli  of  your  majcfly's 
admirer ;  yourfubjeft  in  his  heart,  though  unfor- 
tunately he  does  not  live  in  your  kingdom; 
whofe  mind  is  penetrated  by  the  grandeur  of 
j^^ours,  and  whofe  afFedtions  are  interefted  as 
much  in  your  happinefs  as  you  yourfelf  are. 

Accept,  fire,  with  your  ufual  goodnefs,  my 
moft  profound  rcfpeds. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CLXXVI. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

PariS)  May  t$,  1742* 

Wise  Solomon,  and  valiant  Philip's  Ton, 
Henceforth  give  place ;  from  both  the  laurel's  won^. 
The  hero  comes ;  earth's  idol,  Auftria's  fcourge ! 
Lo !  rays  of  terror  round  bis  head  diverge! 
By  him  be  taught,  as  fages  were  before  1 
Learn,  warrior,  learn  on  VI A'ry's  wing  to  foar# 

Yet  thundVing  heroes  Kttle  do  I  love  t 
I  conq'rors  hate,  qor  conqueft  can  approve : 
Tes,  conq'rors  hate ;  foes  of  themfelves,  and  peace^ 
Who  would  the  woes  of  wrctchednefd  increafe ! 
In  fearch  of  Death  who  ftalk  the  bloody  field, 
Infiiding  horror  where  they  ought  to  (hield! 
Gore,  carnage,  writhes,  and  gp-oans,  and  pangs,  their  joy) 
ThemfclTes  but  men,  mankind  they  would  deftroy* 

Of  beroes  firft,  how  much  you  merit  hate ! 
But  ah !  To  love  you  ever  is  my  fate ; 
What  though  the  young,  the  ufeful,  and  the  brave, 
Fall'n  by  your  hand,  find  an  untimely  grave  ! 

Your  reafon  curfes  your  ambitious  rage  ; 
For,  though  a  hero,  dill  are  you  a  fage. 

While  you  on  murd'rous  cannon  tiptoe  iland. 
Confronting  Danger^  iiTuing  Death's  command  ;* 
While  red  the  waters  ftream  that  courfe  the  plain, 
Defbru^lion  thrives,  and  (lain  are  heapM  on  (lain*: 
Let  fome  remorfc  but  in  your  bofom  live  \ 
Weep  o'er  your  vidories,  and  I  forgive. 

0^2  I  love 
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I  love  humanity,  fire,  even  more  than  I  love 
you.  But  after  having,  with  the  abbe  de  Saint 
Pierre,  wept  for  the  human  race,  of  which  you 
are  become  the  terror,  I  yield  to  all  the  joy 
which  your  acquired  fame  infpires.  This  fame 
would  be  complete,  (hould  your  majefty  compel 
the  queen  of  Hungary  to  accept  peace,  and  the 
Germans  to  be  liappy.  You  are  now  the  hero 
of  Germany,  and  the  arbitrator  of  Europe ;  the 
pacificator  you  ftiall  be,  and  our  opera  pro- 
logues^ (hall  hereafter  be  all  addrefled  to  you. 

Fortune,  which  fports  with  mankind,  but  which 
you  feem  to  have  enllaved,  moft  whimfically  ar- 
ranges the  affairs  of  this  world.  I  well  knew  you 
would  perform  great  adtions,  and  was  certain 
of  the  approach  of  the  fine  age  to  which  you 
were  to  give  birth  :  but  I  never  fufpefted,  when 
the  count  du  Four-f-  went  to  vifit  marfhal  de 
Broglio,  with  whom  he  was  not  too  well  fatif- 
fied,  that  this  count  du  Four  would  one  day 
have  the  goodnefs  to  march,  with  a  triumphant 
army,  to  the  aid  of  the  mar(hal,  and  bring  him 
deliverance  by  a  viftory.  Your  majefty  has  not 
hitherto  deigned  to  inform  the  world  of  the  de- 
tails of  that  day.   I  imagine  you  have  had  fome- 

*  Famous  for  their  flattery.         T. 
f  The  name  which  the  king  of  Pruflia  had  alTumed  when 
>ke  traveUcd  incognito.        T. 

thing 
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thing  better  to  do  than  to  write  narratives ;  but 
your  modelly  is  betrayed  by  certain  ocular  wit-' 
nefleSy  who  affirm  that  the.  battle  was  gained 
entirely  by  the  excefs  of  courage,  and  the  great 
prudence^  which  you  difplayed.  They  add  that 
my  hero  ftill  has  a  feeling  heart ;  and  that  the 
man  who  has  occafioned  the  death  of  fo  many 
men  is  feated  by  the  fick  bed  of  count  von 
^  Rottemburg.  Thefe  are  things  of  which  you  do 
not  inform  me;  yet  which  you  may  venture  to 
avow^  as  being  natural  to  you. 

Go  on,  fire ;  but  let  it  be  to  make  as  many 
men  happy  in  this  world  as  you  have  deprived 
it  of.  Oh  may  my  Alexander  again  become 
Solomon  as  foon  as  p9(nble ;  that  he  may  deign 
occafionally  to  recoiled  his  former  admirer^  who 
is  in  heart  his  fubjeA,  and  who  would  come  to 
pafs  his  life  at  his  feet,  were  he  not  detained  by 
friendfliip,  which  is  more  powerful  than  kings 
and  heroes !  He  ftill  will  ever  remain  attached 
to  your  majefty,  with  the  moft  profound  refpeft, 
and  the  moft  tender  veneration. 


0^3  LET- 
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L   E  *r   T    E   R      CLXXVir. 

From  the  King. 

ThecampofKuttenberg,  June  i»  174^ 

X  HE  palm  of  peace  to  dread  alarm  giv^^  refpite  \ 
la  olive  groves  we  fmiling  pile  our  arms. 
No  more  is  heard"  the  fangiiinary  found 
Of  timbal,  clarion  (hriU,  or  (houting  foe. 
Thofe  fields  which  late,  by  rage,  with  blood  of  man. 
Carnage,  and  death  were  fuUied,  foon  fhall  bugh, 
With  com,  and  wine,  and  bil  abundant  c^own'd. 
The  vwirrior  brave,  whofe  tyrant's  int'reft  vile 
Him  enemies  upraisM,  or  feeming  fuch. 
Shall  with  the  warrior  live  in  brotherfaood  ; 
performing  gentle  a6ks  of  courtefy  * 
To  him  againft  whofe  life,  but  yefterday. 
In  rage  be  rear'd  his  hand.    Death  hears !  Again  ^^ 

The  brand  of  difcord,  vainly  feizing,  (hakes ; 
And,  there  to  wait  new  crimes,  once  more  th'  abhorreot 
6pe6^re  plunges  down  to  his  native  hell ! 

Come  then,  oh  Peace  !  With  garlands  never  fading 
Come,  prodigal  in  charms,  with  blel&ngs  ftor'd. 
To  heal  earth'6  wpunds,  and  dry  her  fcalding  tears !    ' 
/^h  J  World  accurs'd  i  Infatuated  man ! 
Not  even  thou,  oh  Peace !  All  lovely  as  thou  art  t 
In  good  cxhauftlefs !  No,  till  thou  haft  chas'd 
The  monflers  A^rice  and  Ambition  hence 
(Dread  warfare  for  a  form  fo  foft  and  fair !) 
Not  thou  canft  fix  on  earth  thy  fare  abode  !  ^ 

*  Thefe  verfcs  were  likewife  fent  to  M.  Jordan,    Sec  voL 
ix.  p.  264.        T. 

After 
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After  having  made  my  peace  with  my  foes,  I 
hope  I  may  in  turn  make  my  peace  with  you. 
As  a  firm  token  of  this,  on  your  part,  I  afk  the 
age  of  Louis'XIV,  I  fend  you  the  relation  of 
the  laft  battle,  which  I  wrote  myfclf,  according 
to  your  requeft. 

I  cannot  yet  entertain  you  with  any  thing  but 
marches,  difgraccful  retreat^,  purfuits,  coward- 
ice, and  all  forts  of  accidents ;  which,  though 
they  relate  to  the  mod  grave  matters,  are  not 
the  lefs  ridicuious«. . 

Rottemburg  begins  to  recover  his  health,  and 
is  entirely  out  of  danger.  Do  not  think  me  cruel, 
but  reafonablc  enough  not  to  choofe  an  evil,  ex- 
cept when  a  greater  evil  is  thus  to  be  avoided. 
Any  man,  who  has  courage  enough  to  have  a 
cariouS  tooth  drawn,  will  fight  a  battle  to  put  an 
end  to  a  war.  To  flicd  blood,  under  mch  cir- 
cumflances,  is  to  be  fparing  of  it :  it  is  to  bleed 
an  enemy  in  bis  delirium,  by  this  means  to  bring 
him  to  his  fenfes. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Fail  not  continu- 
ally to  believe,  till  I  fhali  cell  you  the  contrary, 
that  I  (ball  all  my  life  efteem  arid  love  you. 

FREDERIC. 


0^4  LET- 
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Letter    clxxviii. 

Frtm  the  King. 

ThecattpofKuttembeifi  Jtmtaoy  1741. 

Returned  at  kngth,  ftiendBonJ^  relates 
How  Emfly  ftiD  captivates 
Your  languid  body  by  her  charms. 
And  locks  you  in  her  loving  arms. 

But  oh !  Fm  pleas'd  to  hear  that  ftill. 
Though  weak  your  fiamcy  you've  tnt  at  will ; 
Wit*  too,  whofe  keen  and  fplendid  rays» 
Through  ev'ry  clime  mankipd  amaze ; 
And  that  from  iParisy  where  they  fit  ft  dilate. 
To  regions  dull  as  thefe  they  penetrate ! 

You've  heard  how  Broglio  lately  loft. 
Not  breeches  old  of  little  coft* — 
He  loft,  by  having  tum'd  his  breech. 
Without  a  battle  or  a  fpeech. 

His  honour,  on  his  flight  to  Prague  ;  •  .^^ 

From  pandour  fcamp'ring  as  from  plague* 
Young  Louis,  far  from  ftem  rebuke, 
For  this  has  made  the  man  a  duke. 
I  ihould  have  wonderM  Icfs  had  he 
Promoted  been  by  th'  enemy. 

The  life  we  lead  is  different  enough  from  that 
led  at  Verfailles ;  and  ilill  more  fo  from  that  we 
led  at  Remuiberg.  To-day  an  ambaflador 
arrived^  to  make  propofitions  to  me.    Tefterday 

*  See  Tol.  is.  p.  234.        T* 

an 
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an  ambaflador  of  fmoke'^  departed  j  and  to- 
morrow a  third  will  make  his  4{)pearance^  bear* 
ing  Galbanum. 

Ycftcrday  morning  fome  forty  Talpafli  pri- 
foners  were  brought  in,  who  arc  very  handfomc 
fellows.  Our  huflkrs  are  at  prefent  courfing  the 
country  to  bring  in  peafants,  ^aggons,  and  pro- 
yiiions.  We  are  tranfporting  our  fick  and  wound- 
ed toward  that  country  into  which  we  foon  (hall 
follow. 

May  you  enjoy  an  uninterrupted,  firm,  and 
vigorous  date  of  health !  May  you,  more  a 
philofopher  than  you  at  prefent  are,  prefer  the 
folitude  of  Charlottenburg  to  the  charming  pa- 
lace of  Armida  which  you  inhabit !  May  you 
be  the  happieft  of  mortals,  as  you  are  the  moft 
amiable !  Such  are  the  heart- felt  wiflies  of  your 
old  friend. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

*  Un  chargi  Jtfimie. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CLXXIX. 
Frwn  M.  de  Voltdire. 

Ptrii,  Juse,  I74» 
iH  I S  city  *«  youn,  or  fo  (hould  fecm ; 
For  here  al%  y^  the  general  theme. 
Id  cowl  or  cloak»  long  robe,  cut  ikirt. 
Wit,  fool,  and  pedant,  fop  and  flirt. 
Both  night  and  mom,  and  morn  and  night. 
Of  you  to  talk  in  crowds  unite. 
In  houfe  or  alley,  fquare  or  ilrect, 
Vm  alkM,  by  cv'ry  foul  I  meet. 
At  ev*ry  window,  ev'ry  d«or, 
To  tell  them  all  I  know,  and  more. 

«♦  Oh !  Ay !  YouVe  feen  him !  Hey  ?  Te»— weD, 
«  A  prodigy!  A—!  Nay,  now— tell— . 
••  Ay  tell  utr-ls  he  politician, 
«*  Poet,  warrior,  and  mulician? 
**  *Ti6  faid,  but  furc  that's  idle  prattle, 
«*  He  vcrfcs  writes  on  day  of  battle ! 
**  And  can  he  have  fo  good  a  heart  > 
•«  Such  virtues  too,  yet  fo  much  art  I 
•*  Turcnne,  Guftavus,  in  the  field, 
«*  Were  they  ah  ve,  to  him  muft  yield  ? 
«*  In  private?  Ay— what  is  he  then  ? 
'*  Rumour  declares  the  firft  of  men ! 
•*  At  fupper  were  he  here,  between  us, 
^  Catullus,  Horace,  and  Mecaenas, 
••  With  all  their  breeding,  eafe,  and  wit, 
•*  We  fhould  fuppofe  in  him  were  met !" 

In  daily  papers  deeply  read, 
A  furly  grey-beard  turns  lus  head — 

*'  WcVc 


CORRfiSPONDfiNCBii  Q.1^ 

^  We're  toU  with  Auftria  now  he  treats : 
^  It 't  thiM  his  former  friends  he  cheats?*' 

*  Pibawl'  anfwers  one,  *  that 's  all  mifUke ; 

*  I'm  fure  he  ne'er  w31  France  foriake.' 

A  young  coquette  the  next  dedarcs 
For  conftancy  (he  littk  cares— 
**  Pray  what  to  me  are  plot  and  plan  i 
**  I  hear  he  is  a  channing  man ! " 


Half  mehuicholy»  half  grimace^ 
Thiriot  demands^  with  long-drawn  fiice^* 
Pray  don't«  fometimes,  thefe  warlike  lagct 
Forget  to  pay  their  fervants  wages  ? 
Have  no  fuch  douht,  my  friend,  laid  If  ^ 

Much  rather  hope  a  large  fupply. 
I  know  my  hero's  noUe  mind ;  ^ 

I  know  his  heart,  how  good  and  kind  | 
How  well  he  keeps  his  word  I  know  ; 
For  when  he  promis'd,  long  ago. 
When  pleafure  threw  out  eir'ry  lure 
That  nught  a  youthful  prince  fecure^ 
How  great  he'd  he,  I  then  beUer'd  ; 
Nor  can  you  fay  I've  been  deceiv'd. 

Thus  do  all  I  hearj  when  (peaking  of  your 
fxiajefty,  alleviate  my  chagrin  at  not  being  with 
you.  But  is  it  decreed  that  you^  fire^  muft  be 
^verlaftingly  taking  towns^  and  that  I  muft  «s 
jctemally  be  at  law  ?  Will  there  be  no  happy  days 
4  thii 
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this  fummcr,  on  which  I  may  pay  my  court  to 
yourmajefty?   &Ci 


LETTER     CLXXX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  Juljr,  1742. 

I  HAVE  received  verfcs,  and  exceed- 
ingly good  verfes,  from  my  adorable  king,  at  a 
time  when  we  fuppofed  your  majefty  was  wholly 
intent  on  delivering  marftial  de  Broglio,  your 
old  Stralburg  friend,  from  his  troubles.  The 
agreeable  word  feaccy  a  word  fo  fweet  to  my 
car,  has  glided  into  your  majefty's  letter.  I  here 
fend  you  an  Ode,  which  I  fcribbled  againft  you 
kings,  who  at  that  time  feemed  intent  on  the 
deftruftion  of  my  fellow  mortals.  The  lord  of 
nations,  Frederic  the  Great,  has  heard  my  pray- 
ers J  and,  be  my  Ode  *  good  or  ill,  fcarcely  was 
it  written  before  I  heard  that  your  majefty  had 
made  an  excellent  treaty — excellent  for  yourfelf, 
beyond  all  doubt ;  for  you  have  formed  your 
virtuous  mind  to  the  grand  fcale  of  politics  :  but 
that  this  treaty  will  be  found  excellent  for  us 
Frenchmen,  is  a  thing  doubted  of  at  Paris. 
One  half  of  the  babblers  loudly  affert  that  you 

*  Ode  to  the  Queen  of  Hungary. 

have 
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have  abandoned  iis  to  the  mercy  of  the  god  of 
arms ;  the  other  half  are  equally  clamorous,  yet 
know  not  what  about.  Some  few  abbes  de  Saint 
Pierre  blcfs  you,  amid  the  tumult ;  one  of  which 
philofophic  number  am  L  You,  as  I  fuppoie^ 
will  compel  all  the  .belligerent  powers  to  make 
peace ;  and  the  hero  of  the  age  will  be  the  pacifi- 
cator of  Germany,  and  of  Europe.  I  imagine 
you  have  anticipated  the  venerable  fage,  on 
whom  the  fates  have  bellowed  that  length  of  life 
which  the  fortunate  Neftor  enjoyed  *•  Achilles 
has  outwitted  Neftor.  Happy  wifdom,  fliould  it 
but  contribute  to  the  felicity  of  the  world ! 

The  time  is  now  come  in  which  your  majcfty 
may  amufe  your  great  foul,  compofed  as  it  is  of 
fo  many  apparently  incompatible  qualities.  Be 
aflured,  fire,  that  in  lefs  than  a  month  I  will 
myfelf  go  to  Brufiels  for  the  papers  which  you 
deigned  to  defire  to  fee,  or  will  fend  for  them 
hither.  There  are  fmall  things  which  a  man  of 
fmall  means  cannot  perform  without  difficulty ; 
while  Frederic  the  Great  accompliflies  others  the 
moft  vaft  in  a  momenta 

You  no  longer,  fire,  are  our  ally;  but  you 
are  the  ally  of  the  human  race.  You  wifh  that 
each  man  fhould  peaceably  enjoy  the  inheritance 
of  his  fiithers,  free  and  undifturbed.  This  would 
be  the  philofopher's  ftone  of  politics,  and  ought 

*  The  cardinal  dc  Fleuri,  as  I  fuppofc.         T. 

6  to 
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CO  be  the  produce  of  your  laboratory^  Saybuf^ 
*'  it  is  my  will  that  men  fliould  be  happy,*' 
and  happy  they  will  be.  Procure  good  afton 
for  your  opera,  and  your  theatre ;  and  may  I  be 
«  witnefs,  at  Berlin,  of  your  pleafures  and  your 
fiunel 
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Oh  moft  extraordinary  of  men !  You 
who  win  battles,  conquer  provinces,.make  peace, 
and  write  mufic  and  poetry  with  fo  much  gaiety 
and  expedition 

Achines'  lyre  is  youn ;  *tx8  yonn  to  fid|^ 
Your  own  immorta]  deeds.    My  barren  mufe 
Deep  filcnce  beft  befits,  and  rer'rent  awe. 
King  of  the  wife,  and  wifeft  among  kingSf 
Whofe  arm  in  terror  taught  old  earth  to  tJKinbk^ 
Shower  thy  bleffings  down ;  her  fears  remoire  ; 
Andy  having  ceafed  tothunder^  fmile  in  peace  I 

Thus  IPePs  king,  a  fhcpherd,  foldier,  poet. 
Than  you  lefs  tuneful,  warlike,  lefs  belov'd. 
From  conquefl  came,  his  harp  fonorous  feizM, 
Andfooth'd  the  phrenzy  of  the  wretched  Said* 

With  (bunds  more  fweet  oh  foothe  furrQuading  kjngt ! 
May  barbarous  Ate,  fierce  and  crud  Rage, 
Hatred  and  her  feB  brood,  and  Difcord  dire, 

Hcnoefbrth, 
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Henceforth)  enchain'd  by  your  triumphant  vm^ 
Be  patient  doom'd  to  hearth'  enchanting  fong ! 
Oh  may  they  feel  their  niutual  fury  oeafe ! 
May  Horror  hear,  and  into  mildnefs  change ! 
May  Heav'n  applaud,  and  echoing  Earth  declare 
Wide*fpreading  lafting  peace  flie  owes  to  you ! 

I  have  continually  hoped  for  this  univerfal 
peace,  as  though  I  had  been  a  baftard  of  the 
abb6  de  Saint  Pierre,  To  make  peace  foiely 
for  himfelfj  would  be  the  aft  of  a  king  who 
ihould  love  his  own  power  and  ftates  only ;  and 
this  does  not  agree  with  the  opinions  of  us  phi- 
lofophers,  who  hold  it  good  to  love  the  whole 
human  race.  The  abb6  de  Saint  Pierre  would 
tell  your  majefty  that,  to  gain  Paradife,  it  were 
as  neceflary  to  do  good  to  the  Chinefe  as  to  the 
people  of  Brandenburg  and  Silefia. 

The  relation  of  your  battle  of  Chotfitz*^, 
which  you  have  had  the  goodnefs  to  fend  me, 
proves  that  you  can  handle  the  pen  as  well  as 
the  fword.  I  there  perceive,  as  well  as  a  poor 
petty  philofopher  can  perceive,  the  genius  of  & 
great  general  appearing  under  the  veil  of  mo- 
defty.  Such  fimplicity  is  much  more  heroic  t^ian 
the  pompous  infcriptions  which  formerly  were 
'  too  fplendidly  diffufed  throughout  the  galleries 
&{  Verfailles,  and  which  Louis  XIV.  effaced  by 

*  Chotufits  or  Czaflaw.       T.     . 

the 
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the  advice  of  Boiieau.  Fraife  is  only  to  be  ob- 
tained by  deeds.  This  trifling  anecdote  may 
ferve  to  increafe  your  efteem  for  Louis  XIV  *. 

I  hope,  fire,  foon  to  fee  your  gallery  of  Char- 
lottenburg ;  I  hope  again  to  enjoy  the  happinefs 
of  beholding  the  conquering  king,  the  pacific 
monarch,,  the  lover  of  men,  who  fo  early  has 
performed  fo  many  prodigies.  I  (hall  probably 
be  at  Bruffels  next  month,  from  which  place^ 
I  flatter  myfelf,  I  (hall  have  the  honour  to  go 
and  pafs  fome  ten  or  twelve  days  with  my  ador- 
able monarch.  But  who  can  fpeak  of  Chot(its 
in  verfe  ?  What  a  name  it  is !  Chotfits  !  Are 
not  you  afhamed,  fire,  of  having  gained  the 
battle  of  Chotfits ;  to  which  no  word  will  rhyme, 
and  the  very  found  of  which  flays  the  ear  ?  No 
matter ;  I  wi(h  to  pafs  my  life  with  the  conque- 
ror of  Chotfitrt 

Reproach  me  not,  nor  think  that  I 
The  glorious  viAor  wifh  to  fly ; 
Or  that,  by  Cupid's  arts  betrayM, 
I  fhun  renown,  and  feek  the  (hade* 
Say  not  Armida  fways  ^ly  foul, 
I've  tailed  no  enchanted  bowl ; 
My  palace  is,  inftead  of  Guilt, 
By  Friendfhip  and  by  Virtue  builtw 

*  There  were  fome  very  pompous  infcnptions  remaining, 
tin  the  regent  duke  of  Orleans  caufed  fuch  of  them  to  be  ef- 
faced as  might  offend  the  neighbouring  nations. 

Yes, 
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Yes,  fire,  fetting  heroifm,  vidories,  and  cir* 
cumftances  which  impofe  fuch  profound  relped: 
afide,  I  take  the  liberty,  as  you  well  know,  to 
love  you  moft  affedlionately.  But  I  fhould  be 
unworthy  to  love  you  fo  well,  or  to  be  beloved 
by  your  majefty,  were  I,  for  the  greatcft  man  of 
his  age,  to  forfake  another  great  man ;  who  it  is 
true  wears  petticoats,  but  whofe  mind  is  as  maf- 
culine  as  yours ;  and  who,  by  courageous  and 
unlhaken  friendlhip,  has  made  it  my  duty,  for 
thefe  ten  years,  not  to  be  guilty  of  fuch  treachery* 

I  will  repair  to  facrifice  in  your  temple,  and 
fliall  afterward  return  to  her  altars. 

Fromheav'n  of  friezuUhip  let  me  roTc 
Back  to  the  genial  orb  of  love ; 
Repell'd,  attrafted,  here  and  there, 
Thefe  mutual  blellings  let  me  fhkre  I 

I  will  begin  to  fend  your  ^majefty  fome  of  the 
papers  you  demand,  and  the  reft  (hall  be  fent 
when  I  am  at  BrufTels. 

Of  Charles  the  friend,  why  not  the  friend  of  France  i 
Why  not  the  gen'ral  friend  of  earth  and  men  ? 

Or  wherefore  only  virtuous  be  by  halves  i 

I 

God  and  Lucifer  only  know  what  is  become 
of  ^he  letter  which  I  wrote  to  your  majefty,  on 
this  fine  fubjeft,  about  the  end  of  the  month  of 
June;  or  by  what  means  it  has  fallen  into  other 

VOL.  VII.  R  hands. 
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hands.  I  am  doomed  to  remain  ignprant  of  the 
game.  I  have  been  played  one  of  the  mod  il- 
luftrious  tricks  poflible ;  but  I  am  fuch  an  ez^ 
cellent  cofmopolite  that  I  rejoice  at  all  things. 


LETTER      CLXXXII. 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,        PotfdaHi,  July  »^  i74«- 

I  P  AY  you  in  the  coin  of  great  lords ;  that 
is,  I  return  you  a  very  bad  ode  for  the  good 
one  which  you  fent  me;  and  moreover  condemn 
you  to  correft  it,  and  to  render  it  better.    I  be- 
lieve it  to  be  the  firft  ode  that  ever  was  written, 
in  which  politics  played  fo  confpicuous  a  part. 
But  for  this  you  may  thank  yourfelf,  for  you 
have  excited  me  to  defend  my  caufc.    I  have, 
in  tffc&y  difcovered  that  the  language  of  the 
gods  is  that  of  juftice  and  of  innocence,  which 
will  always  give  wortli  to  a  few  lines  of -poetry, 
even  though  an  Alexandrine  verfe  fhould  not 
happen  to  be  fo  harmonious  as  might  be  wiflied* 
The  queen  of  Hungary  is  very  fortunate,  in 
havbg  an  attorney  who  fo  well  underflands  the 
art  of  language,  and  itsfedu&ive  charms,  as  you 
do.    I  think  myfelf  happy  that  our  difputes  are 

noc 
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not  to  be  determined  by  a  law-fuit ;  for,  judging 
from  your  inclination  to  favour  that  queen,  and 
from  your  talents,  I  never  could  withftand  Venus 
and  Apollo  united. 

You  declaim,  with  'great  eafe,  againft  thofe 
who  fupport  their  rights  and  pretentions  with 
the  fword ;  but  I  recolledb  the  time  when)  had 
an  army  been  at  your  command,  it  would  mod 
indubitably  have  marched  againft  Desfontalnes^ 
Rouffeau,  Vanduren,  &c.  &c.  Till  the  Pla- 
tonic lirbitration  of  the  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre 
(hall  take  place,  kings  will  find  no  other  re- 
fources  to  terminate  their  difputes  than  thofe  of 
afts  of  hoftility  ;  by  which  they  may  wreft  fuch 
juil  fatisfadion,  from  their  adverfaries,  as  they 
never  would  have  obtained  by  any  other  expe- 
dient. The  misfortunes  and  calamities  which 
follow  are  but  the  maladies  of  the  human  body. 
The  laft  war,  therefore,  ought  to  be  confidered 
as  a  fever  fit  which  had  affeded  Europe,  and 
which  almoA:  immediately  took  its  leave. 

I  concern  myfelf  very  little  with  the  rumours 
of  your  Parifians ;  they  are  gnats  that  continu- 
ally buz.  Their  lampoons  refemble  the  fonl 
language  of  parrots ;  and  their  fentences  are  as 
grave  as  would  be  the  decifions  of  a  baboon  on 
metaphyfical  fubjedts.  Would  you  have  me  be 
angry  becaufe  the  relations  of  the  great  Broglio 
R  2  ve 


244  POSTHUMOUS     WORKS. 

arc  offended  that  I  did  not  repair  the  blunders 
conunittcd  by  this  wonderful  man?  I  do  not  pique 
myfelf  on  Don-Quixotifm ;  and,  far  from  wifli- 
ing  to  repair  the  errors  of  others,  I  do  but  en- 
deavour to  repair  my  own,  if  fo  I  can. 

Though  all  France  (hould  condemn  me  for 
having  made  peace,  never  will  the  philofophcr 
Voltaire  be  borne  away  by  the  tide  of  numbers. 
It  is  a  general  rule,  that  we  ought  not  to  keep 
our  engagements  longer  than  our  forces  will 
permit.  Wc  made  an  alliance,  as  people  make 
marriage  contrafts.  I  promifed  to  go  to  war, 
as  the  bridegroom  promifes  to  fatisfy  the  concu- 
pifcence  of  the  bride;  but  as,  in  marriaCge,  the 
deiires  of  the  woman  often  exhauO:  the  powers 
of  the  man,  fo  in  war  the  weaknefs  of  allies  be- 
comes burthenfome  to  an  individual,  and  ren- 
ders the  load  infupportable.  In  fine,  to  end  the 
comparifon,  when  a  hu(band  imagines  he  has  fuf- 
ficient  proofs  of  the  gallantry  of  his  wife,  nothing 
ftiould  prevent  him  from  fuing  for  a  divorce. 

I  make  no  application  of  this  part  of  my  fimile; 
.  you  are  fuificiently  informed,  and  fufficiently  a 
politician,  to  make  it  for  yourfelf. 

Let  me  beg  you  to  fend  me,  as  foon  as  pofli- 
ble,  all  the  charming  verfes  which  you  wrote 
during  your  abode  at  Paris.  I  envy  the  whole 
earth  your  company,  and  wifh  you  were  at  the 

only 
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only  place  where  you  are  not,  that  I  might  re- 
iterate how  much  I  eftcem  and  love  you*    Vale. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER       CLXXXIII. 
From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  .  Potfdam, 

April  7,  1742. 

You  poetically  fay  fo  many  fine  things 
to  me,  that,  were  I  to  believe  you,  my  brain 
would  he  turned.  A  truce,  I  beg,  to  the  high- 
founding  words  of  hero  and  beroj/m;  which, 
fince  the  return  of  peace,  are  only  proper  to  fill 
up  the  hemifliich  pf  a  tragic  verfe. 

How  freely  flows  the  charming  line. 
Your  mufe  how  fportive,  how  divine, 
When  fhe,  inftead  of  praife  unfit, 
Pkys  round  the  lambent  flame  of  wit ! 
But  fulfome  flatt'ry,  when  too  cheap, 
Might  fet  the  gods  themfelves  to  fleep. 

Thefe  brilliant  fallies  of  your  imagination 
never  charm  mor^  than  in  fportive  fubjefts. 
Pvery  man  has  not  the  gift  of  inciting  the  fmilc 
pf  the  mind.  Native  niirth  is  ncceffarj^to  com- 
xnimicate  mirth  to  others. . 

R  3  Neither 
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Neither  God  nor  Lucifer,  but  a  wretched  poft* 

.office  cler)^  at  Bruflels^  it  was,  who  opened  and 

copied  your  letter,  which  he  fent  to  Paris,  and 

made  it  public.  I  do  not  believe  your  old  Neftor 

is  entirely  fpotlefs  in  this  affair. 

Let  me  entreat  you,  myde^rVoltaire,tomakc 
reftitution  of  a  fyllable  to  the  village  of  Chotu- 
fitz,  which  you  have  fo  inhumanly  torn  from 
it;  and,  fince  it  is  neceflary  that  the  field  of 
battle  ftiould  have  a  rhime,  I  venture  to  obfervc 
to  you  that  Chotufitz  rhimes  tolerably  well  with 
Molvitz,  Thus  have  I  paid  you  both  with  rhimc 
and  rcafon. 

You  regly  in  form,  becaufe  I  have  fuppofed 
you  have  a  paffion  for  the  marchionefs  du  Chate- 
let;  and  I  think  I  deferve  your  thanks  for  having 
prefumed  fo  well  of  you.  The  marchionefs  is 
handfome  and  lovely;  you  poffefs  fenfibility, 
flie  has  a  heart;  you  have  feeling,  (he  is  not 
marble  ;  and  you  have  lived  togcdier  thefe  ten 
years.  Would  you  make  me  believe  that,  dur- 
ing this  long  period,  you  never  talked  of  any 
thing  but  philofophy  to  the  mod  amiable  wo- 
man in  France  ?  Had  it  been  fo,  no  offence  to 
you,  my  dear  friend,  you  would  have  afted  a 
very  infignificant  part.'  I  did  not  imagine  the 
pleafures  were  banifhed  the  temple  of  Virtue 
which  you  inhabit. 

^  You 
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You  have  however  promifed  to  facrifice  a  hw 
days  to  me,  which  is  all  I  aik.  The  more  pahi* 
ful  I  fhall  fuppofe  your  abfence  from  the  mar- 
chionefs  to  be,  the  greater  ought  to  be  my  grati- 
tude.   Beware  how  you  deceive  me-*- 

How  many  charming  things  I  hear. 
In  ftncy  feated  by  your  fide  I 
The  flow  of  wifdora  and  th'  efcapes  of  wit«-« 
Thefe  all  in  fport,  and  that  in  manly  pride. 
Spontaneous  catch  the  raptur'd  ear  1 
How  happy,  i-propos,  and  fit 

Each  fentence !  How  concife ! 
'Tis  JuYenal,  who  ftrikes  at  yice ; 
And,  dancing  now  the  table  round, 
Anacreon  comes,  his  brows  with  rofes  bound  |  ^ 

The  courtly  Horace  hears. 
And  ftraight  appears ; 
Horace  the  nice,  the  playful,  yet  profound  ; 
Nor  leaft  of  aQ  this  fplendid  train, 
Saunt'ring  enters  La  Fontaine, 
The  fimple  and  the  fweet ; 
Liftlefs  fee  him  take  his  feat, 
And.foon  begin  his  hearers  to  regale; 

Nature  fails  not  to  be  near. 
But  all  in  ecfiafy  writes  coznments  on  the  tale* 

With  thefe,  your  chofen  friends,      1 

Oh  come,  and  with  us  lire! 
Such  nedar  as  we  have  we  'U  give; 
Come  and  correal  our  loud  and  boifl.'rwis  mirth^ 

Refonn  whatever  offends  ;  * 

To  pleafurcs  dignified,  andtaile,  and  grape,  give  births 

K4  Aclieuy 
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'  Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Be  juft  to  your 
friends :  worfliip  at  the  altars  of  madame  du 
Chatelet ;  but,  during  your  intercourfe  with  the 
gods,  forget  not  the  men  who  love  you,  and  oa 
them  beftow  a  few  of  your  moments. 

FREDERIC, 


LETTER       CLXXXIV- 

From  the  King^ 

Aiz.h.Chapelle,  Auguft  26,  |7^9« 

From  the  fountain  at  which,  as  the  faculty  fay. 
Gout,  Colic,  and  Gravel  take  horfe  and  away ; 
The  fountain  where  Luxury  parta  with  his  wealth. 
In  hopes  there  to  purchafe  Good  Humour  and  Healthy 

From  the  place  to  which  fo  many  people  re- 
fort  for  their  diverfion,  and  from  which  fo  many 
return  without  being  cured;  where  the  quackery 
of  phy  ficians,  and  love  intrigues,  keep  equal  pace^ 
and  to  which,  in  fine,  infirmity  and  prejudice 
lead  fo  many  people  from  all  parts  of  the  world- 
dating  from  this  fountain,  thither  do  I  invite 
you,  as  an  old  valetudinarian,  to  come  and  meet 
me ;  and,  as  valetudinarian  and  wit  united,  pre- 
cedency (hall  be  yours. 

"VV^c  arrived  here  yeftcrday,    I  believe  yon 


V 
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%o  be  now  at  BnifTels;  and  I  likewife  believe 
that  the  day  after  to-morrow  you  will  be  here* 
Let  me  beg  you  to  bring  me  your  Mahomet,  as 
it  was  played  at  Paris ;  and  to  collect  all  you 
have  written  of  thp  Age  of  Louis  XIV.  for  my 
amufement  and  inftruAioQ.  You  will  be  re^ 
ceived  with  all  the  ardor  of  impatience,  and  alL 
the  eagernefs  of  cfteem.     Fale. 

FREDERIC, 


Jl.    E    T    T    E    R       CLXXXV, 
Frotn  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Auguft  299  174^ 
How  glorious  has  been  your  campaign  1 

Your  fong,  ah  how  tuneful  and  fwcet ! 
ApoUo!  Say  where  do  you  reign  ? 

My  deity  where  may  I  meet  ? 

Leanng  Folly  unheeded  to  fport^ 

And  Vice  her  Me  hopes  to  deteS, 
Where  old  Charlemagne  held  his  court. 

On  hi8proje6byou  deeply  refleft. 

« 

Let  my  hero,  let  my  king,  fuffer  an  abomi- 
nable cold,  which  feized  me  on  the  road  from 
Lifle  to  Bruffels,  to  be  fomewhat  diminiftied, 
before  I  fly  to  Aix-la-Chapelle.  This  cold  has 
;nade  me  deaf,  which  it  is  wrong  to  be  in  your 
2  majefty*s 
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majefty's  company  :  as  well  might  we  be  im«» 
potent  in  tlie  company  of  the  woman  we  love. 
During  the  two  or  three  days  that  I  am  con- 
demned to  remain  in  my  bed,  I  will  caufe  Ma- 
homet to  be  tranfcribed  as  it  was  played,  and 
as  it  gave  pleafure  to  philofophers,  and  difguil 
JO  the  devout.  It  is  a  repetition  of  what  hap- 
pened to  Tartuffe,  The  hypocrites  perfecuted 
Moliere,  and  the  fanatics  have  rifen  in  arms 
againft  me.  I  yielded  to  the  torrent  without 
anfwering  a  word.  Had  Socrates  done  the  fame^ 
he  would  not  have  fwallowed  hemlock. 

I  own  I  know  nothing  fo  difgraceful  to  my 
country  as  that  infamous  oppreffion  which  is  the 
diilionour  of  human  nature.  Let  me  have  the 
king  of  PruiTia  for  my  fovereign,  and  the  £ngli(h 
for  my  fellow-cititens.  Our  Frenchmen,  ia 
general,  are  no  more  than  grown  children.  But 
to  this  point  1  continually  return  :  the  real  think- 
ing beings  among  us,  though  their  number  be 
fmall,  think  excellendy ;  and  for  their  fake  we 
ought  to  pardon  the  reft. 

With  refpeft  <o  my  hiftoric  prattle,  a  firft 
cargo  departed  on  the  twentieth  of  this  month 
from  Parisi  addrefied  to  the  confidential  David 
Gerrard;  and  a  fecond  is  ready.  I  aik  your 
majefty's  pardon  for  the  trouble  you  will  find  in 
decyphering  the  wriung  of  the  different  pcr- 

fons 


CORRESPPKPSNCB.  25X 

fons  who  have  haftily  copied  what  I  have  col* 
lefted, 

I  fuppofe  the  packet  is  at  prefent  on  the  road, 
to  come  and  weary  your  majefty  at  Aix  la  C^ha* 
pelle. 

If  men  may  be  allowed  to  viie  the  word  ^er^ 
tainlyy  I  certainly  know  that  it  was  not  a  clerk, 
at  Bruflebj  who  opened  the  letter  which  is  be- 
come my  Pandora's  box.  ^his  fine  exploit  was 
performed  at  Paris,  at  a  critical  moment^  and  by 
a  fpy  of  the  perfon  whom  your  majefty  fulpefted. 
Well  did  your  majefty  divine.  You  are  as 
converfant  with  fmall  things  as  with  great. 

You  are  particularly  well  acquainted  with  the 
^juftice  committed  by  thofe  men  who  take  upon 
tbemfelves  to  pafs  fentence  on  kings ;  and  your 
truly  original  Ode  on  that  fubjedt  abounds  in 
poetry,  and  fublime  philofophy. 

Would  to  God  your  majefty  had  equal  r^on, 
relative  to  the  fine  compliments  which  you  have 
paid  me,  in  your  laft  letter  but  one,  concerning 
the  marchionefs — 

Indeed  your  majefty  is  much  too  kind. 

What,  }\ 
By  nature  form'd  for  feats  of  love  1 

1 ! ^This  I  deny. 

I  own  (he  kindly  gave  a  heart, 

JksA  uugbt  me  wit  and  beauty  to  adore$ 

£ut  nothing  more. 


1 
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AU  you  fuppofe  why  did  (he  not  impart  ? 

Why  am  I  doom'd  to  prove 
jBuch  things  cxift  but  in  my  monarch's  mind  f 
^Perhaps  indeed  there  was  a  time        ) 

Alas!   *Ti8o'er 

Smiling  Youth  has  ta'cn  his  flight ; 
And  now  ?^Oblivion  ! — Night !— r 
,    Too  fure,  alas !  I  'm  pall  my  prime. 
To  poets  in  their  fpring  fuch  gifts  impute  ; 
To  GrefTet  the  rcnown'd  : 
Invite  him  where  the  laurel  grows  ; 
3hew  him  the  myrtle  and  the  rofe  ; 
With  thefc,  in  fragrant  garland  twin'd|lethimbecrown'd« 
Behold  him  mute ! 
He  anfwers  not  the  friendly  call, 
(^egleds  the  banquets  of  the  fplendid  hall 
For  Picardy,  and  proiUtute  ; 

fhefe  he  adores,  % 

Or  nightly  o'er  his  tragic  offspring  pores* 
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From  the  King. 

Frcderiau  r.rgJi,,  Salutation,  H^  J*  ^f fl"' 

iriERE  am  I,  in  the  metropolis  of  Char- 
lemagne and  the  valetudinarians.  A  letter  has 
been  fent  me  from  Paris,  which  is  attributed  to 
you ;  and  which,  be  the  author  who  he  may^ 
deferves  to  have  been  written  by  Voltaire.    It 

hw 


has  been  my  confolation  in  a  country  where 
there  is  little  fociety,  where  men  drink  the  waters 
of  the  Styx,  and  in  which  •  the  empyricifm  of 
phyficians  extends  its  power  even  over  the 
mind.  I  wi(h  the  French  all  thought  like  the 
author  of  this  letter;  and  that,  lefs  partial  in 
their  phrenzy,  they  might  become  more  juft 
toward  foreigners.  I  wilh,  in  fine,  that  you  had 
written  the  letter,  and  that  you  had  fent  it  me. 

But  what  need  have  I  of  your  letters?  The 
author  is  in  the  neighbourhood.  Come  but  here, 
and  you  need  not  doubt  but  that  I  (hall  infinitely 
prefer  the  pleafure  of  liftening  to  what  you  fay, 
to  that  of  reading  what  you  write.  I  hope  you 
will  have  the  politencfs  to  do  me  this  favour ; 
and  at  the  fame  time  to  bring  me  Mahomet, 
profcribed  as  he  is  by  bigots,  and  fought  after 
by  the  philofophers  of  Berlin. 

I  attempt  not  to  fay  more,  for  I  hope  you 

will  come  here,  that  you  may  liften  to  all  which 

my  efteem  has  to  utter. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 


LET. 
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L  fe   T    T    E    R       CLXXXVIL 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Stpttinberi»  174*^ 
Trumpets,  drums,  and  thunder  flcep  ; 
Them  and  your  weU-tried  argumenU  you  keep 
Stored  up  in  arfcnal  and  magrazine. 

By  wdl*tim'd  arguments  I  meaa  • 

Great  guns,  (bm^  twenty  thouiand*    "Kxiawp 
Thia  logic,  fire,  gives  me  the  vapours : 
I  love  your  fuppers,  op'ras>  ballsy  ^d  beDes  ; 

Or,  while  the  loud  orcheftra  fwells. 
Give  me  French  rigadoom,  Italian  capers* 

Nay,  Vii  prefer  a  puppet-fhow, 
To  all  your  hero-butchers  and  battalions. 
When  (hall  my  ravifh'd  eyes 
Vievir  Pleafure's  ftatcly  palace  rife, 

At  your  command  i 
With  (hining  columns,  all  of  gold. 
And  roof  ftar-fpangled,  wond'nous  to  behold  I 

Ah  wave  the  magic  wand ! 
With  animated  marble  and  medallions* 

Of  Polignac  the  prize,  ^ 

The  beauties  of  tli'  antique* 

Roman  and  Greek, 
Embelliih  your  domain. 
Thus!  Thus  immortalize  your  reign ! 
Methinks  I  hear  the  very  marble  fpeak. 
**  EfBgies  are  we  of  ail  the  great  and  wife, 
"  Why  leave  us  here  at  Rome, 
•«  Where  virtue  buried  lics> 

•"Mong 
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•*  Ikfcmg  friars  white,  and  black,  and  grey  ? 
**  Here,  where  the  forrowing  ArU  ne'er  lee  the  ^ght  of 
**  day ! 
•<  At  Rome  ?— Rome  now  the  Cmftified, 
^  Where  tonfur'd  harlequins,  and  mitred  pride, 

^  And  coward  iigniora  ftalk 
^  The  rounds  that  ancient  heroes  us'd  to  walk  t 
*<  Their  manea  take  offence ! 
**  Remove  us  hence, 
^  And  make  thy  fplendid  refidence  our  futore  hone/* 

The  ftatucs  of  the  cardinal  dc  Polignac  no 
doubt,  fire,  often  repeat  thefe  things  to  you* 
But  I  have  now  to  make  another  beauty  fpeak ; 
and  not  a  marble  beauty,  but  one  who  i&  well 
worth  all  your  ftatues — • 

Vrt  feen  two  beauteous  eyes  in  teats. 
That  fpoke  their  forrows,  hopes,  and  fesn» 

Ab  if  of  forrow  they  were  proud : 
They  fpoke  with  eloquence  divine ; 
All  felt  their  pow'r  that  faw  them  fhine  ; 

So  bright  were  they  behind  their  cloud. 

Thefe  eyes,  fire,  and  the  charmingcountenancc 
which  they  irradiate,  are  the  property  of  madamc 
Walfkein,  or  Wallenftein ;  one  of  the  grand 
nieces  of  the  famous  duke  of  Walftein,  whom 
the  emperor  Ferdinand  fo  very  decently  caufed 
to  be  murdered,  as  he  was  jumping  from  his  bed, 
by  four  honeft  Irilhmen ;  which  ad  he  certainly 

would 
7 


15^  POSTHUMOUS     WORKS. 

would  not  have  done^  had  he  feen  the  grand 
niece  of  the  duke. 

I  aflcM  why  eyes  fo  bright  fhould  weep  ; 

Requeued  fhc  her  griefs  would  nam^. 
She  anfwer'd,  with  a  figh  fo  decpf 

**  He,  whom  you  love,  your  king  *s  to  blafhe !" 

Kings,  I  own,  are  fometimes  guilty  of  fuch 
faults ;  they  make  even  fine  eyes  weep :  not  to 
mention  a  multitude  of  others,  who  have  no 
pretenfions  to  beauty— 

Their  very  love,  their  want  of  6ith, 
Their  furious  rage^  their  fell  ambition. 

In  Germany,  as  well  as  France, ' 

Have  brought  full  many  to  contrition* 

At  length  I  underftood  the  cayfe  of  her 
.  grief  to  be,  that  count  von  Furftemberg  is  con- 
demned, by  your  majelly's  orders,  to  remain  in 
indolence,  imprifoned  at  Wefel.  She  afked  mc. 
what  flie  muft  do  to  relieve  him.  To  this  I  re- 
plied there  were  two  remedies :  the  firft  was,  to 
alTemble  an  army  of  a  hundred  thoufand  men, 
and  to  befiege  the  town;  and  the  fecond  to 
petition  your  majefty,  which  laft  was  incom- 
parably the  moft  certain. 

Then,  riding  in  the  clouds,  I  (aw 
The  king  that  gives  to  others  law^ 

'Twai 
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rwaf  Love  ;  with  WaHlcin'a  pray*r  he  wing'd  his  way . 
And  as  he  flew  aloud  he  fpoke— 
**  My  wiD  IS,  which  let  none  revoke, 
'•  When  Beauty  pleads  that  monarchs  (hould  obey.** 


LETTER     CLXXXVin. 
From  the  King* 

Aix-la-Chapelle,  September  2,  I'j^ii 

Yourself  excepted,  I  know  nothing 
fo  excellent  as  your  letters.  The  laft  is  as  charm- 
ing as  all  the  others  which  you  write  to  me.  Yet 
it  would  have  given  me  more  pleafure,  had  you 
followed  it  more  expeditioufly ;  for  at  prefent  1 
believe  I  fhall  be  deprived  of  the  pleafure  of 
feeing  you.     I  depait  on  the  7th  for  Silefia. 

This  is  the  mod  ftupid  country  I  know ;  the 
phyficians,  in  ordet  to  reduce  ftranger^  to*thfi 
ftandard  of  their  townfmen^  require  them  not  to 
think.  Th€:y  pretend  that  no  man  ought  to 
have  common  fenfe ;  anAthat  the  care  of  health 
ought  to  preclude  eVery  other  care... 

Meffieurs  Chapel  and  Cotzviler  abfolmely  for- 
bid any  man  to  write  poetry ;  they  affirm  it  is 
treafon  againft  the  faculty ;  and  that  it  is  impof- 
lible  to  drink  of  the  ftreams  of  Hippocrene  and 
the  niuddy  waters  of  the  petty  empire  of  Aix  at 

VOL.  VII.  S  tht 
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the  fame  time.  I  am  obliged  to  cede  to  their  will ; 
but  God  knows  what  is  the  degree  of  fatisfaftion 
which  I  (hall  take, ,  when  I  am  once  again  at 
home.  I  have  neither  received^arge  nor  fmall 
packet  from  you  ;  and  fuppofe  that  the  prudent 
David  Gcrrard  has  carefully  locked  it  up,  at 
Berlin,  till  my  arrival.  Be  affured  I  will  write 
myfelf  creditor  for  all  you  fend  me ;  and  that 
you,  by  your  works,  are  the  great  confolation  of 
my  life. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  To  you  I  commit 
the  provifion  of  food  for  my  mind.  Send  me 
occafionally  thofe  nutritious  viands  which  im- 
part ftrength  ;  and  at  other  times  thofe  exquifitc 
meats,  the  delightful  flavour  of  which  flatters  the 
tafte,  and  excites  the  appetite. 

Be  perfuaded  of  the  efteem,  the  fricndftiip, 
and  all  the  diftinguiflied  fentiments  I  have  for 
you. 

FREDERIC. 


LlET- 
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LETTER      CLXXXIX. 

From  the  King. 

Remufberg,  OAoi)cr  131 1742* 

1  WAS  occupied  in  reading  your  impartial 
andwell-confidered  Hiftory,  which  is  not  encum* 
bered  by  ufclcfs  minutiae,  at  the  very  moment  I 
received  your  letter.  The  firft  wiih  I  conceive4 
was  that  I  might  receive  the  remainder*  The 
little  I  have  read  infpires  a  wilh  to  have  more* 
Nolle  of  the  writings  of  the  ancients  are  fo  ca« 
pable  as  this  work  is  to  infpire  juft  ideas,  to  form 
the  tafte,  and  to  foften  and  polifh  the  manners  ** 
It  will  become  the  ornament  of  our  age,  and  a 
monument  which  will  atteft  to  pofterity  the  fu- 
periority  of  the  genius  of  the  moderns  over  that 
of  the  ancients*  Cicero  faid  he  could  not  con- 
ceive how  the  Augurs  could  poffibly  forbear  to 
laugh,  when  they  looked  in  each  others  faces. 
You  go  further ;  you  difplay'the  ridiculous  and 
the  mad  proceedings  of  the  Clergy. 
The  age  in  which  we  live  furnilhes  examples  ^ 

*  The  Bafil  edition  fays,  the  work  here  praifed  was  the 

EJfat  fur  hi  Mtsurs  et  PEfprtt  des  Nations  :  or.  An  EJfdy  on^ 
the  Manners  and  Genius  of  Natiens*         T, 

S  2  of 
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of  ambition,  courage,  &c. ;  but,  to  its  honour, 
I  dare  affirm,  it  cannot  be  reproached  with  any 
of  thofe  cruel  and  barbarous  ads  which  have 
been  the  difgrace  of  preceding  times. 

It  has  lefs  difhonefty,  lefs  fanaticifm ;  more 
humanity,  and  more  politenefs. 

Since  the  Pharfalian  war,  never  were  interefts 
more  important  difcufled  than  have  been  in 
the  prefent  conflift.  The  pre-eminence  of  the 
two  moft  powerful  families  of  Chriftendom  is 
contefted,  and  the  ruin  of  the  one  or  of  the 
other.  Thefc  arc  great  events,  which  merit  to 
be  regarded  by  you,  and  to  find  their  place  in 
the  continuation  of  the  Hiftory  which  you  pro- 
pofe  to  write. 

Ah !  This  worM'i  woes  how  much  do  I  lament ! 
Lament  the  ties  which  Difcord  could  diflblve ! 
But  Janus'  temple  once  again  is  clos'd : 
There  have  the  Pnif&an  eagles  ftor'd  their  thunder. 
My  valiant  warriors  do  not»  friend,  infult ; 
They  nobly  brav'd  the  ftorm  ;  they  nothing  afic'd  ; 
•  Their  motive  viA'ry  and  the  love  of  fame, 
Glory  unintVeilcd  was  their  reward. 
Repofe  is  now  their  due.     Beneath  their  laurels 
Let  th'  Arts  and  Pleafures  ftraight  their  temple  build; 
Andtliis  let  Germany  aftonifhM  view. 

The  pleafures  of  this  temple  you  enjoy  when- 
ever you  pleafc  j  and  hence  we  mortals  gain  in- 
ftrudtion  and  delight. 

I  every 
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I  every  day  expeft  to  receive  the  beautify! 
coUedlion  of  antiquities  of  the  abbe  dc  Polignac, 

Who  fotmerly  from  Rome  did  tbcm  purloio ; 
Aod  we  from  France  have  filch'd  them  in  return^ 
Much  to  the  mvnrel  of  tb^  vorld,  t  ween. 

I  have  admired  the  Epiftlc  Dedicatory  to  Ma- 
homet, which  is  full  of  true  reflexions,  and  witty  - 
lines. 

Who  like  bigots  can  provoke 
Reafon's  fcom»  and  Satire's  ftrokc  ? 
Knaves^  and  fools,  and  holy  cheat8» 
Highway  virgins,  faints  in  ftreets^ 
WaxlightSy  relics,  genufiedtipny 
Limbo,  pardons,  grace,  ele^ion, 
Mummeries  more  thaq  I  pap  mentioni 
Lyes  that  might  defy  invention^ 
Wafers,  tranfubftantiation. 
Bulls  and  excommunication. 
Pilgrim  beggars  in  proceffion, 
Falfehood  trembling  at  confeffioni 
Folly  laugh'd  at  while  mifled, 
Mafles  drawling  for  the  dead| 
-    Scoundrels  canoniz'd  when  rotten, 
Luft  and  av'rice  ne'er  forgotten, 
Nuns  and  friars  at  midnight  orgies. 
Nephews,  Pope8>  and  Qx&lt  Borgiasr-* 
Full  of  mifchief,  rank  abufe, 
Pidure  like  to  this  produce. 
No  falfe  colouring,  no  lampoon. 
And  I  'U  a  nail  drive  thro'  the  moon, 

S3  I  am 
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I  aoi  not  acquainted  with  madamc  von  Wal- 
Icnftein;  but  I  very  well  know  that  her  faid 
nephew  has  behaved  exceedingly  ill  to  his  fupc- 
riors ;  and  that,  right  or  wrong,  he  was  deter- 
mined to  fight. 

Write  poetry  and  hiftory  eternally,  my  dear 

Voltaire  ;  for  you  will  never  fatiate  the  hunger 

with  which  I  devour  your  works,  nor  ever  dry 

up  the  fource  of  my  gratitude. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CXC. 

JFrom  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  Bniffcls,  November,  1742. 

I  AM  very  happy  to  find  that  the  moft 
fage  of  monarchs  is  fomewhat  fatisfied  with  the 
ample  pifture  which  I  have  drawn  of  the  follies 
of  mankind.  Well  may  your  majefty  fay  the 
age  in  which  we  livQ  has  great  advantages  over 
times  of  fuch  darknefs  and  cruelty;  and  that 
it  is  better,  accurfed  blafphemy  as  it  may  be 
deemed,  to  live  at  prefent  than  to  have  exifted 
formerly. 

Would  to  God  that  all  princes  had  thought 

like 
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like  my  hero  !  There  would  then  have  been  no 
religious  wars  ;  no  faggots  kindled  to  burn  tlie 
poor  devils  who  maintained  that  God  was  in- 
clofed  within  a  morfel  of  bread,  in  a  manner  dif> 
ferent  to  what  was  fuppofed  by  Saint  Thomas; 

A  cafuift  examines  whether  the  Virgin  re* 
ceived  any  pleafure  from  the  compreilion  and 
obumbration  of  the  Holy  Ghoft.  .  He  is  for  the 
affirmative,  and  fupports  his  opinion  with  very 
ftrong  arguments.  Very  fine  folios  are  writ- 
ten to  difprove  the  fuppofition  ;  but  no  man  is 
burnt^  nor  are  any  cities  deftroyed,  in  the  dif- 
pute.  Had  the  partifans  of  Luther,  Zuinglius, 
Calvin,  and  the  Popes,  afted  in  the  fame  man- 
ner>  there  would  have  been  fome  pleafure  in 
living  with  fuch  people. 

There  are  few  quarrels  between  fanatics  at 
prefent,  except  in  France,  where  fanaticifm  and 
molinifm  maintain  a  difcordancy  which  may  be- 
come ferious,  becaufe  fuch  chimeras  are  there 
ferioufly  treated. 

Let  but  the  prince  laugh,  and  the  people  will 
join  in  the  ridicule.  But  kings  who  keep  con- 
feffors  feldom  are  philofophers. 

I  fend  your  majefty  a  fmall  cargo  of  human 
abfurdities,  which  will  ferve  as  new  proofs  of  the 
great  fuperiority  of  the  age  of  Frederic  over 
the  ages  of  fo  many  paft  emperors*    But  all  thefe 

S  4  proofs, 
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proofe,  fire,  arc  inferior  to  thofe  which  you  af» 
ford. 

I  have  heard  that,  though  a  general  of  an 
army  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  thoufand  men,  your 
majefty  is  fitting,  in  great  tranquillity,  a  fpedtator 
of  comedies  in  your  palace.  The  company 
that  plays  before  you  probably  docs  not  refemblc 
your  warlike  companies ;  it  is  not,  I  believe,  the 
firft  in  Europe. 

I  think  I  have  difcovcred  a  young  man  of  wit 
and  merit,  who  writes  very  pleafing  poetry,  and 
who  would  be  very  capable  of  aiding  my  hero 
in  his  pleafurcs,  of  fuperin tending  his  come- 
dians, and  of  amufing  him  who  holds  the  ba<- 
lance  among  the  monarchs  of  this  world.  I 
believe  I  (hall  be  at  Paris  in  a  fortnight,  and  I 
wili  then  fend  more  pofitiye  information  to  your 
majefty. 

I  hope  g^lfo  to  fend  you  twoor  three  additional 

,agcs;  but  I  want  as  many  books  as  you  have 

foldicrs,  and  I  can  only  find  thofe  immenfe  col-. 

ledions,  from  which  I  extrj^ft  fonie  drops  of 

elixir,  at  Paris. 

I  flatter  myfclf  that  your  majefty  is  in  the  pre-r 
fcnt  enjoyment  of  the  beautiful  coUcftion  of 
'cardinal  de  Pplignac— 

-\> 

For  twenty  thoufand  crowns,  king,  great  of  thought !       i 
Th'  antiques  of  Rom^  Mariu?  baft  thou  bought^ 

But 
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But  what  the  Romans  valued  moft  of  yore. 
Virtues,  alas !  now  brought  from  Rome  no  more^ 
Virtues  which  hupian.  nature  make  divine. 
Native  to  thee,  unpurchas'd,  thcie  are  thine* 

I  have  juft  fcen  the  Hanoverians  and  Hef- 
fians  drawn  up  in  order  of  battle.  They  ara 
fine  men,  but  are  not  equal  to  your  majefty> 
troops ;  nor  are  they  headed  by  my  hero.  It  is 
not  fuppofcd  that  they  will  this  winter  leave 
their  garrifon.  They  ar<  faid  to  be  going  to 
Dunkirk;  but  the  road  to  •that  place  is  fome- 
Mrhat  rugged,  notwithftanding  its  fmoo^h  ap- 
pearance. 

May  your  majefly  preferve  your  ufual  kind* 
ncfs  for  your  eternal  admirpr  ! 


I.   P   T    T    E   R      CXCL 

J^'rom  the  Kiti^^ 

Were  the  hiftories  of  the  world  all 
written  like  that  which  you  have  cqnfided  to  me, 
we  Ihould  be  better  informed  th^n  we  J^re,  of  aU 
ages,  and  Icfs  deceived  by  hiftorians.  The  more 
I  am  acquamted  with  you,  the  more  do  I  find 
you  to  be  a  very  Angular  man.  Never  did  I 
read  fo  fine  a  ftyl?  as  that  of  the  Hiftory  of 

l-^ouis 
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Louis  XIV.  I  read  each  paragraph  two  or 
three  times,  fo  highly  am  I  delighted.  Every 
line  has  its  excellence  ;  each  is  fupplied  with  fine 
refleftions.  No  falfe  thoughts  ;  nothing  puerile. 
Add  to  which,  the  impartiality  of  the  work  is 
perfedt. 

When  I  have  gone  through  the  whole,  I  will 
fend  you  fome  ftiort  remarks ;  and,  among 
others,  fome  on  German  names,  which  arc 
rather  ill  treated,  -and  which  may  caft  a 
(hade  of  obfcurity  over  the  hiftory;  fince 
there  are  names  fo  disfigured  that  the  reader  is 
obliged  to  guefs  who  is  the  perfon  meant.  I 
wifli  you  had  compofed  all  the  works  which  have 
ever  been  written,  and  which  feem  neceffary  for 
inftrudion.  Were  this  fo,  the  reader  might  de* 
rive  profit  from  the  time  he  (hould  allot  to 
books, 

I  am  fometimes  out  of  patience  at  the  trifles, 
the  iniignificant  reflcdions,  or  the  drynefs,  which 
pervade  certain  books.  The  reader  has  to  re- 
write fuch  works  :  but  you  fpare  your  readers  that 
trouble.  Whether  a  man  have  or  have  not  judg- 
ment, he  will  acquire  great  profit  by  your  la- 
bours.    He  need  only  poflefs  memory. 


LET- 


f 
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LETTER       CXCIL 
From  ibe  King. 

Potfilain»  November  i8f  174a. 

1  HY  work,  for  ever  doomM  to  laft ; 
A  monument  of  ages  paft  *  ; 
Of  fools,  and  knights^  and  bigots  brave  ; 
Of  madmen,  fighting  for  a  grave ; 
Of  Popes,  the  laughter  of  the  vi^ife — 
I've  read  with  pleafure  and  furprife. 

Too  happy  that  I  now  czift. 
Some  time  ago  had  I  deceased, 
^       A  cutting  fbroke  or  murd'rous  blow 

From  thee,  with  thefe,  had  laid  my  memory  low. 

Go  on  with  this  excellent  work ;  for  the  love 
of  truth  continue  it^  and  for  the  happinefs  of 
mankind.  A  king  Qzhorts  you  to  record  the 
follies  of  kings. 

You  have  fo  flxoi^ly  infpired  me  with  the 
love  of  labour  that  I  have  written  an  epiftle^  a 
pomedy,  and  membirsy  which  I  hope  will  be 
very  curious.  When  the  two  former  (hall  be 
correded  to  my  own  fatisfaflion,  I  will  fend 
them  to  you.  Of  the  third  1  can  only  commu- 
nicate fragments ;  for  the  work  is  of  a  nature 
that  requires  it  Ihould  not  be  rendered  public. 

*  Meaning  Voltaire's  Univerf?J  Hiftory.        T. 
,  I  am 
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I  am  however  perfuaded  that  you  will  find  paf- 
fages  in  it  that  are  tolerable. 

I  perceive*  you  have  formed  no  bad  opinion 
of  our  comedians ;  they  are  properly  dancers, 
among  whom  the  family  of  La  Cochois  a6ts  co- 
medies. They  play  fome  pieces  of  the  Italian 
theatre^  and  of  Moliere,  paflably ;  but  I  have 
forbidden  them  to  lace  on  the  bufkin,  which  I 
find  they  are  not  worthy  to  wear. 

The  colledion  of  antiques  of  the  cardinal  de 
Polignac  is  arrived ;  nor  have  the  ftatucs  fuffered 
the  leaft  injur)'. 

In  Xbj  rtunsy  oh  Rome !  or  thy  rcTercnd  duft, 
The  portrait  of  Genius,  of  Wifdom  the  buft, 
The  fage,  or  the  poet»  ^7  feek  with  fuch  care. 
Since  living  they're  a|l  to  be  found  in  Volti^ire  i 

The  apoftolic  cardinal,  who  might  have  pof- 
feffed  you,  was  very  wrong  to  coUedt  all  thefe 
bulls ;  but  I,  not  having  that  honour,  want  your 
works  in  my  library,  and  thefe  remains  of  anti- 
quity in  my  gaflery.     I  wifli  the  Englifli  may 
divert  themfelves  as  well  this  year,  in  Flanders, 
and  as  agreeably,  as  I  propofe  to  pafs  my  carni- 
val ait  Berlin.     I  have  communicated  the  epide- 
mic difeafe  of  war  to  Europe ;  like  as  a  coquette 
beftows  certain  favours  on  her  gallants  which 
they  will  remember.    I  am  myfelf  very  fortii- 
natqiy  cured;  and  at  prefent  contemplate  the 
6  manner 
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manner  in  which  others  may  take  and  profit  by 
the  remedies  adminiftered.  Fortune  is  wavering 
between  the  emperor  and  the  queen  of  Hungary ; 
and,  in  my  opinion,  the  fortitudg  or  the  weak- 
nefs  of  France  will  decide  the  conteft. 

Do  not  forget  that  I  have  afllimed  a  certain 
degree  of  authority  over  you.  To  me  you  are 
accountable  for  your  agts^  your  general  hiftories, 
&c.  as  the  chriftians  are  for  their  time  to  their 
gentle  Saviour.  Such  is  the  confequence,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  of  an  intercourfe  with  kings ;  they 
encroach  upon  the  rights  of  every  man,  and  ar- 
rogate claims  to  which  they  have  no  pretentions. 
You  muft  however  fend  me  your  hiftory,  and 
think  yourfelf  very  fortunate  that  you  can  efcapc 
my  gripe  yourfelf;  for,  had  I  confulted  my  own 
arguments,  I  long  fince  ftiould  have  printed  a 
manifefto,  in  which  I  ftiould  have  proved  that 
you  appertain  to  me,  and  that  I  was  juftified  in 
feizing  your  body,  wherever  it  could  be  found. 

Adieu.  Continue  in  good  health ;  do  not  for- 
get me;  and  be  fure  not  to  take  root  at  Paris,  in 
which  cafe  I  am  undone. 


LET- 


\ 
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LETTER      CXCIII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,.  November*  174a* 

With  letter,  rhyme,  and  repartee^ 
For  pedant  lumber  fent  by  me. 
Lumber  at  which  you  ought  to  fpum, 
Delightful  anfwer  you  return. 
Thus,  babbler  having  ta'en  the  lead. 
Tongue  gallop,  off  he  goes,  full  fpeed  ; 
And  thinks  that,  while  he  runs  fo  faft« 
'Twere  ftrange  if  he  fhould  be  furpafs'< 
Till  out  of  breath  he  ftops  at  laft ; 
Some  lingle  word  a  wit  replies ; 
The  lift'ning  crowd  with  laughter  dies. 


ft*     1 


Your  humanity  is  more  than  ever  adorable ; 
for  it  is  not  poffible  continually  to  repeat  j^^«r 
wajefty.  This  is  a  very  proper  phrafe  for  the 
princes  of  the  empire  to  ufe,  who  can  difcovcr 
nothing  in  you  but  the  king ;  but  I,  who  can 
perceive  the  man — I,  who  fometimes  indulge  my 
enthufiafm — I,  in  my  raptures,  forget  the  mo- 
narch,  to  think  only  of  this  enchanting  man. 

By  what  magic  happens  it,  both  at  a  time. 

With  fpells  all  your  own,  thus  you  reign  and  you  rhyme  ? 

That  to  rhyme  is  moil  difficult  who  (hall  deny  ? 

Though  courtiers  their  kings  can  with  virtues  fupply, 

Can  this  name  the  prudont,  and  that  call  the  gay , 

In  the  thunders  of  terror  this  monfter  array> 

2.  Say 


CORRBSPONDBKCE.  27I 

Say  this  is  the  peaceful^  and  t'  other  the  wik, 

Tin  I,  their  hiftorian,  am  charm'd  by  fuch  lycfr— 

Yet  which  of  the  parafites  ever  could  tell 

Of  a  king  who  wrote  verfe^  fo  fweetly  and  well  ^ 

Thus  gifted,  to  conquer  or  reign  you  but  find 

To  be  mere  recreation,  the  fports  of  your  mind : 

Nay  that  art  which  the  Weft  fons  of  genius  adore, 

The  art  of  the  poet,  to  you  is  no  more ! 

You  feize,  thus  imbued  with  empyreal  fire, 

The  falchion  of  Mars,  of  Apollo  the  lyre ; 

And,  playful,  with  equal  fiicility  write 

As  you  conquer,  whene'er  you  think  proper  to  fight. 

Did  the  queen  of  Hungary,  and  the  king  my 
lord  and  mafter,  fee  the  letter  of  your  majefty, 
they  could  not  forbear  to  laugh ;  notwithftand- 
ing  the  ill  which  you  have  done  the  one,  and  the 
good  which  you  have  not  done  the  other.  Your 
comparifon  between  a  coquette  and  fomething 
better,  who  hasbcftowed  her  difagreeable  favours, 
and  laughs  at  her  gallants  while  under  the  doc- 
tor, is  as  plcafant  a  thing  as  any  faid  by  men  like 
Caefar,  Anthony,  and  Auguftus,  your  predecef- 
fors;  men  who  performed  great  adions,  and 
uttered  witty  fayings.  Behave  as  you  think 
proper  toward  kings ;  beat  them,  abandon  them, 
quarrel  with  them,  make  peace  with  them;  but 
never  be  inconftant  to  me,  for  I  adore  you. 

Your  favours  dangVous  were  to  thofe ; 
r;or  kings,  as  kings,  treat  friends  like  foes : 

Deceit 


*7*  ^osTrttnuotTS   WoitKjrf 

Deceit  they  trade  in  ;  but,  for  me* 
No  coiifciott8  infidelity 
Ailkultt  ai&dlion  in  its  birth ; 
I  love*  becsufe  I  know,  your  worth* 

It  rains  bad  books,  and  vile  verfes,  at  thh 
place;  but  as  your  majefty  will  not  judge  of  all 
our  warriors  by  the  affair  of  Lintz,  neither  will 
you  pafs  fcntence  on  the  underftanding  of  the 
French,  from  reading  Les  Etrennes  de  la  Saint 
Jean  *,  or  the  vulgarities  of  the  abbe  des  Fon- 
taines.  There  is  nothing  new  among  our  Syba* 
rites  of  Paris.  The  only  anecdote  which  I  think 
worthy  of  being  related  to  your  majefty,  is  the 
following: 

Cardinal  de  Fleuri,  after  having  been  ill, 
thought  proper,  two  days  ago,  not  knowing 
what  better  to  do,  to  fay  mafs  at  a  little  altar, 
in  a  garden  which  was  frozen.  Meffieurs  AmeloC 
andDe  Breteuil  arrived,  and  told  him  he* would 
certainly  kill  himfelf.  Pflbaw !  gentlemen,  faid 
he,  you  are  mere  chickens. — What  a  man!  And 
at  the  age  of  ninety !  May  you,  fire,  live  to  the 
fame  age  to  fay  mafs ;  and  may  I  be  your  a:flift-« 
ant! 

I  am,  with  the  moft  profound  refpeft,  &c. 

*  A  kind  of  periodical  title,  which  cannot  be  tranflated.    Iv 

LET- 
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L   E   t    t    E    R      CXCIV. 

Frtm  the  King. 

iBcrlin,  December  5^  174^1 

I N  return  for  your  Maid  rf  Orleans,  and 
your  charming  Hiftory,  I  fend  you  a  (hort  co- 
Inedy,  containing  fcenes  of  all  the  follies  which 
1  have  been  able  to  recoiled,  and  tack  together. 
I  had  it  performed  at  the  nuptials  of  Cefario ; 
but  it  was  very  indifferently  aded. 

D'Eguille,  who  has  delivered  yout  letter  of 
old  date  to  me,  is  arrived.  He  is  faid  to  con- 
tain more  ftufT  than  his  brother ;  but  of  this  I 
have  not  yet  been  able  to  judge* 

I  have  only  the  alpha  and  omega  of  the  Maid 
of  Orleans*  Could  1  but  obtain  the  fourth,  fifth, 
fixth,  and  feventh  cantos>  it  would  then  be  a 
pleafure  of  which  you  would  have  put  me  in  full 
poffeffion. 

It  feems  to  me  that  the  creditors  of  thofe  la- 
dies, called  the  Seventeen  Provinces  ♦,  are  as 
prcffitig  for  payment  as  thofe  gentlemen,  in- 

*  Both  copies  read  Sx-fept  (feveiiteen).  I  imagine  it  to  be 
an  error  of  the  prefs^  and  that  it  ought  not  to  be  feventeen, 
but  feven^  unlefs  the  Netherlands  and  the  feven  United  Pro* 
vinccs  be  meant  incluiiTely*        T. 

VOL.  vit.  T  titled 
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titled  the  Marflials  of  Fnuice»  are  flow  in  their 
operations.  With  refpeft  to  your  creditors,  I 
beg  you  to  tell  them  that  I  have  many  debts  to 
liquidate  with  the  Dutch ;  and  that  it  is  not  yet 
very  clear  which  of  us  will  find  a  balance  in  bur 
favour. 

If  Paris  be  the  ifland  of  Cytherea,  you  are  cer- 
tainly the  fatellite  of  Venus.  You  revolve  round 
that  planet,  and  follow  the  orbit  which  it  de- 
fcribes,  from  Paris  to  Bruflels,  and  from  Brufleh 
to  Cirey.  Berlin  has  no  attraftion  for  you,  un- 
lefs  the  aftronooiers  of  our  academy  can  entice 
you  hither  by  their  long  telefcopes.  The  north- 
ern people  are  not  fo  effeminate  as  the  nations 
of  the  weft.  The  men  with  us  are  more  robuft, 
more  mafculine,  more  capable  of  labour  and  of 
bufinefs;  but  they  are  perhaps  lefs  agreeable. 
Yec  is  it  cxaAly  the  fybarite  life  which  you  lead 
at  Paris,  and  which  you  commend  fo  much,  that 
has  occafioned  the  lofs  of  fame  among  your 
troops  and  your  generals. 

While  liil'ning  to  the  melancholy  tale^ 
Pardon  the  tnithi  fevcre  I'm  doom'd  to  fpeak  j 
Other  hiflonans  might  them  veil  or  hide, 
But  me  diflimulation  ill  befits  *• 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Write  to  me  often; 
fend  me  your  works,  and  the  Maid  of  Orleans* 
•  Thefe  lines  arc  a  parody  from  the  Hcnriadc.    T. 

I  I  have 


1  have  fo  much  bufinefs  on  hand  that  my  letter 
afiumes  a  laconic  appearance }  bvrt  it  will  weary 
you  the  lefsj  if  it  have  not  wearied  you  too  much 
already, 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CXCV. 
Frim  the  King, 

iTebroary  22»  >f43* 

We  yefterday  faid  all  the  good  of  you 
that  could  be  faid  of  mortal  man.  The  fupper- 
hall  was  a  temple,  in  which  facrifice  was  offered 
to  you  :  and  there  certainly  is  fomfething  divine 
about  you,  for  you  immediately  reward  the  good 
aftions  that  have  been  done  you*  This  morn- 
ing I  have  received  a  charming  letter,  undef 
your  hand,  which  has  given  me  great  pleafure ; 
not  having  for  a  long  period  received  one  before. 
I  was,  for  two  months  together,  overburthened 
with  bufinefs,  which  prevented  me  from  writing 
to  you  fooner. 

I  now  alk  an  explanation,  relative  to  the  fub- 
jeft  of  your  laft  letter  but  one  :  for  the  cardinal 
is  dead,  and  affairs  afliune  a  different  fece.  It. ij 
good  to  know  what  channels  Ought  to  be  em- 
ployed. 

t  t  I  very 
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I  very  fincercly  participate  in  the  trophies 
you  have  acquired.  I  feem  to  myfelf  to  have 
written  Merope,  and  that  it  was  to  me  that  the 
public  did  juftice. 

•  I  am  about  to  depart  for  Silefia,  but  I  (hall  not 
remain  long  there ;  after  which  I  will  renew  my 
intercourfe  with  the  Mufes.  Let  me  entreat  you 
to  fend  me  the  Maid  of  Orleans^  for  I  am  bent 
upon  ravilhing  her  charms ;  and^  with  her^  your 
hifiory,  your  epigrams,  your  odes^  and  yourfelf. 
In  fine,  I  hope,  by  one  means  or  another,  to  fee 
you  here. 

Do  my  charaftcr  no  injuftice :  in  other  refpefts 
you  (hall  be  allowed  to  joke  with  me  as  you 
think  proper. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  I  efteem  you,  love 
you,  and  (hall  love  you  ever. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER      CXCVL 
Frm  the  King. 

March  26,  1745. 

1  WAS  well  perfuaded  you  would  be 
pleafed  with  my  fifter  of  Brunfwic.  She  has 
received  that  happy  gift  of  heaven,  that  ardour 
of  mind,  that  vivacity,  in  which  (he  refembles 

you. 
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you^  and  of  which,  unfortunately,  Nature  is  toa 
avaricious  toward  mankind* 

The  vaunted  fire  F^metheut  ftole 
From  heaven,  to  aniniate  your  fouL 
Audacious  rol>ber  I  Yet  in  Tain ; : 
His  fcanty  hand  could  not  contain 
A  fpark  for  that  unblufhing  crew 
Who  boldly  claim  the  ^hok  their  due* 

Their  minds  to  this  fbange  madnefs  wend 
To  genius  each  and  all  pretend. 
The  worft  of  fools,  if  once  thus  bit» 
Believe  their  vtrorft  of  nonfenfe  wit* 
The  flirewy  who  fcolds  the  live-long  day. 
By  fcolding  would  her  pow'rs  difplay« 
How  oft  by  felf-conceit  is  goaded 
The  a&y  with  learning  overloaded  1 
How  fwells,  andblefles  Heav'n,  for  brain 
Which  words,  or  wind,  could  thus  contain  1 

By  wifdom  would  not  Mirepoiz 
Rule  France ;  nay  more,  all  Europe  awe  ? 
To  ciure  him,  bid  the  doting  elf 
Liften,  whene'er  he  talks  himfelf« 

1  do  not  very  well  know  where  you  are  at. 
prefent  j  but  I  perfuade  myfelf  you  will  fooner 
forget  Berlin  than  be  forgotten  there.  Such  are 
the  aflurances  of  your  adn^irer. 

p.  S«  Of  me  your  mind  draws  pidupe  faiqt^ 
If  me  you  want  in  daubing  paint*; 
I  claim  no  mean,  no  medium  part : 
Forget,  or  place  me  in  your  heart* 

FREDERIC. 

*  M<  dc  Voluitfc  had  reqncfted  to  have  the  king'a  pi&ure, 

T3 
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LETTER     CXCVII, 
From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Potfdam,  April  6, 1743* 

JL  OU  load  me  with  favours,  while  I  per- 
lift  in  gloomy  filence.  I  receive  the  precious 
fruits  of  friendfliip,  your  nightly  watchings  and 
your  ftudies  j  while  I  continue  galleping  from 
province  to  prqvince,  without  being  able  to  fix 
my  wandering  jftar,  and  return  to  my  former 
haunts. 

I  am,  however,  returned  from  Breflau,  after 
having  adied  the  politician,  the  financier,  and  the 
general.  I  expcdt  at  prefent  to  tafte  fome  re- 
pofe,  and  to  recommence  my  commerce  with 
the  Mufes.  I  fhall  foon  fend  you  the  preface 
to  my  memoirs.  I  cannot  remit  the  whole  work, 
for  it  muft  not  appear  till  after  I  and  my  cotem- 
poraries  are  dead  ;  the  reafon  of  which  is,  it  is 
written  with  a  ftrift  adherence  to  truth ;  I  not 
having  departed^  in  any  refped,  from  that  fide^ 
lity  which  a  hiftorian  ought  to  communicate  to 
his  writings. 

Your  hiftory  of  the  human  mind  is  admirable. 
But  how  humiliating  is  this  hiftory  tO'  our  fpe- 
cies,  nay  to  providence  itfelf !  That  is,  if  provi- 
dence 
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dence  make  choice  of  thofc  who  are  appointed 
to  govern  the  world,  and  ferve  as  the  pivots  on 
which  thofe  revolutions  turn  that  happen  on 
earth. 

I  am  forry  to  hear  that  your  ruling  paflion 
has  weakened  you  fo  much ;  but  I  flatter  myfelf 
the  mind  will  fupport  the  body,  as  oil  maintains 
'  the  flame  of  a  lamp. 

D'Argens  has  had  his  comedy  performed,  tf 
which  we  all  went  to  fleep.  He  wiftied  to  have 
it  reprefented  at  Paris,  but  froni  this  I  difluaded 
him ;  for  he  would  there  moft  indubitably  have 
been  hifled.  You  ftand  alone;  you  wrote  a 
tragedy  at  nineteen,  and  an  epic  poem  at  twenty. 
But  every  man  is  not  Voltaire. 

The  ridiculous  arts  of  the  devotees  of%  Paris 
have  been  heard  of  in  the  North.  I  well  ex- 
pected Voltaire  muft  fland  reproved,  as  foon  as 
he  fliould  appear  before  an  Areopagus  of  crofled 
and  mitred  Midafes.  Acquire  the  fortitude  to 
defpife  a  nation  which  is  infenfible  to  the  merit 
of  men  like  Belleifle  and  Voltaire ;  and  come 
into  a  country  where  you  are  beloved,  and  where 
bigotry  does  not  rule  triumphant. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

The  Maid !  The  Maid !   The  Maid  !  And 

once  again,'  the  Maid  of  Orleans !  Send  her  to 

T  4  me^ 
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pic,  for  the  love  of  God ;  pr  Rthcr  for  the  lovo 
qlyourfelf! 


LETTER      CXCVIII. 
From  tk0  King^ 

PodHamt  Mtyii.  1743^ 

riOW  kngy  a  baddliderf  pray  tdl  mt^  Voltaire^ 
Ha«  oldSaving-gnce  in  your  foul  had  a  (hare  ? 
By  Mirepoix  leftur'dy  and  fprinkkdt  and  hleft. 
Are  fiifting,  and  hermitSt  and  rooU»  now  your  taftc  i 
With  a  twang  through  the  nofe,  and  a  &Q£b'fied  air^ 
The  yawning  phUofopher  mutters  a  piay'r ; 
Hit  fins  being  pardon'd,  he  fights  for  the  churchy 
And  we  font  of  old  Satan  are  left  in  the  lurcLi 

St.  Peter  and  Newton  all  Heav'n  alarm ; 
Their  daim  to  Voltaire  to  fupport  they  both  arm, 
Inftead  of  triangky  the  dozing  old  £unt 
A  relic  prefents  i  and.  In  argument  quaint^ 
Conception  immaculate  fuUy  maintains ; 
And  nuutyrB  and  Mary  deep  while  he  explains* 

ApollO)  Pamaffusj  the  Mufes  all  nine. 
Vent  their  griefs*  to  perceive  their  fam'd  valley  diviat 
Xicft  forlorn  by  the  fv^an  whofe  mellifluous  ftrain 
80  ktdy  enchanted  the  banks  of  the  Seine. 

l^utbf  grief,  lo !  a  pidure  no  heart  can  withftand  \ 
Defpair  in  her  eye,  the  iage  I^ocke  in  her  hand^ 
Her  hair  all  difhevellM,  her  cheek  all  in  tears. 
Fair  Emily,  charming  in  forrow,  appears ! 
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<;^H«isgo|ie!''  fheezdaims;  *<Iunfaiitei:^d,farii|L'^} 
^Diftraaionl  Eternally  left  to  complain ! 
••His  motives?  Oh  none!  'Tis  the  moon  at  the  full  $ 
^  He  crediu  a  tale  qf  acock  and  bull  T' 

This  is  what  I  prefume,  from  the  letter  you 
have  written  to  the  bifliop  of  Sens,  and  from 
what  all  the  letters  from  Paris  contain.  You 
may  judge  of  my  furprife,  and  of  the  aftonifli- 
ment  of  a  philofophic  mind,  to  fee  the  minifler 
of  truth  bend  the  knee  before  the  idol  of  fuper* 
ftition. 

The  mitred  Midafes  triumph^  in  this  age,  over 
Voltaire  and  the  men  of  genius ;  but  this  is  ap- 
parently the  age  in  which  the  ignorant,  of  every 
kind,  are  to  find  preferment  in  France,  rather 
than  the  learned  and  the  m^  of  abilities.  O. 
femfora!  O mores! 

Some  forty  learned  parrots  fit 
To  pick  holes  in  the  coat  of  wit. 
Old  cuftom  and  new  grammar  they 
Sometimes  command,  fometimes  obey  x 
Like  llaTes  they  yidd  what  is  not  due. 
Like  defpots  they  have  black-ball'd  you* 
Afraid  the  reign  of  night  muft  end. 
Should  once  your  fplendid  fun  afcend. 
They  met,  and  caft  a  midnight  fpell, 
Apd  ftiU  in  all  their  darknefs  dwelL 

I  believe  France  is  the  only  country  in  Eu- 
rope 
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rope  in  which  afles  and  fools  may  at  prefent 
make  their  fortune.  I  fend  you  the  preface  to 
my  memoirs  * ;  the  reft  is  not  oftenfible. 

I  do  not  write  to  you  fo  often  as  I  could  wifh; 
you  mud  not  however  accufe  me,  but  the  innu- 
merable occupations  which  divide  my  time. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire,  Do  not  forget  me, 
notwithftanding  my  filence ;  be  certain  that,  as 
your  friend,  I  do  not  think  lefs  frequendy  of  you 
than  I  did  formerly, 

FREPERIC 


LETTER      CXCIX. 
From  the  King. 

Potfdam,  Jane  15,  1742. 

Peaceful  in  hartMwrhcre  I  ftand, 
Nor  wifh  my  bark  again  the  winds  (hould  brave ; 

Yet  grieve  to  view  the  diftant  ftraad» 
Where  fate  forbids  a  nobk  fliip  to  fave^ 

I  wi(h  you  would  at  once  come  to  Berlin,  there 
to  remain ;  and  that  you  had  'the  ftrength  to 
Ihelter  your  light  bark  from  the  winds  and  hur- 
ricanes by  which  it  has  fo  often  been  toft:  'm 

♦  The  work  mentioned  here,  and  in  the  laft  letter,  is,  72r 
Hiflory  9fmy  own  Times*        T, 

France. 
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France*    How,  my  dear  Voltaire,  can  you  fuffer 

them  to  exclude  you  ignominioufly  from  the 

academy,  while  they  applaud  you  at  the  theatre? 

Difdained  at  court,  and  adored  in  the  city !  This 

is  a  contraft  which  I  cannot  reconcile.     The 

levity  indeed  of  the  French  never  fuffers  them 

to  be  confident  in  their  applaufe. 

Come  here,  to  a  nation  which  will  not  change 

its  judgment  concerning  you.     Quit  a  country 

where  Belleifle,  Chauvelin^  and  VQltaire  can  find 

po  protedion. 

Adieu* 

FREDERIC 

Send  me  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  or  I  renounce 
you. 


LETTER     CC. 
From  the  King. 

Magdeburg,  June  15»  1743. 
Proscribed  and  pcTfecuted  m  your  own, 
£c  this  your  country ;  here  your  worth  is  known. 

I  am  at  prefent  a  greater  wanderer  than  the 
Jew  whom  D*Argens  ♦  obliges  to  write  and  to 

*  Alluding  to  the  Jcwifh  Letters,  by  the  marquis  d* Ar- 
gens.        T, 

travcL 
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trarcl.  Another  Sifyphus,  I  turn  the  wheel  at 
wkich  I  am  condemned  to  labour.  I  give  a 
momentum  to  my  Iktk  kingdom;  ftnd^  in  the 
Ibades  of  peace^  ftrengchen  that  for  which  I  am 
indebted  to  the  arm  of  war.  I  reform  old  abufes^ 
and  give  birth  to  new;  corredt  faults^  and  com* 
nut  others* 

This  tumultuous  life  may  endure  two  months, 
jonlefs  the  demon,  that  haunts  me  (hould  con* 
tinue  his  difturbances  longer.  I  believe  I  (hall 
then  find  myfelf  obliged  to  make  a  trip  to  Aix, 
there  to  correft  the  incorrigible  machinery  of 
my  abdomen^  by  which  your  friend  is  occafion- 
ally  tormented.  Could  I  have  the  pleafure  of 
meeting  you  there,  it  would  be  a  very  agreeable 
oue;  for  it  is  my  opinion  that— 

For  jaondicM  patient,  whoin  the  ftone* 
And  gouty  and  dropfyy  eall  their  own^ 
No  medicines  which  the  learned  tribe 
E'erdidy  or  ever  (hall  prefipribe. 
Of  fo  much  efficacy  are. 
At  conver&eion  with  Voltaire. 
His  piercing  wit,  and  eye  fo  keen. 
To  charm  away  the  whims  of  fplopi^ 
•  Or  pain  itfclf,  are  more  availing 
Than  all  Hippocrates  and  Galen* 

If^  leaving  that  place,  you  would  come  and 
Iff  an  inhabitant  of  thefc  countries,  I  promife 

you 
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you  an  eftablithoient  with  which  I  flatter  myfelf 
you  would  be  fatisfied;  ^fpecially  when  yoa 
fhould  find  you  rfclf  beyond  the  reach  of  the  ar- 
tifices and  perfecution  of  bigots.  You  have 
fuifered  too  many  infults  in  France,  to  remaia 
there  with  honour;  it  becomes  you  to  quit  a 
country  where  your  reputation  receives  daily 
(tabs,  and  where  each  Midas  is  preferr^  to  the 
higheft  employment. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.  Let  me  entreat  you  to 
write  me  your  fentiments ;  and  be  certain  of  my 
flfiedion. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CCL 

From  M*  di  Voltaire. 

tfte  Hague*  Jane  alt  I741« 

From  palace  whicl^  you  muft  aUow, 

Though  gilded  once*  is  rotten  now» 

Both  monument  and  emblem  Ifit 

Of  human  grandeur^  human  wit^ 

On  you  I  call»  to  you  appeal; 

For  you  can  hear,  and  you  can  fecL 

For  other  palaces  I  pant. 

Where  you  to  art  and  fcience  grant 

Blcft  refuge.    Soon  the  winged  fteed, 

Hight  Pegafusi  of  nobk  breed. 


l86        >o8TRUMdirs  Woiics. 

Do  yon  but  fend,  1*11  quickly  mounts 
And  at  Berlin  my  griefa  recount* 

Has  my  hero  received  my  letters  from  Parki 
in  which  I  have  informed  him  that  I  (hould 
efcape,  and  come  to  pay  him  my  court  f  I  fent 
them  to  David  Gerrard ;  and  the  fccond  addreff 
was  to  M.  Fredericlhof.  Surely  David  Gerrard 
is  not  fuch  a  blockhead  as  to  be  unable  to  dif- 
cover  that  this  M.  Fredericlhof  is  the  greateft  of 
kings,  and  the  greateft  of  men;  the  man  of  my 
heart ;  he  whofe  prefencc  will  for  fome  days  ren- 
der me  happy. 

1  am  therefore  waiting  at  the  Hague,  with  M* 
von  Podewils,  the  orders  of  your  humanity^  and 
Sifcrefpan  *  from  your  majefty. 

Let  me  once  again  behold  the  great  Frederic^ 
and  let  me  no  more  be  troubled  with  the  fight  of 
the  pedant  Boyer,  the  old  bifliop  of  Mirepoix, 
who  would  pleafe<ne  much  more  were  he  at  lead 
twenty  years  older  than  he  is* 

While  you,  by  beat  of  drum,  terrific  found# 
Through  Pruflia's  towns  arc  led,  a  weary  raundy 
I,  by  my  better  angel  guided,  wing 
My  willing  way  to  hear  Apollo  fing. 

I  am  here  with  your  worthy  and  amiable  mJ- 
nifter,  who  is  inconfolable,  and  neither  flecps 

♦  rcr-y^wi—A  relay  of  horfea*        T, 

nor 
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nor  eats,  becaufe  the  Dutch  want  the  pofleffions 
of  a  great  king  at  too  cheap  a  rate.  We  muft 
however  accuftom  ourfelves,  fire,  to  fee  the 
Dutch  love  money  as  much  as  I  love  you.  When, 
alas !  fhall  I  leave  thefe  watery  provinces,  to  fee 
«ny  hero,  and  my  prince  ? 


LETTER     CCIL 
From  the  King. 

Rcinfbarg,  July  3,  1743, 

1  S  E  N  D  you  a  paflport  for  horfes  witU 
much  eagemefs*  You  will  neither  be  drawn  by 
Bucephalus,  nor  by  Pegafus;  yet  I  (hall  love 
the  horfes  the  better,  for  having  brought  Apollo 
to  Berlin. 

Here  you  will  be  received  with  open  arms, 
and  I  will  give  you  the  beft  eftablilhmcnt  in  my 
power* 

I  am  about  to  depart  for  Stettin,  and  from 
thence  for  Silefia ;  but  I  {hall  find  a  moment's 
leifure  to  fee  and  aflure  you  how  much  I  efteem 
you. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER      CCIIL 

From  M.  de  Voltaire^ 

MY  f  It«J6  "^^  Hague,  in  your  vaft  and  nunoai 

•  *  pahcc,  July  13,  1743. 

1  H  A  V  £  not  the  honour  to  be  one  of 
thofe  heroes  who  travel  with  a  feven  I  am  be* 
come  a  Manicbsean^  and  admit  two  principles 
in  the  world  :  the  good  principle  is  the  huma- 
nity of  my  hero ;  the  bad  is  pkyfical  evil ;  and 
the  laft  prevents  me  from  enjoying  the  firft. 

Permit  therefore,  my  adorable  monarch,  that 
(bui  which  is  fb  ill  at  its  eafe,  in  this  paltry 
body,  to  remain,  and  not  begin  Its  travels  un- 
der the  uncertairity  of  finding,  or  of  not  finding, 
your  majefty.  If  you  intend  to  remain  fomc 
weeks  at  Berlin,  to  Berlin  will  I  fly ;  if  you  are 
ftill  on  the  wing,  and  mean  to  hurry  from  the 
further  part  of  Silefia  to  Aix-la-Chapelle,  I  will 
go  thither,  and  wait  for  you  in  a  warm  bath ; 
which  however  will  be  much  cooler  than  your 
imagination. 

I  have  the  honour  to  fend  you  a  dofe  of  opium, 

to  be  taken  during  your  travels ;  a  packet  of" 

academic  phrafes,  among  which  your  majefly 

will  find  the  difcourfc  of  Maupertuis,  accom- 

5  panied 


))atiied  with  fome  remarks^  by  ihadame  du  Cba* 
telct.  Would  to  God  the  French  were  guilty 
of  no  other  miftakes  than  thofc  pointed  out  to 
your  majefty  by  madamc  du  Ghatelet;  the 
emperor  would  dill  have  held  Bohemia»  and 
would  at  leail  fup  at  Munich,  inflead  of  being 
in  abfolute  want  at  Franckfort^ 

But,  notwithftanding  the  noble  retreats  of 
your  Strafburg  friend  *,  and  the  errors  of  Det- 
tingen,  the  French  appear  not  to  be  deftitute  of 
courage.  The  mufteteers  alone,  to  the  number 
of  two  hundred  and  fifty,  broke  through  five 
lines  of  the  Englilh,  who  few  of  them  gave 
way  But  with  lofs  of  life.  The  great  num-i^ 
bcr  of  our  nobility  killed  and  wounded  is  an 
mconteftable  proof  of  valour.  What  would  not 
this  nation  effed,  were  it  commanded  by  a  prince 
like  you  ? 

If  the  people  have  courage,  the  miniftiy  alfo 
have  fortitude;  a  new  army  on  the  Maefe  will 
foon  afford  the  United  Provinces  fubjf&ft  of  de- 
liberation; 

I  believe  the  treaty  between  Sardinia  and 
Spain  to  be  nearly  concluded.  This  is  a  new 
fcene  in  the  play ;  and  what  is  pafling  in  Swe* 
den  may  hkewife  change  the  face  of  affairs  in 
the  north. 

♦  Marflial  de  Broglio.        T. 

foh,  Tii.  U  Amid 
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Amid  the  (hock  of  nationii  madly  fees, 

Watching  with  a£live  eye  this  poor  world's  woes^ 

Triumphanty  arm'd  with  thunderbolt  and  lyre^ 

My  hero  recklefs  views  the  fpreading  fire. 

Germania  ruinM ;  Sweden  ill  at  eafe ; 

The  haughty  Engliih  fov*reigns  of  the  feas. 

Who  vaunt  their  honeft  motives,  yet  maintaia 

Clandeftine  views,  vidorious  on  the  main  ; 

The  Dutch  one  half  their  friends,  one  half  their  flares  ; 

Opprobrium  braving,  io  his  life  he  faves. 

Old  Broglio  flying,  loft,  confiis'd,  and  ftunn'd 

By  accidents  which  well  he  might  have  (hunn'di«<« 

AH  thefe  my  hero  laughing  fees ;  while  I 

I^augh  too,  for  laughter  bcft  may  caxc  defy. 

I  am  afraid  all  this  partakes  of  the  fever  de* 
lirium :  but  the  greatell  delirium  I  am  confcious 
of,  is  the  defire  to  meet  your  majefty.  Where 
(hall  I  fee  you  ?  whore  (hall  I  be  happy  ?  Mud 
it  beat  Berlin,  or  at  Aiz-la*Chapelle? 

Behold  me  at  your  feet,  charming  monarchy 
and  moil  fmgular  man ;  waiting  your  orders  to 
guide  ray  ftcps. 


LETTER     CCIV. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Be  mine  the  heroes  who  repofe 
Beneath  the  myrtle  and  the  rofe : 


July,  i743« 


JR»»> 
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For,  while  they  fport  with  dance  and  tong, 

Refpiring  earth  endures  no  wrong. 

Let  Caefar  for  the  laurel  write. 

The  witty  C«far  's  my  delight ; 

Or  change  the  order  of  the  fphere. 

And  give  the  worid  another  year  | 

In  th'  arms  of  love  (hould  he  recline^ 

The  loving  Czfar  ftill  is  mine  ; 

Nor  grieve  I  much  to  fee  the  fport 

Indued  in  at  Bithynia's  CQUrt ; 

Ehkrg'd,  magnanimous,  and  kind» 

To  Cato's  I  prefer  his  mind ; 

Like  Tully  he,  of  foul  fuUime, 

The  heights  of  eloquence  would  ch'mb  | 

Of  ting  of  whom  I've  keard,  or  read, 

The  ftarry  track  he  TecmM  to  tread. 

But  when  old  Rubicon  in  vain 

The  luft  of  power  would  reftnun  |  r  , 

When  all  his  waters  can't  afluage 

^e  phrenzy  of  ambitious  rage  ; 

^o  weep  the  man  I  turn  afi<ie. 

Who  might  have  liv'd  the  poet's  pride  | 

Who  knight  have  been  for  ever  great ; 

Who  might— have  fav'd  a  fidling  date ! 

You,  fire,  are  more  happy,  after  taking  Si- 
kfia,  than  was  your  predeceffor  after  the  battle 
of  Pharfalia.  You,  like  him,  write  commenta- 
ries ;  like  him,  you  love  fociety,  of  which  you 
are  the  delight.  You  fend  me  charming  verfes, 
and  a  preface  worthy  of  yourfcif,  which  an- 
nounces a  work  worthy  of  the  preface,  I  can 
forbear  no  longer ;  your  loadftone  attra&s  me 
U  2  ;•• 


^ 


■  ] 
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too  powerfully,  while  I  am  repelled  by  the  loadc 
(lone  of  France.  Were  there  a  king  in  Cochin- 
china  who  (hould  think,  write,  and  fpeak  like 
you,  embark  I  muft,  to  throw  myfelf  at  his  feet. 
All  people,  who  have  but  a  fpark  of  taftc  and 
reafon,  ought  to  undertake  fuch  voyages,  ia 
imitation  of  the  queen  of  Sheba. 

I  notwithftanding  own,  great  king,  with  my 
impertinent  franknefs,  that  I  think  you  facrifice 
yourfclf  a  little  too  much,  in  this  charming  pre- 
face to  your  memoirs.  Pardon — yet  no;  I 
aik  no  pardon — you  fuffer  it  to  be  too  percep- 
tibly feen  that  you  have  neglefted  the  fpirit 
of  morality,  to  indulge  the  fpirit  of  conqueft. 
What  have  you  to  reproach  yourfelf  with  ? 
I^lnlmrou  not  real  claims  on  Silelia,  at  lead  on 
the  greater  part  of  it  ?  and  did  not  the  refufal  of 
juftice  fufEciently  authorife  ypur  aft  ?  I  Qiall  fay 
no  more ;  except  that,  in  every  article,  I  think 
your  majefty  too  forbearing,  and  that  you  arc 
daily  more  and  more  juftified^^^ 

Your  majefty  is  to  me  amoft-^ducingcoquette* 
You  grant  me  many  favours,  that  you  may  in- 
fpire  all  the  ardour  of  hope  to  obtain  the  laft. 
What  more  convenient  opportunity  can  I  find^ 
to  go  and  pafs  afew  days  with  my  hero  ?  He  has 
imprifoned  the  thunder,  and  is  fpoFting  with  his 
lyre.    People  here  do  not  fport  j  the  lightning 

flaOips 
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flaQies  over  our  heads.  This  vile  Mirepoix  is 
as  fevere^  as  fanatic^  and  as  imperious^  as  cardinal 
de  Fleuri  was  mild^  accommodating^  and  polite. 
How  much  does  he  make  us  regret  that  good 
man ;  and  how  inferior  is  the  preceptor  of  our 
dauphin  ro  the  preceptor  of  our  king!  The 
choice  which  has  been  made  of  him,  is  the  only 
one  by  which  his  roajefty  has  afBidted  the  na-. 
tion.  Our  other  miniftcrs,  and  the  king  him- 
felf,  are  beloved.  He  applies  himfelf  to  affairs, 
is  affiduous,  juft,  and  very  fincerely  loves  the 
moft  amiable  woman  on  earth.  It  is  Mirepoix 
alone  who  renders  the  ferene  iky  of  Verfailles 
and  Paris  cloudy.  The  belles-lettres  are  enve- 
loped in  a  gloomy  fog.  Men  are  in  defpair, 
to  fee  Boyer  in  the  poffeffion  of  the  feats  of 
Fenelon  and  Bofluet — Boyer,  who  was  born  a 
perfecutor !  I  know  not  by  what  fatality  it  hap- 
pens that  every  monk  who  has  rifen  into  power 
at  court,  has  been  equally  cruel  and  ambitious. 
The  firft  benefice  Mirepoix  received,  after  the 
death  of  the  cardinal,  was  worth  near  eighty 
thoufand  livres  per  annum.  (Above  three  thou- 
fand  pounds  fterling.)  The  firft  apartment  given 
him  at  Paris  was  that  of  the  queen ;  and  every 
body  is  in  daily  expedation  to  fee  his  head, 
which  your  majefty  fo  well  calls  the  head  of  an  afs, 
decorated  by  a  red  bonnet  brought  from  Rome. 
U  3  True 


i-^ 
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True  it  is  MarU'^a-la^Coque  was  not  writtci| 
by  him;  but  it  is  equally  true,  fire,  that  I  hav<; 
not  written  the  letter,  which  pafle?  under  my 
name,  to  the  author  of  Marie-a-la-Coque.  I  have: 
only  written  a  letter  to  the  biftiop  of  Mirepoix; 
in  which  I  have  complained,  with  much  ardour 
and  much  inutility,  of  the  calumnies  of  his 
creatures  and  fpies.  I  do  not  bow  the  knee 
before  Baal :  and,  while  I  refpeft  my  king,  I 
equally  defpife  thofe  who,  under  the  (hade  of 
his  authority,  abufe  their  power,  and  are  only 
great  to  do  mifchief. 

You,  fire,  alone  confole  me,  feeing  what  I 
fee;  and,  when  ready  to  weep  at  the  decline  of 
the  arts,  I  fay  there  is  ofie  monarch  flill  in  £u« 
'  rope  by  whom  they  are  beloved,  by  whoiri  they 
are  cultivated,  ind  \yho  is  the  glory  of  his  age, 
I  add,  foon  (hall  I  fee  this  charming  monarch ; 
this  man,  though  a  king;  this  fceptered  Chau- 
lieu;  this  Tacitus ;  this  Xenophon,  Yes,  I  muft 
be  gone;  madame  du  Chatelet  muft  not  prevent 
me  J  I  muft  forfake  Minerva  for  Apollo.  To 
fee  your  majefty  is  my  ruling  paiSon,  which 
muft  once  in  my  life  be  indulged. 

Nothing  can  be  more  unneceffary  than  to  add 
my  profound  rcfpefts,  &c* 


LET. 


eoJtftes^oHDSNcs.         z^^ 

L,   E    T    T    E    R     CCV. 
From  the  King. 

Potfdam^  Aygufl  20y  1743* 

1  H  A  V  E  only  been  here  two  days,  and 
h^ve  found  three  of  your  letters. 

Two  gods  feldom  friends,  gods  of  rcafon  and  rhyme. 
In  concord  preiidc  o'er  your  concerts  fublinje. 
Our  minds  to  enlighten,  and  rid  us  of  forrow. 
The  gall*dripping  pep  of  old  Perjjus  you  borrow* 
Deform'd  as  (he  is,  wheh  her  face  you  reveal, 
Hypocrify  (hrinking  her  ihame  would  conceal. 
Of  Mir^TOix's  ghoft  who  can  doubt  the  delight. 
Should  you  undertake  his  ieulogium  to  write  ? 
In  vengeance  the  arts  all  alFembled  would  come. 
To  fcatter  his  afties,  and  hurl  down  his  tomb ; 
In  vain  would  Neuville  wordy  monument  r^e, 
Thff  force  of  the  fatire  would  rife  with  the-praife. 

I  pity  thofe  who  have  the  misfortune  to  offen<j> 
you ;  for.  in  four  lines,  ypu  will  render  them 
ridiculous  adjeculajeculorum. 

1  (hall  not  go  to  Aix,  as  I  intended.  Yoij. 
know  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  political  atom ; 
in  confequence  of  which,  my  ftomach  is  obliged 
to  digeft  the  combination  of  European  affairs, 
which  do  not  alw^iys  perfcdly  agrpe  with  ifs 
te^pture. 


f 
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You  feem  to  me,  my  dear  Voltaire,  fomcthing 
like  the  weathercock  of  Parnaflus,  and  as  if  you 
had  not  yet  decided  on  the  part  you  ought  tq 
take.  J  (hall  fay  nothing  to  you  on  the  fub- 
jeft,  for  all  that  I  could  urge  >yould  feem  fuf- 
picious.  The  pifture  you  have  drawn  of  France 
is  painted  in  glowing  colours ;  but,  fay  what 
you  pleafe,  the  army  that  flies  for  three  fuccef- 
five  years,  and  that  is  beaten  whenever  it  fights, 
is  certainly  no  affemblage  qf  Csefj^rs  or  qf  Alex- 
anders. 

My  portrait  is  not,  nor  is  it  intended  to  be, 

painted  j   I  can  therefore  give  you  nothing  bm 

medals. 

Fale. 

FREDERIC, 


BETTER      CCVL 

From  the  King. 

Potfdami  Aiiguft  24,  J743, 

It  is  to  be  at  Berlin,  then,  that  I  am  to 
have  the  pleafure  to  behold  the  French  Apollo 
defcend  from  his  Parnaflus,  to  oblige  me,  and 
familiarize  himfelf  a  little  with  the  profaic  vul* 
gar.     Let  me  beg  you,  my  dear  Voltaire,  tq 

bring 
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bring  with  you  good  ftore  of  indulgence ;  and 
efpecially  let  no  grammarian  meafure  the  length 
of  our  phrafts  by  the  fathom,  nor  punifti^us  fof 
the  folly  of  a  folecifm.  You  will  fee  a  company 
of  comedians  that  is  forming»  a  rifing  academy, 
luid,  above  all^  m^ny  p^rfons  whp  lov^  and  ad-r 
jnire  you. 

There  is  no  dne  i^  Mirepoix  at  Berlin  •.  Wc 
have  a  cardinal,  and  bilhops,  fome  of  whom 
make  love  in  front,  and  others  in  rear;  who  are 
better  read  in  the  divinityof  Epicurus  than  in  that 
pf  Saint  Paul  J  wljo  confequently  are  benevolent 
enough  not  to  perfecute  any  one ;  and  who  difr 
pofe  of  nothing  but  parilh  offices  and  choriffa^n 
places,  for»\yhich  ypu  are  no  afpiring  candidafCf 

Disjointed  though  you  bring  her,  ye(. 
Your  Maid  of  Orieans  don't  forget } 
The  deeds  of  aH  your  prefent  race 
Of  heroes^  hers  will  foon  efface ;  - 
Of  flying  Broglioi  and  the  fheep 
Which  he  can  neither  kill  nor  keep  y 
Of  wand'ring  Mailleboisy  who  loft 
Himfelfy  as  well,  as  all  his  hoft ; 
Of  Segur,  who  fo  foon  furrenden  ; 
^nd  aH  your  other  brave  defeaderst 

*  The  biihop  Boyer  ufed  to  fign  himfelf  ^wrr.  toeque'Jk 
Mirepoix^  as  an  abbreviation  of  ancun^  &^.  This  Voltaire  lari 
(pafticaDy  changed  into  dne^  or  afs  of  Mirepoix.  T. 
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I  will  (hew  you  as  much  of  my  Memoirs  as  X 
think  I  ought  to  Ihew  you.  They  are  true, 
confequemly  of  fuch  a  nature  as  not  to  be  mado 
public  till  fome  future  agc^ 

Adicp,  dev  Voltaire,  till  we  meet. 

FREDERIGji 


LETTER       CCVII. 
From  the  King. 

Potfdam,  September  ^59  I743« 

You  haye  faid  fo  much  to  me  in  behalf 
<9f  France,  and  her  king,  that  it  were  to  be  wi(hed 
all  monarchs  had  fuch  fubjedls,  and  all  republics 
fuch  citizens.  When  the  fame  zeal  animate? 
every  man,  and  when  the  public  intereft  be- 
comes the  intereft  of  every  indiyjdufd,  feeling? 
like  thefe  then  conftitute  the  true  (brength  of 
kingdom^s. 

It  had  been  well  if  France  and  Sweden  had 
poffeiTed  military  men  who  thought  like  you; 
but  it  is  very  certain,  fay  what  you  will,  that 
the  feeblenefs  of  the  generals,  and  the  timidity 
of  adminiftration,  have  been  almoft  deftru6tive 
of  the  renown  of  thefe  two  nations,  whpfe  very 
name,  nop  fifty^years  ago,  was  the  terror  of  Eu- 
rope. 

5 .  Let 


Let  lis  examine  in  what  manner  France  has 
^ded  toward  her  allies.  What  an  example  to 
Europe  was  that  fecret  peace  which  cardinal  de 
Fleuri  made,  unknown  to  the  kings  of  Spain 
^d  Sardinia  !  The  father-inrlaw  of  his  monarch 
was  abandoned, -and  Lorrain  acquired.  How 
unheard-of  is  the  manner  in  which  France  ^vcs 
up  the  emperor,  facrifices  Bavaria,  and  ruins  a 
prince  who  is  fo  refpeftablc  even  in  extreme 
diftrefs !  I  fpeak  not  merely  of  the  diftrefs  of  the 
prince,  but  of  a  iituation  the  mod  dreadful  that 
can  happen  to  a  private  perfpn.  What  were  the 
machinations  of  the  cardinal  in  Ruliia,  when  we 
were  on  the  moll  friendly  terms  !  What  propofi- 
tions  have  not  been  made  at  Mentz,  to  open  a 
road  to  peace,  or  more  properly  to  kindle  a 
jiew  war  !  With  how  little  vigour  do  the  French 
fpeak,  when  they  ought  to  difplay  fortitude! 
And,  even  when  fome  appearance  is  difcoverablc 
in  their  words,  how  little  cofrcfpondent  are  their 
military  operations! 

The  French  however  are  the  moll  charming 
people  in  Europe ;  and,  were  they  not  as  a  nation 
to  be  feared,  they  would  defer ve  to  be  beloved, 
A  king  worthy  to  reign  over  them,  governing 
fagely,  and  acquiring  the  cfteem  of  all  Europe, 
inight  reftore  them  to  their  former  fplendour ; 

wjiich 
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which  Broglioi  and  fo  many  others  of  dill  in* 
ferior  abilities,  have  fomewhat  cclipfed. 

It  were  a  work  worthy  a  prince  of  fuch 
high  merit  to  repair  what  others  have  injured ; 
and  never  could  fovercign  acquire  more  glory 
than  when  he  (hould  defend  his  people  againil 
furious  foes ;  or  when,  by  changing  the  ftatc  of 
affairs,  he  (hould  find  means  to  reduce  his  ad- 
verfaries,  humbly  to  requcft  he  would  grant 
them  peace. 

I  (hall  admire  all  the  ads  of  this  great  man  ; 
nor  will  any  of  the  fovereigns  of  Europe  be  lefs 
jealous  of  his  fuccefs  than  I  (hall  be. 

But  I  did  not  intend  to  talk  politics  to  you ; 
for  this  is  exadlly  like  prefcnting  a  dofe  of  phy- 
fic  to  a  beloved  niiftrefs.  I  imagine  I  (hould 
do  much  better  were  I  to  make  poetry  the  topic: 
but  we  cannot  all  ad:  as  we  wi(h  ;  and  when  you 
write  poetry  to  me,  to  which  I  ought  to  anfwer, 
you  talk  to  me  like  a  cup-bearer,  who,  having 
the  gift  of  drinking,  brings  large  bumpers  to  a 
po6r  valetudinarian,  whofe  ftomach  fcarcely  can 
digeft  water. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.    May  Heaven  preferve 

you  from  fleeplefs  nights,  fever,  and  impertinent 

vifitors. 

FREDERIC. 
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LETTER      CCVUL 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Uidited. 

1  O  kings,  rebellious,  you  could  find 
The  means  to  captivate  my  mind ; 
In  you  the  joys  I  deem  moft  fweet 
It  18  my  happy  doom  to  meet. 
My  General  Hiftory,  and  my  Maidj 
1  come  to  end  in  fafety't  fhade. 
Which  you  beftow,  where  fearlefs  I 
May  all  the  bigot  crew  defy. 

I  will  therefore  depart,  my  adorable  mailer, 
to  return  as  foon  as  I  have  put  my  affairs  in 
order.  I  fpeak  to  you  with  my  accuftomed 
franknefs :  I  have  imagined  I  perceived  I  (hould 
be  lefs  agreeable  to  you,  were  I  to  come  in  the 
company  of  others ;  and  I  own  that,  appertain* 
ing  folely  to  your  majefty,  my  mind  will  be 
more  at  its  eafe. 

1  have  not  the  ambition  to  become  an  envoy, 
like  Deftouches  and  Prior ;  two  poets  who  each 
concluded  a  treaty  of  peace  between  France  and 
England.  You  will  aft  as  you  (hall  pleafe  with, 
all  the  kings  on  earth,  and  I  (hall  not  inter- 
fere ;  but  I  earneftly  conjure  you  to  write  a  word 
.  to  me,  which  I  may  (hew  to  the  king  of  France. 

Yov 


5o2  iPOsmuMous  wokits; 

You  reproach  him,  in  the  letter  which  yoii 
deigned  to  write  to  me  from  Potfdam,  for  hav^ 
ing  left  ihc  emperor  in  e^ttreme  diftrefs ;  is  well 
as  for  having  made  infinuations  at  Mentz  con- 
trary to  your  interefts.  Since  that  letter  was 
written,  your  majefty  has  been  informed  that 
the  king  of  France  has  granted  the  emperor 
fubfidies  ;  and  I  imagine  you  have  no  doubt  at 
prcfent  that  Hatzel,  who  negociatcd,  or  rather 
did  nothing  but  blunder^  at  Mentz^  was  a  ra(h 
perfon,  who,  fliould  you  wifli  it,  would  receive 
punilhment.  Be  therefore  fomewhat  better  con- 
tented ;  and  let  me  conjure  you  to  deign  to  write 
to  me,  were  it  but  four  lines  in  general  terms^ 

All  I  wifti  you  to  fay  is»  that  you  are  now^ 
fatisfied  refpeding  the  inclinations  of  France ; 
that  no  perfon  ever  prefented  you  with  a  more 
advantageous  pidure  of  his  king;  that  you 
have  reafon  to  believe  me,  becaufe  you  have 
never  been  deceived  by  me  ;  and  that  ydu  arc 
well  determined  to  be  the  ally. of  a  prince  fo 
prudent,  and  fo  firm  in  his  purpofes. 

Thefe  vague  cxpreffions  will  not  pledge  you 
to  any  ad,  and  I  dare  affirm  they  will  produce 
a  good  efFed ;  for,  if  defcriptions  have  been 
given  you  but  little  honourable  to  the  king  of 
France,  I  can  affure  )^ou  that  you  have  been 
painted  to  him  in  the  blacked  colours  i  and  af- 

furedly 


furedly  juftice  has  been  done  to  neitfier.    Per-  {j 

tnit  me  therefore  to  profit  by  this  favourable  op-  i 

portunity;  and  thus  let  me  rcftore  two  monarchy 
fo  dear  and  eiliitaable  to  the  good  opinion  of 
each  other.  Add  to  this,  they  will  render  mc 
happy  for  life :  I  (hall  (hew  your  letter  to  the 
king ;  and  perhaps  may  obtain  reftitution  of  a 
part  of  my  effefts  which  the  good  cardinal  took 
from  me.  I  will  come  here*  to  fpend  this  re* 
covered  wealth,  which  I  (hall  owe  to  you. 

Be  perfuaded  of  the  good  effects  that  will  rc- 
fiilt.  I  (hall  be  unfufpefted;  and. the  day  on 
which  I  (hall  be  permitted  to  tell  his  majefty  all 
I  think  of  your  perfon,  will  be  the  fecond  hap» 
pieft  day  in  my  life :  the  firfl  will  be  that  on 
which  I  (hall  return  to  your  feet,  to  fettle  in  Pruf- 
fia,  and  to  begin  a  new  life  dedicated  only  to 
you. 

*  From  this  paflkge  we  may  conclude  the  letter  was  wric^ 
ten  while  M.  de  Voltaire  was  in  Pruffia  (peHiaps  from  Berlin 
to  the  king  at  Potfdam),  whither  he  this  time  went,  or  rather 
was  kntf  on  political  buiinefs.    T. 


LET^ 
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LETTER     CCIX. 

Fnm  the  King.     . 

Oaobcr  7, 174  J* 

f  RANGE  has  hitherto  been  fuppofed 
the  afylum  of  unfortunate  kings ;  I  wilh  my 
capital  to  become  the  temple  of  great  men. 
Come  hither,  mydear  Voltaire,  and  diftate  what- 
ever can  be  agreeable  to  you.  I  wifli  to  give  you 
pleafure ;  and  if  we  wi(h  to  oblige  any  man^  it 
is  neceflary  to  conform  to  his  mode  of  thinking, 

Choofe  houfe  or  apartments ;  make  your  ow« 
conditions ;  concert  whatever  may  be  neceflary 
for  the  pleafures  or  the  fuperfluities  of  life,  tliat 
is,  for  whatever  can  make  you  happy.  Leave  the  ^ 
reft  to  me.  You  will  always  remain  free,  and 
entirely  mafter  of  your  deftiny.  I  wi(h  not  to 
enchain  you,  except  by  fricndfliip  and  benevo- 
lence. 

You  (hall  have  paflports  for  your  horfes,  and 
every  thing  you  can  require.  I  (hall  fee  you  on 
Wednefday,  and  Ihall  profit  by  the  moments  that 
remain  to  enlighten  myfelf  by  the  blaze  of  your 
potent  genius.  I  entreat  you  to  believe  I  (hall 
ever  to  you  be  the  fame. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC 


CORRSSPONDKNOE.  305 

t   E    T    T    E    R      CCX; 

From  M.  de  Voltaiu. 

S  I  R  Ef  Th«  t&gue,  O^kober  28,  174 J. 

X  O  U  always  ttavel  like  an  eagle,  and  I 
like  a  tortoife.  But  how  is  it  poflible  to  travel 
too  ilowly,  when  quitting  your  majefty?  At 
length  I  am  in  Hollands  and  the  firft  thing  I 
there  met  with  was  an  Englifh  paper,  in  which 
your  Anti-Machiavel  is  cited,  in  parallel  with 
Polybius  and  Xenophon.  Two  pages  from  the 
book  are  tranfcribed,  in  which  you  prove  the 
advantages  that  fortified  places  are  of  to  princes ; 
and  the  temerity  of  the  allies,  in  pretending  to 
enter  France,  is  there  demonftrated. 

At  iengtk  yourNirordk  is  known  : 
By  authors  cited  as  an  anthor  grate ; 
By  monarchs,  as  a  monarch  wife  and  brave ; 

Refptfted  are  your  pow'r  and  throne 
By  Dutchman  free,  by  Ruffian  bom  a  flate ; 

Triumphant  might  you  march  befide 
The  Danube  (hores*  or  bonks  of  Save, 

And  humble  Auftrian  pride. 
The  Tiftor*8  right  you  wifely  ware. 

No  more  o'er  wretchednels  you  reigi^ 
More  worthy  meed  you  crarc ; 

No  more  yourroy^  hand  you  ftaln^ 
▼9U  Tii,  X  "N^ 
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No  more  io  fanguinary  floods  you  conqueft  lave  : 

Such  deeds  you  rightly  blame. 

I  can  no  more :  I  would— but»  to  my  (barney 
My  jaded  mufe  can  rhyme  no  more  in  ave* 

The  more  I  think  of  iV  Tito^  of  il  forte*,  the 
more  do  I  affirm  Bertia  to  be  my  country. 

Ho !  good  melficarB  Gerard !  My  chamber !  Mafce  haftc  I 
Adcflcformypapers!  Somewine  to  my  tafttl 
Not  that  juioe  mwiufaaur'd  by  Lognier  of  Liegei 
Whkh  throat  made  of  iron-might  wdl  difobligc  ir 
Which  I  nick-nam'd  <j/}  ♦  *  *  +,  nor  call  back  the  term  ; 
'     Fit  liquor  for  no  man  but  kings,  I  affirm. 
Good  claret  for  mdy  uaadidteratCf  pure ; 
Or  wit  or  wine  mnt  Qafte  xtSn'd  can't  endure : 
Voiturc'sy  Marivanx's^  metaphyfical  toil. 
Conduce,  but  to  blend,  to  confu^Ci  and  to  fpoil* 


LETTER     CCXI. 

•  From  M.  dc  Voltaire. 

Lille^  Hovenber  x6y  174}. 
AnP  is  i£  XmXfii  Did  you  indeed 

^F^m'  A_uft];ia|i  w  Bohemian  win 
The  drum' wfHQhTi^ng  Ziika  bade 

Them  maniz&6knre  £:om  his  fkin  I 

*  Thefe  are  references  to  fomc  Italian  opera,  I  fuppofc, 
which  no  ddlibt  were  familiar  to  the  king,  but  which  •  tianf- 
lator  cannot  be  expc^e'd  perfc^y  to  underilaud.    T. 

+  pifatifuAf.      ■  '^ .; 
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A  dead  man's  hide  is  h'ttle  worthy 

Though,  when  alive,  a  hero  he  t 
Your  heroes  do  not  oft  efcape 

The  worm's  unmanneHd  gluttony. 

To  hide  of  Ziika  Fate  decreed 

Nor  worm  nor  reptik  (hould  hj  claim  |    ^' 

But  (hould  through  ages  he  preferv'd 
In  drum  immortal  as  his  name. 

'Twas  odd  enough  !  But  pray  he  pleas'd, 
Oh  mighty  king !  to  underftand— 

Your  hero,  who  would  fave  his  hide, 
Muft  condefcend  to  have  it  tann'd. 

Sire,  keep  your  own  ;  for  God  himfelf. 

Who  drew  it  on  thus  well  to  fit, 
Could  fcarcely,  (hould  he  try  once  more, 

A  new  one  fill  fo  full  of  wit ! 

It  is  not  infinitely  refpedbful  to  afk  a  great 
king  queftions  :  but  Solomon  was  treated  thus  i 
and  the  Solomon  of  the  north  muil  accuftom 
himfelf  to  enlighten  mankind. 

Your  majefty  will  therefore  forgive  my  te- 
merity, when  I^aik  what  is  meant  by  an  ark 
found  at  Glatz.  Your  majefty  perhaps  will  tell 
me  r  muft  addrefs  myfelf  to  Jordan  :  but  this 
Jordan,  fire,  is  indolent,  amiable  though  he  be  ; 
and  you  would  regulate  four  or  five  provinces, 
write  two  hundred  verfes,  and  compofe  four 
thoufand  crotchets  in  fcore,  in  lefs  time  than  he 
would  produce  a  fihgle  letter. 

I  am  at  Lifle,  which  is  a  city  fomething  like 
X  2  Berlin; 


i 
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Berlin  ;  but  I  neither  fee  an  opera  there,  nor  a 
fecond  Ititus.  For  your  majefty,  the  queen  mo- 
ther, and  the  princefs  Ulrica,  no  fubftitutes  can  be 
found  ;  neither  have  I  an  array  of  three  hundred 
ihoufand  men,  with  which  I  might  carry  off  the 
princefs.  But^  in  revenge,  the  king  of  France  has 
more ;  for  the  prefent  cftimate  dates  him  to  have 
three  hundred  and  twenty-five  thoufand,  invalids 
included.    They  are  three  hundred  thoufand 
hounds  on  full  chafe,  that  fcarcely  can  be  kepC 
in^  They  yelp,  and  howl,  andibiiggle,  and  break 
couple,  to  run  hot  at  the  EngliQi,  and  their  flow 
fervants  the  Dutch,  The  whole  nation,  in  truth, 
difplays  incredible  ardour.   We  may  fortunately 
add,  yourStraflburg  friend*  will  no  more  pretend 
to  command  armies ;    and  the  emperor,  fup- 
ported  by  your  majefty  and  France,   may  foon 
hatre  operas  played  at  Munich. 

As  I  have  been  bold  enough  to  put  various 
queftions  to  your  majefty,  I  will  tell  you  a  (hort 
tale ;  though  perhaps  you  have  already  heard 
It. 

Some  months  ago,  the  princefs  Adelaide,  the . 
third  daughter  of  the  king  my  mafter,  having 
thirteen  louis  (or  guineas)  in  her  pocket,  got  up 
during  the  night,  drcfled  herfelf  without  aid,  and 

♦  Marihal  de  Brofffio,        T. 

Irfc 
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left  her  chamber.  Her  governefs  awoke,  and 
aiked  her  where  (he  was  going ;  and  flic  very 
ingenuoufly  confefled  flie  had  ordered  a  groom 
to  keep  two  horfes  ready,  that  flie  might  go  to 
command  the  army,  and  aid  the  emperor. 
Should  flie  but  hear  that  your  majefty  has  in- 
terfered,  flie  will  hereafter  fleep  in  peaee. 

At  the  moment  I  have  the  honour  to  write  to 
your  majefty,  our  troops  are  op  their  march  to 
go  and  take  old  Brifac. 

With  refpedl  to  our  comedians,  I  have  heard 
a  lingular  anecdote  in  this  city  of  Lifle ;  which 
is  that,  while  it  was  befieged  by  the  duke  of 
Marlborough,  they  aftcd  plays  ^very  night,  and 
that  the  comedians  then  gained  upwards  of  a 
hundred  thoufand  livres.  (More  than  four 
thoufand  pounds  fterling.)  You  muft  allow, 
fire,  this  is  a  nation  formed  for  pleafurc  and 
war. 

Titus  continues  to  entreat  your  majefty  in  be- 
half of  poor  Courtils,  who  is  at  Spandau  without* 
a  nofe  *. 

I  throw  myfclf  at  the  feet  of  your  humanity,  &c. 

♦  To  nnderftand  this  paflage  well,  fee— Memoirs  of  M.  de 
Voltaire,  writteo  by  hixnfclfj  page  50*        T, 


X  3  LET' 
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LETTER       CCXIK 
From  the  King. 

Bcrluiv  Peecaber  4»  174^; 

Of  warrior  fkmM  the  ikin  it  here, 
Whofc  very  name  in^i^d  fear. 
When,  after  having  fought  fo  well. 
Grim  Death  had  fent  his  foul  to  helL 
•Tis  here  ;  henceforth  here  let  it  be, 
For  curious  fools  to  come  and  fee. 

Tour  fleeting  foul  fome  future  day 
(Far  hence,  I  hope)  (hall  wing  its  way. 
That  189  be  row'd,  the  boatman  brib'd^ 
To  land  which  lyars  have  defcrib'd* 
llien  critic  Marfyas  ihall  begin 
Experiments  upon  your  fkin ; 
But  Envy,  for  the  rafli  defign, 
Okice  n^ore  fhall  fed  the  wrath  divine; 

Yes,  the  ikin  of  Zifca,  or,  to  fpeak  more  ac-« 
curately,  the  drum  of  Zifca^  is  among  the  fpoih 
which  we  have  brought  from  Bohemia. 

I  am  well  pleafed  to  hear  you  are  arrived  in 
good  health  at  Lifle.  I  am  always  it)  fear  of 
coaches  breaking  down. 

You  are  more  enthufiaftic  than  ever  concern- 
ing your  fifteen  hundred  fcabby  Frenchmen  *, 


^  GmUwb  df  FrMtifois. 

who 
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^hcr  arc  ia  an  ifland  of  tU  Rliiftfe  which  they 
have  not  the  courage  to  leay^ .  Yoa  myft  be  very 
barren  of  great  events,  fince  you  niake  fo  much 
noife  about  fuch  wretched  trifles*  But  a  ti-uce  to 
politics. 

I  believe  the  Dutch  may  aft  pantomimes, 
when  the  adors  come  from  foreign  countries. 
They  may  poflefs  fine  genius,  when  you  (hall  be 
EC  the  Hague ;  famous  minifters,  when  Carteret 
ihall  repair  thither ;  and  heroes,  when  the  road 
of  the  king  my  uncle*  (hall  lie  through  their 
marihes,  is  on  his  return  to  his  ifland. 

Fre4ericus  Voltarium /alutat. 


LETTER     CCXIII. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  Farity  Januarj  7,  1744* 

1  HAVE  at  once  received  enough  to  turn 
more  than  one  brain — a  former  letter  from  your 
majefty,  dated  November  the  twenty-ninth; 
two  medals,  which  reprefent  at  leaft  a  part  of 
the  countenance  of  the  king  and  the  man  of  ge* 
nius ;  the  portrait  of  her  majefty  the  queen  mo- 
ther ;  that  of  the  princefs  Ulrica ;  and  in  fine, 

♦  The  king  of  England.  T. 

X4  to 
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to  complete  thefefiBivours,  delightful  verfes  from 
the  great  Frederic,  which  begin  thus : 

^uitierf%'V09U  Biimf unman 
L* empire  de  MlJatf  voire  ingraie  fatrie*  ? 

The  marquis  de  Fenelon  l^ad  all  this  wealth 
in  his  pocket ;  nor  v^ould  he  part  with  it  till  he 
found  he  could  keep  it  no  longer.  He  has  re- 
tarded the  negociation,  as  if  he  h^d  been  ftipu- 
latiqg  H^ith  the  Dutch.  But  I  am  now  in  full 
pofleffion.  I  havp  kifTed  all  the  portraits ;  le( 
the  princef;  Ulrica  bli^Qi  if  (he  pjeafc. 

*     Such  charms  auguft  carefs !  Ah!  Who  fliall  dare  ? 
«  Mad  were  the  wiih,  the  will ! 

And  yet  to  fee,  poflefs  them,  and  forbear. 
Were  madnefs  grea^^  ftil|  \ 

I  did  fo,  fire,  to  your  vcrfesj  the  harmony  and 
vivacity  of  which  have  produced  almoft  as  great 
4:fFcfts  upon  me  as  the  miniature  of  her  rop^ 
highnefs.     I  faid—- 

'      Whence  come  thefc  founds,  that  doubly  cheer 
The  glowing  heart  and  lifl'ning  ear  ? 
Do  men  or  gods  thus  fweetly  play  \ 
Or  do  the  tuneful  mufc«  fbray ; 
Frefh  garlands  ftrewiqg  as  they  go, 
With  words  that  win,  and  thoughts  that  flow  ? 

*  ifVnd  will  you  really  quit  the  kingdom  of  Midts,  your 
ungrateful  country? 

Or 
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Or  is  It  Amphion's  wondrous  lyre, 
That  rem  d^e  turret,  dpi^ie,  and  fpjre  ? 
Or  old  Arion'e  harmony, 
Attra&ing  aD  the  tribes  of  fea  ? 
Let  me  my  fpell-bound  fenfe  conrince : 
'Ti»— or  Apollo,  or  my  prince  ! 

To  ibng  fo  ehaiming  foon  facceed. 
From  thiftk'bed*  and  long-eai'd  breedy 
Yoa  know  the  animal  I  mean  t, 
Difcordant  brays  of  burftisg  fpleen, 
JIark!  He;  begins—"  Peace !  Hqar  me  fing ! 
•*  Admire  no  more  your  poet-king  ;    ' 
•*  Say,  what  is  he,  if  I  but  ope 
**  My  month  ?  J,  who  with  monarchs  cope ! 
^*  What  t^ttgh  b^  rank  with  Europe's  kings,  T 

*i  I  Europe  hold  in  leading  ftnngs !" 

AchiBesyatthefsdklefays,    .  •  i 

Was  tutored,  in  his  boyifli  days. 
By  fome  oddkind  of  quadrupede, 
I^blf  horfe,  half  man,  a  ftrange  mixt  brced« 
In  modem  times  the  wonder 's  greater : 
Our  preceptors  we  find  dame  Nature 
Has  fimn'd,  that  (he  might  all  furpafa , 
Not  half-and-half,  but  wholly  afs ! 

*  Boyer,  bifliop  of  Mirepoix,  and  prcccptpr  to  the  Dau- 
phin,       T. 


L^T- 
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LETTER      CCXIV. 
Fr0m  ibe  King. 


In  my  own  defpite,  here  are  vcrfes  wljich  your 
Apollo  has  wrefted  from  me ;  by  bina  am  I  ftill 
infpired. 

Your  Merope  has  been  delivered  to  me,  and 
I  followed  the  orders  of  the  author  in  the  diftri- 
bucion  of  his  book.  I  am  not  aftoniflbed  at  the 
fuccefs  of  the  piece.  The  correftioos  you  have 
made  in  it  have  rendered  ir^  in  chafticy,  plan^ 
probability,  and  pathos,  fuperior  to  all  your 
other  theatrical  pieces;  though  Mahomet  has 
more  force,  and  Brutus  finer  lines. 

My  fifter  Ulrica. fees  your  dream  in*  part 
accompliflied.  A  king  aiks  her  for  his  confort, 
ai\d  the  wi(hes  of  the  Swediflb  nation  all  centre 
in  her.  To  this  enthufiafm,  this  fanaticifm,  my 
tenderfriendftiip  for  her  has  been  obliged  tocede. 
She  is  going  into  a  country  where  her  talents 
will  induce  her  to  adl  a  grand  and  fublime  part. 

Be  pleafed  to  tell  Rothemburg,  if  you  fee  him, 
it  is  not  well  in  him  not  to  write  to  me.     Since 

he 
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be  has  been  at  Paris^  I  hear  no  more  of  him 
than  if  he  were  at  Pekin.  Your  atmofphere  re- 
ftmbles  the  fountain  oi  Jouveace^  and  your  vo« 
luptuoufnefs  the  fpells  of  Circe ;  but  Rothem* 
burg  I  hope  will  pfcape  a  metamorphoQs. 

Adieu,  admirable  hiftorl^n^  gre^  poet,  charQi«» 
ing  author  of  the  Maid,  who  is  kept  the  invifible 
And  gloomy  pTifqner  of  Circe.  Farewel,  loyec 
of  Valori*s  cook-m^Eudi  of  madami  duChatsUt^  494 
of  my  iifter*  I  recoiqmend  myfelf  to  the  pro- 
tedion  of  your  talents ;  and  efpeci^Uy  to  your 
Ipve  of  ftudy,  from  which  I  /expeA  my  ftircetcft 
and  mod:  delightful  amofements, 

FREQERiq, 
The  houfe  is  difgamifhing^  that  bad  been  bc^ 
gun  to  be  fumiflacd.for  you  at  Berlin* 


LETTER       CCXV. 
From  thei  King. 

Berlin,  December  18,  ^^i^. 

JL  HE  marquis  de  Paulmy  (hall  be  wel- 
comed, as  the  fon  of  a  French  minifter  whom  I 
cfteem;  and  as  a  difciple  of  Parnaffus,  with 
Apollo's  own  paffport. 

*  No  letters  have  been  found  of  the  year  17459  and  bat 
few  of  the  following  years. 

lam 
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Jadium,  and  the  fincft  tonqueft  I  ever  made  lo 
my  life :  for,  with  refpcft  to  ydii,  you  are  in- 
conftant^  ungrateful,  perfidious ;  nay,  I  know 
not  what  I  fliould  fay,  did  I  not  forgive  you,  and 
all  Frenchmen,  out  of  my  refpeft  to  Louis  XV. 
Adieu — the  bell  tingles  to  priyers  at  the 
theatre,  Barbarini,  Cochois,  and  Hauteville 
call  me  ;  I  am  going  to  admh-e  them*  I  love 
perfeAion  in  every  profeffioii,  in  every  art ;  for 
this  rcafbii  I  cahnot  refufo'my  eftefem  tb  the  au- 
thor of  the  Henriade* 

FREDERIC 


LETTER       CCXVL 
From  Aft  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  Cirey,  January  24,  1747, 

A  T  length  I  have  received  the  packet  of 
the  twenty- fourth  of  November.  An  infernal 
courier,  to  whofe  charge  this  packet  was  com- 
mitted, with  all  its  charming  contents,  inclofed 
in  a  box  direftcd  to  madame  du  Chatelct  at 
Paris,  galloped  fo  faft  that  he  galloped  away 
with  it  to  Strafbuvg  ;  and  afterward  left  it  in  the 
town  of  Troyes,  eighteen  leagues  from  this 
place. 

Fair 
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Fair  Albion'ndAinilt^  wiidi  conq'nng  fword. 
Cape  Breton,  having  taVn,  might  have  reftor'd  ; 
Nay,  France  might  &ave  recovered  all  (he  loft, 
IjVhile  we  weit  wiiting  for  the  tardy  poiL 

Wc  alwajwj-eturn  to  qw.  rujiog^paffipijs.  You 
write  vcrfcs,  whenever  you  hiave  no  baccles  to 
fight.'  I  imagmed  you  had  addidpd  yoiirfejf 
entirely  to  profe. 

Your^geaiut,  whicfa  no  llmit»  yet  has  Ibnnda 
From  pallid  Wifdom'a  hill,  with  ffortiv^  bomid 
Or  wavy  flight,  defoent  coukl  not  refrain^. 
To  playful  Poetry'r  enchanting  pUun* 

You  fall  on  the  Auftrians  and  Saxons ;  you 
grant  peaccto  a  kihg^  your  enemy^  in  his  capital ; 
fou  conquer  metlphyfics;  you  write  the  Memoirs 
of  an  age  of  which  you  are  the  firft  man ;  and 
finally  ybu  write  poetry,  of  which  you  aiTuredly 
write  more  than  I,  with  whom  it  is  all  over,  and 
who  have  given  up  the  trade.  ;        * 

I  have  not  fcen  the  poem  with  which  you 
have  regaled  M.  de  Maurepas ;  but  I  was  in 
poiTelliQi^  6f  the  Epiftle  with  whicK  you  hav^ 
honoured  the  prcfidcnt  of  your  academy^  and 
which  is  very  charming.  The  du  Gu^-Trouin> 
half  jnan  and  half  fea-hog,  is  very  pleafant : 
but  the  Epiftle  of  the  Vanity  of  Fame  and  of 
Intereft  delights  me  ftill  more. 

•'5  The 
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The  portrait  of  the  iflaoder*- 

^m  defan  ctMnet  penfe  agiier  la  ierrc  ; 

Defcs  propres  fujets  haUifidu&eur  $ 

Da  princei  et  du  rou  Jaitgereux  cnrrt^Uufi  &c.^ 

is  a  morfel  of  the  greateft  force  and  beauty.  The 
contradiAions  of  man  are  well  touched  upon  in 
thi^  fipiftle. 

Of  madmen^  gaining  mad  applaufe. 

Your  hand  a  bold,  grandy  pi^ure  draws; 

The  ftory  telb  of  human  Hfe  \ 

Evencful,  troubled,  tale  of  (hife  I 
'Tis  thus  the  fage  looks  down,  from  Wifdom*s  lieat^ 
And  views  the  vale  of  Mis'ry  at  his  feet. 

1  involuntarily  attributed  the.  Ode  on  War  to 
fome  poor  citizen,  but  good  poet,  who  was 
weary  of  paying  the  tenth,  and  the  tenth  of  the 
tenth,  and  of  feeing  his  miferable  hut  ravi^ed* 
No  fuch  thing  !  It  is  by  the  king  who  began 
the  f^uabble  ;  he  who,  with  arms  in  hand,  has 
gained  a  province,  and  five  battles. 

Your  majefty  writes  fine  verfes,  but  you  laugh 
at  mankind*  Who  knows  whether  you  do  not 
think  as  you  fay,  when  you  write?  Humanity 
piay  perhaps  hold  converfe  with  you  in  that 

*  Who  in  his  clofet  thinks  to  difturb  the  world ;  the  art- 
fill  feduCer  of  his  own  fubjeAs ;  the  dangerous  corrupter  of 
princes  and  of  kings,  8cc. 

very 
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very  cabinet  in  which  Policy  and  Fame  have 
ligncd  orders  for  the  affembling  of  armies.  To- 
day we  are  animated  by  the  paffionsof  the  hero; 
to-morrow  we  reafon  like  philofophers.  This 
is  ail  very  confiftent,  according  as  the  wheels  of 
the  thinking  machine  happen  to  be  wound  up. 
I  can  affure  your  majefty,  you  are  yourfelf  a 
proof  to  me  of  what  you  deigned  to  write  to 
me^  ten  years  ago>  on  the  dodrine  of  freedom 
and  neceflity. 

I  not  long  iince  again  read  this  fhort  Eflay, 
It  made  me  tremble;  and  the  more  I  think  on 
it  the  more  I  find  myfelf  of  your  majefty's  opi- 
jiion.  I  wifhed  very  much  we  Ihould  be  free, 
and  I  did  every  thing  in  my  power  to  believe 
the  do<5trine*  Experience  and  reafon  have  con- 
vinced me  that  we  are  only  machines;  formed 
to  go  for  a  certain  time^  as  it  fhall  pleafe  God. 
Thank  nature  for  the  manner  in  which  your  ma- 
chine is  made :  for  my  part,  I  thank  her  for 
having  wound  it  up  fo  as  to  wiite  the  Epiftle  to 
Hermotimus. 

Le  Humqueur  it  fAJu^  enfuljtigHattt  cent  rds 
Dans  krafidteoun  defes  brtttans  exphiU^ 
£Jlimmt  Ar^hief  eimiEuu$/on  Svre; 
Heureuxjifa  rafimt  piui  docUe  a  lefmvrtf 
Rifrimani  m  courrwx  trcp  fatal  it  CStus^ 
N^eut^  far  a  nnurin  t^eux^  ob/curci/is  vaius  I 

VOL.TII.  Y  M0^, 
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Msit  ce  mtnu  AkxamJrif  afptAfaiU  fa  Jnrie^ 
Enfaveurde  Pmdare  ipar^na  Ja  fatru  *• 

No  one  in  France  has  written  better  verfcs 
than  thefe ;  and  there  are  many  in  this  Epiftie 
of  equal  force,  perfpicacity,  and  elegance.  Per- 
haps your  majefty  has  by  this  time  read  Catalina. 
You  will  fee  whether  our  academicians  write  as 
well  as  yourfclf. 

Many  thanks,  fire,  for  having,  in  your  Ode  on 
your  academy,  deigned  to  employ,  in  the  conclu^ 
fion  of  the  ftrophe,  the  three  (hort  lines  of  three 
feet ;  a  meafure  which  I  imagined,  and  which 
I  only  had  iifed*  By  embellifliing  it,  you  have 
given  it  fanftion.  I  know  but  few  meafures  that 
are  more  harmonious ;  nor  are  there  many  ears 
capable  of  fuch  delicacies.  Thofe  of  your  half- 
blind  mathematician,  whom  your  majefty  men- 
tions, certainly  are  not  -|*.  We,  the  adepts,  who 
underftand  each  othcr,arefcw  in  number;  the  reft 

*  The  conqueror  of  Afia,  fubjeding  a  hundred  kingt  in  Jiit 
fplcndid  courfe,  cftecmed  Ariftotlc,  and  meditated  on  his  book. 
Happy  had  he  been  had  his  more  gentle  reafon  followed  its  doc- 
trinesy  and  rcprefled  his  too  fatal  wrath  againd  Clitus ;  he  thca 
had  not  dimmed  his  virtues  by  fo  hateful  a  murder.  Yet  this 
fame  Alexander,  calming  his  fury,  fpared  the  birth-place  of 
Pindar,  in  favour  of  the  poet. 

f  This  half-blind  mathematician  was  Leonard  Euler,  who 
was  one  of  the  greateft  men  of  the  age,  though  but  ill  ac- 
^ugiuted  with  French  poetxy. 

art 


Are  the  profane.    All  the  initiated  ought  to  a^« 
fembie  at  your  court. 


-i^^Mta 


L  E   t   T   E   R      CCXVlt. 
Frm  the  King. 

1  FIND  you  did  ^bt  write  your  Semira- 
tnis  for  Pari^  Men  do  not  labour  carefully  to 
produce  a  tragedy^  and  fuffer  it  to  remain  locked 
up  in  obfcurityi  I  guefs  your  meaning.  Con* 
fefs;  you  have  written  this  piece  for  our  theatre 
of  Berlin.  This  is  certainly  a  compliment  which 
you  have  paid  me^  and  which  your  difcretion  of 
your  modcfty  will  not  permit  you  to  avow.  In 
this  fenfe  1  return  you  my  thanks;  and  wait 
for^  that  I  may  applaud^  the  piece :  though  we 
may  boldly  applaud^  without  having  feen  your 
writings.  It  is  extreme  ii^uftice  on  the  part  of 
the  public^  or  rather  in  the  intrigues  of  cabal^  to 
rob  you  of  the  praifes  which  you  merit* 

I  find  you  are  determined  to  write  hi(lory« 
Well^  fince  fo  it  muil  be»  follow  this  unnatural 
impulfej  which  I  (hall  no  longer  qppofe. 

The  work  on  which  I  am  bufied  is  neither  in 
the  ilyle  of  memoirs  nor  of  commentaries^  I 
am  not  my  own  hero  ;  it  is  £ituity  in  any  tMXk 
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to  think  hitnfelf  a  being'fo  rfemarkablfc  th]at  thd 
-^'orld  ought  to  be  circumftantially  informed  of 
all  that  relates  to  his  individ»al  perfon.  I  paint 
the  changes  that  have  happened  in  Europe,  at 
large ;  and  apply  myfelf  to  Iketch  out  whatever 
may  be  remarkable,  or  ridiculdus  and  contradic- 
"tory,  in  the  condwft  of  thofe  by  whom  Europe  is 
governed.  I  have  given  an  abftradb  of  the  mod 
important  negociations,  and  the  moft  fnetnora- 
ble  deeds  of  war.  I  haVe  fe^foried  the  narra- 
tive  with  refledions  on  the  caufes  of  events, 
and  on  the  different  effefts  of  whith  a  like  caufc 
is  produftive,  wheii  it  happens  in  other  times, 
or  among  other  nations. 

The  details  of  war  which  you  difdain,  'are  no 
doubt  thofe  long  journals  which  contain  a  dull 
enumeration  of  a  thoufand 'minute  trifles;  and 
in  this  you  are  right.  We  ought  however  to 
diftinguifh  between  the  materials,  and  the  capa- 
city of  thofe  by  whom  they  are  generally  cm* 
ployed.  Were  we  to  read  a  defcription  of  Paris, 
in  which  the  author  (hould  amufe  himfelf  by 
giving  the  exaA  dimenfions  of  every  houfe  in' 
that  immenfe  city,  and  rn  which  he  (hould  not 
omit  the  plan  of  the  vileft  brothel,  the  author 
and  his  book  would  be  condemned  to  univerfal 
laughter ;  but  we  (hould  not  therefore  fay  Paris 
is  a  dull  city.    It  is  my  opinion  that  the  great 

deeds 
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deeds  of  war,  written  concifely  and  with  truth, 
fo  as  to  develop  the  reafons  of  the  leader  of  an 
army  in  his  afl^ions,  and  as  it  were  to  expofe  the 
foul  of  his  operations — I  repeat,  fuch  memoirs 
could  not  but  be  inftrudive  to  all  thofc  who  ad- 
dia  themfelves  to  the  profeffion  of  arms.  They 
are  like  leflbns  given  by  an  anatomift  to  a  (la- 
tuary,  by  which  the  latter  is  taught  what  are  the 
contradions  of  the  mufcles  of  the  human,  body 
when  in  motion.  AU  arts  have  their  examples 
apd  their  precepts;  why  fliould  not  war,  by 
which  we  defend  our  country,  and  fave  nations 
from  approaching  ruin,  not  have  them  likewife? 
Should  you  continue  to  write  on  the  late  war, 
it  will  become. me  to  cede  the  field  of  battle  to 
you.  Neither  is  my  work  written  for  the  pub- 
Jic,  I  have  had  very  ferious  thoughts  of  dying, 
for  I  have  been  flightly  attacked  by  an  apoplexy : 
my  conftitution  and  age  reftored  me  to  life. 
Had  I  defcended  to  the  (hades,  I  (hould  have 
watched  Lucretius  ^nd  Virgil,  till  the  moment 
when  I  (hould  have  feen  you  arrive ;  for  your 
place  in  Elyfiuq:i  muft  be  that  of  being  feated 
between  thofe  two  gentlemen.  Not  but  I  am 
better  pleafed  to  appoint  a  rendezvous  with  you 
in  this  world ;  my  curio(ity  concerning  infini- 
tude, and  the  principles  of  things,  is  not  fuffi- 
jcjently  great  to  induce  me  to  haften  thc.journcy. 
Y3  You 
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You  lead  me  to  hope  I  (hall  fee  you  again  x 
Ijut  I  will  not  flatter  myfclf  with  the  fuppofition, 
till  I  adually  behold  you ;  for  I  have  no  great 
confidence  in  this  journey,  Yoq  may  however 
exped  a  kind  welcome* 

Ungrateful  though  you  are^  I  lo^  you  ftfll ; 
Kind  it  my  heart,  nor  ftubbom  ia  my  wiIL 

The  duke  de  Richelieu  has  feen  dauphms, 
feilivals^  ceremonies,  and  fools  :  fuch  is  the  lot 
pf  an  ambafladpr.  I  have  feep  the  little  Paul- 
my^  who  is  as  affable  ^s  he  is  amiable  and  witty. 
Our  wits  rqbbed  his  portmanteau  before  he  de* 
parted.  He  vfzs  obliged  to  leave  us  a  charming 
comedy,  which  has  been  fuccefsful  in  reprefen- 
t^tion.  He  muft  at  prefent  be  at  Paris,  and  I 
teg  you  to  give  my  complinieqts  to  him  :  tell 
him  he  >yill  continually  be  remembered  here, 
as  one  of  the  moft  amiable  of  ipen. 

You  lent  your  Maid  of  Orleans  to  the  duchefs 
of  Wirtemberg ;  and  (he,  be  it  known  to  you, 
cayfed  it  to  b^  copied  during  the  night.  Such 
^re  the  peqpje  in  whom  you  confide ;  yet  thofb 
y^ho  moft  naerit  your  confidence,  or  r?ithcr  to 
whom  you  pught  totally  to  abandon  yourfelfi 
l^re  the  yery  people  of  whom  you  are  fufpicious. 

Adieu,  May  nature  grant  you  the  ftrength 
pcceflary  to  come  to  this  country  j  and  may  Ihe 

m 
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Itill  prcfcrvc  you  many  years,  for  the  ornament 
of  letters,  and  the  honour  of  the  human  mind ! 


LETTER      CCXVIII. 
From  M.  dt  Voltaire. 

^Th  E  fpinniog  fiftei%  callM  die  Fatei, 
At  he  who  told  this  tak  relates. 
Hearing  the  dunned,  that  daily  came* 
Recount  firahge  ftories  of  your  fame. 
Your  verfe»  your  vi&'riesy  and  your  lawi. 
Your  conquering  arm  which  earth  o'erawett 
And  all  the  ads  you  had  achiev^dy 
Of  kings  the  oldeft  you  believed. 

O'er  an  they  hear  the  Paxxx  pore. 
Then  ftraight  from  bhck  Cocytan  (hore 
The  haggard  ddeft,  Atropos, 
Of  hateful  beldams  moft  rnqrofir^ 
By  Time  attended,  thfy  depute 
Their  dire  behefts  to  execute. 
Grey  hair,  ihrunk  Ihanks,  awrii^kd&ce^ 
A  treble  voices  a  tott'ring  pace, 
A  lapkis trunk,  adotingmind. 
The  witch  concluded  Ihe  Ihould  find. 

She  came,  flie  iaw,  amaz'd  (he  ftood ! 
Tour  florid  vigorous  health  (he  Tiew^d ; 
Your  flowing  bdu^  youa  manhood  primc» 
Impaired?— Oh  no!  Lnprot^dbjtimfi 

Y4  Yoiiif 
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Your  face  (on  which  her  looks  were  bent) 
That  teem'd  with  foul  and  fentiment ; 
Your  fword,  your  ilill  more  potent  lyre» 
Your  eyes  that  genius  flaih'd  and  fire  ; 
Aye,  moft  your  eyes,  in  which  (he  read 
All  there  t'  admire,  and  all  to  dreadl 

SheTiew'dy  and,  bleft event!  (he thought 
How  Orpheus  fung,  Alcides  fought ; 
Remember'd  how,  in  lucldefs  hour. 
The  heroes  each  defied  her  pow'r : 
Yes,  fingly ! — ^Thcn  what  might  be  done 
By  both  the  champions  met  in  one? 

The  fearful  image  having  fcann'd. 
Her  baneful  (heers  forfook  her  hand ;  « 

Once  more  (he  fought  the  (hades  of  night, 
Tow'rd  hell  once  more  (he  took  her  flight* 

She  finds  her  fillers,  tells  her  tale ; 
They  liften,  .wonder,  and  bewail 
Their  baffled  pow*r ;  deep  thoughts  revolve 
In  each,  and  foon  they  all  refolve 
With  (kill  profound  a  web  to  weave. 
And  thus  their  credit  loft  retrieve ; 
A  golden  tifliie  to  bcftow. 
To  gain  a  friend  they  fearM  to  think  a  foe  *• 

I  really, 

*  I  have  bccafionally  hi;ightened  the  colouring,  and  givea 
a  new  turn  to  the  condtifion,  of  this  poem.  Voltaire  adds  a  ' 
dozen  lines,  in  which  he  weaves  another  web,  of  the  fame  ftuff, 
for  the  feeble,  and  effeAiinate  Louis  XV.  To  this  he  was  in- 
duced by  his  fituatioh  at  the  French  court ;  and  cxcufed, 
though  fcarcely  juftified,  by  the  vi6lorie8  of  France  in  Flan- 
ders. Though  panegyric,  the  poem  is  beautifully  animated ; 
and  I  could  not  prevail  on  myfelf  to  fpoil  the  pifture,  by  in<* 

producing 
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I  really,  fire,  (hould  not  turn  fuch  trifles  into 
rhyme,  and  Ihould  be  the  very  reverie  of  jocu- 
lar, had  not  your  letter  by  cheering  me  infpired 
tnirth.  Fame,  who  ever  keeps  a  hundred  open 
mouths,  and  who  opens  a  thoufand  when  (he 
fpeaks  of  you,  had  reported  here  that  your  ma- 
jcfty  was  at  the  laft  extremity,  and  that  there  were 
very  little  hopes.  This  bad  news,  fire,  would 
have  given  you  great  plcafure,  had  you  feen  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  received.  All  was  con- 
ftemation,  and  you  could  not  have  been  more 
regretted  in  your  own  kingdom.  You  would 
have  enjoyed  your  whole  glory ;  you  would  have 
feen  the  cffed  which  unexampled  merit  may 
produce  on  an  afFeftionate  people.  You  would 
have  felt  all  the  fweets  of  being  beloved  by  a 
pation  which,  in  defpite  of  its  defefts,  is  perhaps 
the  only  difpenfer  of  renown.  The  Engli(h 
praife  none  but  theEnglifli ;  the  Italians  are  non- 

(entities;  the  Spaniards  have  no  longer  anyheroes, 

• 

producing  an  extraneous  and  mean  addition.  However!  here 
add  a  literal  tranjQation  of  the  lines  I  have  omitted  in  the  text. 
**  Thcywoye  another,  fplendid,  golden,  and  immortal  web, 
f  *  for  Louis ;  for  you  both  are  friends ;  you  both  take  cities  ; 
«*  you  both  win  battles,  fighting  againft  the  fame  enemies ; 
?*  you  reign  oyer  fubmiflive  hearts,  one  at  Berlin,  the  other 

f «  at  Vcrfailles;  both  (hall  one  day But  I  forbear;  it  is  eafy 

«*  to  difpleafe  when  we  £ay  too  much.  To  compare  two  living 
f  f  heroes,  is  no  trifling  ta(k."        T. 

nor 
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nor  have  they  any  writers ;  the  monades  of  Leib* 
nitz,  and  pre-eftabliflied  harmony^  will  never 
immortalize  any  great  men  in  Gennany.  You 
know,  fire,  I  am  not  prejudiced  in  favour  of 
my  country ;  but  I  can  venture  to  aflure  you 
it  is  the  only  country  which  erefts  monuments 
to  the  fame  of  great  men  who  are  not  its  own 
fons. 

For  my  own  part,  fire,  your  danger  made  mc 
(hudder,  and  cod  me  many  tears.  It  was  M.  de 
Paulmy  who  informed  me  that  your  majefty  was 
in  good  health,  and  reflored  joy  to  my  heart. 

I  am  tempted  to  believe  the  pills  of  Stahl 
might  do  good  to  the  king  of  Pruffia.  They 
were  invented  at  Berlin,  and  have  lately  almoft 
cured  me.  If  they  have  in  part  patched  up  my 
feeble  frame,  what  would  they  not  effeft  on  th^ 
conftitution  of  a  hero  ? 

LETTER      GCXIX* 
From  the  King. 

April  i4i  1747. 

Th  E  S  E  fliorcs  of  Cocytui  you  reafly  dcfcribc 
In  language  fo  lively,  of  Fates  the  whole  trihc 
You  give  fuch  a  pidure»  and  tempt  me  fo  much, 
Pj  each  bdd  fweeping  ihx)ke  and  each  d^cat^  touch, 
'  '  That 
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TbatFd  tike  a  trip  thither,  and  pay  myrefpeft  Xm 
Sir  Ceib'ms  the  nuU^  and  fweet  madam  Aledo» 
Did  I  not  remember,  fo  dangerous  the  track. 
That  I  neier  yet  met  with  one  fool  who  came  back* 
To  be  wrecked  in  an  old  cnzy  boat,  I  muft  own. 
With  a  pik>t  fo  gruff,  on  a  coaft  fo  unknown. 
Were  fo  odd,  that  I'll  put  off  the  journey,  through  Sur^ 
For  a  week-— or  a  month— or  perlu^  for  a  year. 
Mift  Fidion  in  peaceful  poflcflfen  I  leave 
Of  her  kingdom,  in  whidi  (he  may  young  fouli  reoetTC. 
Her  futgete  I  doubt  want  poKtenefii  and  breeding; 
Unfubflantial  I  hear  is  their  manner  of  feeding. 
In  (hort,  I  make  over  my  binds  and  poffeffions 
To  faints,  who  have  claims  from  their  pray'rs,  and  proceffioni^ 
Their  faith,  and  their  hope,  and  their  wafliing,  and  oiling^ 
To  which  they  're  induc'd  by  the  fear  of  paiboiling ; 
So  (hould  any  one  be  difpatchM  by  the  gout^ 
And,  being  anointed,  prepare  to  fbt  out, 
I^et  him  come  but  to  me,  and  PU  freely  refign 
All  the  rights  and  the  diftrids  that  might  have  been  minf^ 
Or  fhould  fome  bluff  ecclefiaftical  giant, 
Ado£tor,  in  argument  not  over  pliant, 
A  wizard,  whofe  whiff  can  hofb  infidel  kill, 
Who  can  coxijure  up  Beelzebub  vrith  a  goofe  quill. 
Who  profeffes  contempt  for  the  witty  and  vrife. 
Who  has  taken  a  lodging  up  flairs  in  the  flues, 
Who  hereafler  vrill  gormandize  heavenly  dew. 
But  who  now  ftays  his  fU>mach  with  earthly  xagoutf 
Should  he  wifh  fer  ilill  more  of  ethereal  fluff. 
For  do&ors  but  feldom  fuppofe  they  've  enough- 
Let  me  but  enjoy  what  on  earth  may  be  found. 
He  fhall  there  have  my  chattds,  goods,  cattle,  and  grounds 

Contemning  fuch  madmen,  I  feek  \o  be  pleasM  j 
And,  when  by  tbe  iaaon  of  poetry  tdz'dy 

Of 
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Of  the  ftivamfl  of  Parnafiii*  I  %  with  delight ; 
That  18, 1  t^ke  pen,  ink^  and  paper — and  wiite» 

But  Youth  'a  on  the  wane,  and  impertinent  Ag« 
Is  beginning  to  give  me  the  looks  of  a  (age  ^ 
^uppoHng  it  granted,  as  grim-beards  have  taught. 
That  wrinkles  are  always  fare  figns  of  deep  thought* 

Adfeu»  gentle  Fleafures  !  Bright  Fancy «  adieu  I 
Farewel  to  thy  whims  and  thy  mad  merry  crew  I 
forWifdom,  Pm  toW,  ia  her  precepts  fevcre, 
Muil'idways  like  Cato  look  grave  and  auftereC  * 
Farewel  tgtheMufe  too»  who»  what  though  amaid. 
Of  heaven  itfelf,  nay  of  he]l»  not  afraid, 
^Will  rap  out  an  oath  with  ine&ble  grace, 
.Norbhifh  though  dame  Reafon  ftare  up  in  her  face*. 
To  thy  biforked  hill,  oh  ParnaiTus,  farewel ! 
For  tl^ere  I'm  no  longer  permitted  to  dwell : 
But  ah  {  Bleft.reftedioni  though  gone,  I  leave  thevc 
Thy  favorite,  defender,  and  monarch,  Voltaire. 

.1  return  you  a  little  copper  for  the  pure  gold 
which  you  fent  me.  Nothing  certainly  can  be 
fuperior  to  your  verfes  :  I  have  fecn  fome  ad- 
dreffed  by  ydu  to  Algarotti,  which  are  charm- 
ing ;  but  tliofe  which  you  have  written  for  mc 
are  ftill  better. 

Semiramis  arrived  at  the  fame  time,  full  of 
grand  defcriptive  beauties,  and  noble  paffages, 
which  confirm  me  in  the  decided  tafte  I  have 
for  your  works.  I  know  not  however  whether  the 
fpedres  and  ghofts  which  you  have  introduced, 
in  this  piece,  will  impart  all  that  pathos  to  it 
that  /ou  expieft.    The  fpirit  of  the  eightcentlj 

pcntury 


century  is  inclined  to  the  marvellous,  when  in 
recital;  but  there  is  fome  danger  in  putting  it 
in  adion.  I  doubt  whether  the  (hade  of  the 
great  Ninus  will  make  profelytes.  Thofe  who 
fcarcely  believe  there  is  a  God  mud  laugh,  when 
.they  fee  demons  ading  their  part  on  the  fliage. 

I  perhaps  am  too  adventurous  in.expofing  my 
doubts,  on*a  fubjeft  of  which  I  am  no  competent 
judge.  Were  it  fome  manifefto,  fome  alliance, 
or  fome  treaty  of  peace^  perhaps  I  might  reafon 
more  at  my  eafe,  and  prattle  politics,  by  which 
the  knavery  of  men  is  generally  burlefqued  into 
beroifm. 

I  am  at  prefent  deep  in  hiftory.  I  ftudy  and 
Write  it,  yet  am  more  curious  to  read  the  hifto- 
♦  ries  of  others  than  to  conclude  my  own. 

I  am  better  at. prefent.  I  ftill  prcfcrve  my 
cfteem  for  yeu,  and  am  ever  difpofed  to  receive 
you  with  eagernefs. 

Adieu.  * 

FREDERIC. 

Let  me  beg  you  to  pay  my  compliments  to 
'  madame  du  Chatelet,  and  to  thank  her  for  the 
,part  (he  takes  in  what  relates  to  me. 


LET. 
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LETTER      CCXXs 
From  the  King. 

Headstrong,  diOamfuioftheitifi, 

To  curb  thee  aU  attempU  are  tain ; 
Begone  then,  Mufe,  and  pkad  thy  caufe 
In  critic  court ;  fiom  critic  lawa 
Thy  fentence  hesur ;  thy  wares  difpky ; 
Thy  pack  of  portraits  ftraight  convey 
To  Homer,  li?ing  now  in  Oaul  \ 
Thy  ftrange  exploits,  recount  them  ad) 
Go,  cipaking  fly  on  rayen  wing. 
Provoke  the  nightingale  to  fing. 

Goffip,  no  airs ;  once  more,  begone  I 
"What  errand  ?  Oh— I  know  thou  'ft  none  } 
Except  the  fife  difcordant  may 
Excite  the  trumpet's  warlike  lay. 

Away !  Depofe  thy  cumbrous  load 
OfduUEpiftle,  Tale,  and  Ode, 
With  ev'xy  loofe  and  idle  chiAie 
That  has  disfigur'd  thought  for  ihyme. 
Before  thy  fov'reign  liege,  Voltaire. 
Of  blabbing,  bufiey,  too  beware  I 
Miod  1  Not  a  word  of  whofe  they  are  1 


„} 


Such  is  the  'manner  in  which  I  have  fpokda 

to  my  mufe/  or  to  my  mind ;  to  which  I  added 

fome  fiirdier  r^eftjons.    Yolcaire,  faid  I,  is 

uobappy ;  a  bookfelle^'j  covetous  of  his  works^ 

<  tr 
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or  fome  ^miliar  editor,  may  happen  to  deal  his 
box;  you,  my  verfes,  will  have  the  misfortune  to 
be  there,  and  in  your  own  defpite  will  be  obliged 
to  make  your  appearance  in  the  world. 
,  Feeling  however  that  this  refledion  was  the 
offspring  of  vanity,  I  opined  for  the  departure  of 
the  verfes;  having  difcovered  in  reality  that 
fuch  laborious  works,  inftead  of  being  locked 
up  in  your  box,  might  better  ferve  to  light  the 
pipes  of  king  Staniilaus.  Let  them  be  burnt ; 
it  is  the  beft  death  they  can  exped:.  A-propos 
of  king  Sunidaus,  who  I  think  leads  a  mod 
happy  life :  report  fays  he  fumigates  madamc 
du  Chatelet,  and  the  gentleman  in  ordinary  of 
the  chamber  of  Louis  XV.;  or,  in  other  words, 
that  he  cannot  live  without  you  both.  This 
js  reafonable ;  ^is  is  as  it  (hould  be.  How  dif- 
ferent is  the  deftiny  of  men  !  While  Staniflaus 
is  in  full  enjoyment  pf  every  pleafure,  I,  a  poor 
madman,  perhaps  accurfed  of  God,  am  rhym- 
ing! 

Pafs  we  to  fubjefts  more  grave.  Do  you 
know  that  I  am  very  feriouily  angry  with  you  ? 
How  can  I  pofEbly  be  otherwife  ?  For— 

'Mong  all  the  wits  which  France  can  boafl^ 
Of  his  who  merits  fame  the  mod 
A  year  is  paft»  I  mean  an  age, 
Siace  Tcrfc  orprofc  I've  fccn  a  par*:. 

At 


nd,      1 
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At  Babylon»  'tis  fo  complain'dy 
Semlramis  holds  him.enchain'd. 
But  ought  this  new  Tiiiphone 
To  make  him  quit  the  world,  and  me  f 
Perhaps  of  Louis  now  he  writes^    * 
And  all  his  mighty  deeds  recites  ? 
Tells  how  the  haughty  Meufe  deplores 
Her  conquer'd  towns,  infulted  (hores. 
What  then  ?  Since  genius  can  unbend. 
And  wifdom  can  with  trifles  blend, 
Say,  why  this  filence  with  a  friend  I 

That  Charon  had  ('twas  Envy's boaft) 
Laid  violent  hands  upon  his  ghofl, 
Was  faid  indeed,  to  take  it  where 
The  wife  and  foolifh  eqtial  are  ; 
And  whence  ne'er  yet  did  ghofl  efcape. 
To  truly  (hew  the  world  its  fhape. 

But  Rumour  could  not  long  conceal 
Voltaire  was  gone  to  Luneville. 
Nay,  Rum<Au:  fays  much  more  than  I 
Can  recoiled ;  yet  let  m,e  try- 
She  (ays  two  monarchs  pay  him  court ; 
The  one  a  king  without  fupport. 
Without  a  kingdom ;  but  the  other 
Can  kingdoms  give  to  fon  or  brother. 

Thefe  kings  I'd  join,  and  add  my  name^ 
Could  that  add  aught  to  Voltaire's  fame! 
But  Modefty  forbids  the  thought ; 
Good  Senfe  has  wifer  maxims  taught* 

Notwithftanding  this  filcncc,  I  will  endeavour 

At  this  diflance  to  excite  your  ardor  to  continue 

your  labours.    I  will  not  fay-**'  Valorous  fon 

3  "of 
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*'  of  Telamon,  roufe  up  your  courage,  now 
*^  when  all  the  leaders  your  brave  compalnions 
**  are  difabled,  and  the  fate  of  Greece  depends 
*'  upon  your  arm ;"  but  1  will  fay— ^Finifli  your 
Hiflory  of  Louis  the  Great ;  and,  having  be- 
ftowed  a  Virgil  on  France,  to  this  glory  add 
that  of  beftowing  an  Ariofto. 

Public  report  has  put  me  into  an  ill  hu- 
mour. I  cannot  but  think  that,  not  being  at 
Paris,  you  would  be  quite  as  well  at  Berlin  as 
at  Lunevillci  If  it  be  poffible  to  enter  into- 
terms  with  madame  du  Chatelet,  I  propofe  to 
borrow  her  Voltaire  on  hire.  We  have  a  huge 
mathematical  eyclops*,  whom  we  will  barter 
with  her  for  the  .wit.  But  let  her  determine, 
quickly.  Should  (he  cohfent  to  the  exchange, 
there  is  no  time  to  be  loft.  Our  man  has  but 
one  eye  j  and  a  prodigious  curve,  which  he  is 
calculating  at  prefent,  may  make  him  totally 
blind,  before  the  bargain  may  be  concluded. 

Let  Aie  know  her  anfwer ;  and  at  the  fame 
time  kindly  accept  the  profound  falutations 
which  my  Mufe  pays  to  your  puiffant  Gentu^. 

Adieu. 

F^REDERIC 

♦  M.  Eulcr."       T^ 


trot.  \ii.  Z  L  E  T- 
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L  -E    T    T    fe    R       CCXXI. 
Frpm  the  King. 

Potiiiain,  Fd>ruary  15,  1749, 

I  HAVE  deceived  two  of  your  letters  at 
orico  with  pleafurc.  Confcfs  that  the  huge  packet 
of  verfcs,  which  I  fent  you,  appeared  to  you 
to  be  very  ridiculous.  It  feemed  to  me  as  if 
Therfilcs  were  to  challenge  Achilles  to  the  field. 
I  hoped  that  to  your  letters  would  be  added  a 
criticKm  on  my  pieces,  as  was  your  former  cuf- 
tom,  wheft  I  was  an  inhabitant  of  Remulberg,. 
where  poor  Kayfcrfingy  whom  I  do  and  ever 
fliall  regret,  admired  you.  But  Voltaire,  be- 
come a  courtier,  can  afford  nothing  but  praife* 
This  trade  I  sdlow  is  the  leail  dangerous.  Do- 
not  however  imagijie  that  my  poetic  ^me  was 
offended  by  your  correftions.  I  wn  not  (b 
fooli(h  as  to  prefume  tha£  a  Germatv  may  write 
good  French  poetry. 

To  sothor  w&o  w%b  Bomtiei  eitof  blendii 
~    The  eandid  critic  is  the  beft  of  friends* 

By  £df-love  hoodwinkM*  £iult  we  none  can  find^ 
TiU  with  bcr  £ambeau  Trttth  illume  onr  mind ;; 
And  o^ien  doc!k  the  pouring  flood  of  light 
With  fudden^l^e  offend  our  feeble  fight!. 
Bnt  foon  th'  expaAdingpoVrs  new  truths  explore^ 
ftttpport  the  dfty,  and  darkflefi  feck  bo  more. 

Be 


fie  kmd  enough  not  to  fpare  me«  I  feel  I 
might  do  better^  but  (hew  me  how. 

Do  you  not  think  that  to  write  poetry  well 
is  a  progrefs  toward  the  writing  well  in  profe  f 
Will  not  the  ftyle  become  more  energetic  i  ef- 
pecially  if  care  be  taken  not  to  overload  prbfe 
with  epithets^  periphrafis,  and  poetic  turns  f 

I  delight  much  in  philofophy  and  poetry. 
When  I  fey  philofophy^  I  do  not  by  that  un- 
derftand  either  mathematics  or  metaphyfics*' 
The  firft^  though  fublime^  is  not  for  conunon 
intercourie ;  I  abandon  it  to  fome  poring  Eng- 
lifhman :  let  him  govern  the  heavens  as  he  (hall 
pleafe;  I  confine  myfelf  to  the  planet  of  which  I 
am  an  inhabitant.  As  for  metaphy(ic8>  as  you 
have  well  faid,  they  are  air  bubbles.  When  we 
are  adventurous  enough  to  travel  into  metaphy- 
fical  countries,  we  wander  among  precipices  and 
gulphs.  I  am  perfuaded  Nature  never  intended 
we  (hould  divine  her  fecrets^  but  that  we  (hould 
co-operate  in  the  plan  which  it  was  her  inten* 
tion  to  execute.  Let  us  make  the  moft  of  life ; 
nor  once  trouble  ourfelves  whether  we  are 
induced  to  aft  by  re(iftlcfs  impulfe,  or  by  con- 
fcious  freedom. 

Did  I  however  dare  to  venture  my  opinion 

on  this  fubjef):,  it  feems  to  me  that  we  are  de« 

termined  by  our  paflions,  and  by  prefent  cir- 

Z 1  cumftances. 
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cumftanccs,^  Should  you  wi(h  to  afcend  to  firft 
caufes,  I  know  not  what  conclufions  may  be 
drawn.  I  know  very  well  it  is  my  will  which 
makes  me  write  rhymes^  good  or  ill ;  but  I 
know  not  whether  any  foreign  impulfe  may  aft 
upon  my  will :  I  only  know  that  I  ought  to  be 
angry  with  it,  for  not  having  better  infpired  me. 
Do  not  be  aftoniflied  at  my  Ode  on  War  *.  I 
afTure  you  it  contains  my  real  fentiments.  Dif- 
tinguilh  between  the  (latefman  and  the  philofo- 
pher  :  know  that  we  may  make  war  from  rea- 
fon,  may  aft  the  politician  from  duty,  and  in 
inclination  be  ftill  philofophers.  Men  are  fel- 
dom  ftationed  according  to  their  choice  in  the 
world ;  this  is  the  reafon  why  we  fee  fo  many 
bad  coblers,  bad  priefts,  bad  minifters,  and  bad 
princes. 

If  all  things  on  earth  were  well  managed,  I  ween^ 
There  would  foon  be  a  wonderful  change  In  the  fcene. 
Your  archbifhopy  properly  knowing  his  place» 
Might  wait  on  his  curate,  transform'd  to  his  grace : 
Your  general  and  drummer  their  titles  might  barter ; 
And  your  flicpherd,  then  ftatefman,  wear  ribband  or  garter. 
Your  eunuch  9  a  hero,  difdain  might  to  ling ;  * 

Your  king  might  turn  cobles  your  cobler  turn  king. 

*  This  Letter  is  evidently  in  anfwer  to  Letter  CCXVL 
which  is  dated  January  1747.  One  of  them  is  therefore  mif- 
placed,  but  I  know  not  which.  The  Catiline  of  Crebillon, 
which  is  there  mentioned,  was  firft  played  in  1748.        T. 
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In  ttror  the  world  will  for  ever  be  oursM, 
And  the  laft  man  as  felfifh  remain  as  the  firft* 
Then  let  us  not  fear — ^where  's  the  fool  but  can  tell, 
Jf  not  how  he  's  ill  plac'd,  at  leaft  how  he 's  well  ? 

A-propos  of  poetry  :  you  afk  what  I  think  of 
the  tragedy  of  Crebillon.     I  admire  the  author 
of  Rhadamiftus,  of  Eleftra,  and  of  Semiramis, 
which  are  perfcft  in  beauty.     The  Catiline  of 
Crebillon  appears  to  me  the  Attila  of  Corneille ; 
with  this  difference,  that  the  modern  is  highly 
fuperior  to  hi?  prcdeceflbr  in  his  verfification. 
Crebillon  feems  too  much  to  have  disfigured  a 
part  of  the  Roman  hiflory,  the  leafl  circum* 
fiances  of  which  are  known.     Throughout  his 
iubjeft,  Crebillon  has  preferved  only  the  cha* 
rafter  of  Catiline.    Cicero,  Cato,  the  Roman 
republic,  and  the  very  plan  of  the  piece,  are  all 
fo  much  altered,  and  even  degraded,  that  we  ar^ 
unacquainted  with  any  thing  there  except  the 
names.    Crebillon  for  this  reafon  has  failed  to 
interefl  hiis  auditors.     Catiline  is  a  mad  rafcal, 
Virhom  we  wifh  to  fee  puniQied ;  and  the  fenate 
a  colleftion  of  knaves,  for  whom  wc  are  very 
little  interefted.    Rome  ought  to  be  painted 
with  fublimity;  and  the  fupport?rs  of  liberty 
Ihpuld  b?  fhewn  equally  generous,  fage,  and  vir* 
tuous.     The  fpeftators  would  then  become  Ro- 
irian  oitiacns,  and  with  Cicero  would  hs^ve  trcm- 
Z3  bled 
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bled  at  the  audacious  enterprises  of  Cadline. 
There  is  befide  no  paflage  in  which  the  plan  of 
the  confpiracy  is  clearly  explained  :  we  are  ig« 
norant  of  what  is  the  true  defign  of  Catiline ;  his 
ponduft  feems  to  me  to  be  that  of  a  drunken 
man«  Tou  muft  have  further  remarked  that 
the  interlocutors  vary  at  every  fcene  :  it  (hould 
feem  that  they  only  come  thither  that  Catiline 
may  change  the  fubjeft  of  the  dialogqe«  Len- 
tulus  and  the  ambafiadors  of  the  Gauls>  who  are 
ufelefs  charaders^  and  not  even  epifodical^  might 
be  omitted  without  any  alteradon«  The  fourth 
ad:  is  the  worft ;  it  is  nothing  but  irony :  and  in 
the  fifth  aft  Catiline  comes  to  kill  Umfelf  in  the 
temple^  becaufe  the  author  wanted  to  conclude* 
There  is  no  good  reafon  which  brings  him  thi- 
ther ;  and  it  feems  he  ought  rather  to  have  de- 
parted from  Rome^  as  Catiline  effeftivjely  did. 

The  beauties  of  eloquence,  and  the  charafter 
of  Catiline^  are  the  only  things  that  fupport  the 
piece  on  the  French  theatre.  Thusj  for  exam- 
ple^  when  Catiline  is  in  love»  his  love,  as  that  of 
a  confpirator  ought  to  be,  is  full  of  ambition : 

Cefi  l*ouvrage  du/ens^  mm  lefmik  de  Pome  *« 

How  much  energy  is  there  in  the  rapid 
Sketches  of  the  cbaraders  of  Cicero  and  Cato ! 

*  Iti9<heworkof  thc&nfc^iwtthc  wetJLXkdaafthefiNiL 
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In  a  word>  the  piece  feems  to  me  to  be  a  dia* 
logue  divinely  verfified.  Remember,  however, 
that  to  criticize  is  eafy,  but  that  to  write  is  diffi* 
cult. 

I  did  not  imagine  I  (hould  fee  you  before  this 
fummer.  Should  it  fo  happen  that  you  were  to 
make  a  tour  hither  in  the  month  of  July,  you 
would  give  me  great  pleafurc.  I  promife  you 
the  reading  of  an  epic  poem,  of  about  four  thou- 
fand  lines,  of  which  Valori  is  the  hero.  No- 
thing is  wanting  but  that  fervant  girl  who  kin- 
dled thofe  feditious  fires  in  your  bofom,  which 
her  modcfty  fo  efficacioufly  repreffed,  I  even 
promife  you  more  complaifant  beauties.  Come 
without  teeth,  without  eyes,  or  legs,  if  you  can- 
not come  otherwife :  provided  that  fomething 
which  teaches  you  to  think,  and  infpires  you 
with  thoughts  fo  divine,  do  but  accompany  you, 
I  (hall  be  fatisfied.  ' 

I  (hall  willingly  accept  the  fragments  of  the 
campaigns  of  Louis  XV. ;  but  I  (hould  receive 
more  fatisfadion  were  I  to  fee  the  conclufion  of 
the  Age  of  Louis  XIV.  You  finifli  nothing;'  and 
this  work  alone  would  acquire^fknie  fulEcient  for 
any  man.    You  are  the^-only  French  poet;  and 

*  Timid,  fufpicious,  and  prodigal  of  complaisti  &c. 

Z  4  none 
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none  but  Voltaire  and  Montefqiiieu  can  write 
in  prpfe.  Sliould  you  divorce  yourfelf  from  the 
Mufes,  who  fliall  hereafter  be  permitted  to  write? 
Or,  rather,  whp  will  be  able  to  fupport  the  read- 
ing of  a  modern  work  ? 

Pp  not  therefore  pout  with  the  public  r  do 
not  imitate  the  God  of  Abraham,  Ifaac,  and  Ja,- 
pob,  who  punifties  the  crimes  of  the  father  on 
the  children,  to  the  fourth  generation.  The 
perfecution  of  envy  is  a  tribute  which  merit 
pays  to  the  vulgar.  Although  wretched  authors 
cabal  againft  you,  imagine  not  that  nations  or 
pofterity  can  be  their  dupes.  In  defpite  of  the 
lapfe  of  ages,  we  ftill  admire  the  mafterpieces  of 
Athens  and  Rome.  The  cries  of  .^chines  have 
not  obfcured  the  fame  of  Demof^henes  j  and, 
let  Lucan  fay  what  he  vyill,  Csefar  paffes  and 
will  pafs  for  one  of  the  greateft  men  the  world 
ever  faw.  I  will  pledge  myfelf-  you  (hall  be  ^ 
god  after  your  death.  Do  not  however  be  in 
hafte  to  deify  yourfelf:  be  fatisfied  with  having 
your  apotheofis  in  your  pocket,  and  with  be- 
ing  efteemed  by  all  who  are  fupcrior  to  envy 
and. prejudice ;  of  the  number  of  whom  I  enr 
treat  you  to  fuppofe  me. 


LET- 


CORRESPOND  EH  0{£,         .345 

l.    E    T    T    E    R      CCXXIL 
From  the  Jpng. 

potfdaniy  March  5,  1749* 

1  H  E  pills  for  which  you  have  aiked  are 
fufEcient  for  the  purgation  of  all  France,  and 
enough  to  kill  your  three  academies.  Do  not  ima- 
gine fuch  pills  to  be  fugar  plums,  for  you  may 
happen  to  be  undeceived.  I  have  ordered  D'Ar- 
gens  to  fend  you  fome  of  thefe  pills,  which  have 
acquired  fo  much  fame  in  France,  and  which  the 
late  Stahl  eaufed  to  be  manufkftured  by  his 
coachman.  They  are  ufed  by  nobody  here, 
except  by  pregnant  women.  You  are  really  a 
lingular  being,  to  afk  phyfic  from  me,  who  have 
always  been  an  infidel  in  what  relates  to  medi>« 
cine. 

80  creduloua!  What  yc|u !  In  quacks  confide. 
Who  gild  the  pill  the  p^ifon  but  to  hide  ? 
Take  one  ftep  more,  and  I  make  little  doabt 
But  you'll  fing  mafs,  with  twang  and  voice  devout. 

Exert  yourfelf  to  efFeft  yonr  own  cure.  There 
is  no  real  good  in  this  world,  except  health ;  and 
it  is  of  fmall  confequence  whether  you  recover 
this  health  by  pills,  clyfters,  or  fenna.     The 

means 
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means  are  indifferent,  provided  I  can  but  once 
more  have  tiie  pleafure  of  hearing  you ;  for  a 
light  of  you  is  no  longer  poffible ;  you  cannot  at 
prefent  but  be  totally  inviiible. 

In  fall  defiance  of  the  whole  Sorfx>iuic» 
This  fentiment  had  all  my  credence  won—* 
*^  That  man  was  matter ;  doomM  to  vvfiff 
^'  Bf  motion ;  born  to  vegetate  and  die/' 
The  crude  decried  opinion  now  I  blame  i 
A  sobkr  origin  jou  joftlj^daim : 
I  did  but  burrow  earthwaid^^dlw  the  mole ; 
Voltaire  is  not  all  body,  but  alliotiU 

I  fend  you  another  epiftle,  which  f:onuins  the 
apology  of  thpfe  poor  kings  who  are  the  fulyeft 
of  unlverial  cenfure^  while  their  pretended  good 
fynxknc  is  the  continual  to^c  of  envy.  I  have 
three  works  which  I  will  fend  you  in  fucceffion. 
Rhymiqg  is  my  recreation.  Though  I  may  fio 
againft  ^locution,  you  will  at  lead  find  ideas; 
and  not  that  fine  paralogi(m,  that  whipped 
cream^  which  abounds  in  words^  void  of  thought, 
]Kone  but  you>  who  are  the  Virgils  and  Horaces 
of  France^  are  hied  to  employ  a  happy  choige 
of  harmonious  words,  and  that  variety  of  txim 
which  naturally  pafles  from  the  ferious  to  the 
pleafant;  or  from  the  flowers  of  eloquence  (q 
produce  the  fruits  of  good  fenfe. 

We  foreigners,  who  do  not  give  up  our  claims 
2  to 
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to  reafon,  are  neverthelcfs  fcnfible  that  we  never 
can  attain  that  elegance  and  purity  which  the 
rigorous  laws  of  French  poetry  demand.  Such 
a  ftudy  requires  the  whole  man.  I  am  difturbed 
\>y  a  thoufand  duties^  a  thoufand  occupations. 
I  am  a  galley  flave^  chained  to  the  date  oar; 
or  a  pilot,  who  dares  not  quit  the  helm,  nor 
ilumber,  left  he  Ihould  undergo  the  fate  of  the 
unfortunate  Palinurus.  The  Mufes  demand  re- 
tirement, and  a  total  ferenity  of  mind,  which  I 
fcarcely  ever  can  enjoy.  Often  am  I  interrupt- 
ed, after  having  written  three  lines;  my  Mufe 
cools,  and  my  mind  does  not  eafily  recover  its 
ardojir  and  elafticity. 

Tlgiere  are  certain  privileged  perfons  who 
write  jpoetry  in  the  tumult  of  courts  as  eafily  as 
in  the  retreats  of  Cirey ;  in  the  dungeons  of  the 
Baftille,  or  on  the  travelling  matrafs.  I  have 
pot  the  honour  tQ  be  one  of  thefe.  My  foul  re- 
fembles  the  ananas,  that  flourilhes  in  the  hot* 
boufe,  but  that  periihcs  in  the  open  air. 

Adieu*  Take  as  much  phyfic  as  you  pleafe, 
\)\it  do  not  deceive  my  hopes ;  come  to  fee  me, 
I  promife  yop  a  new  wreath  of  our.moft  beauti* 
ful  laurel,  a  young  virgin  for  your  own  ufe,  and 
rhymes  in  your  pr^ifCf 

J-  E  T- 
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LETTER     CCXXni. 

» 

From  the  King^ 

Afril,  i74§. 
In  profc  well  turnM,  and  delicate, 
Politely  you  inixnuate 
l^hat,  with  unfeeling  ftqic  breaft} 
I'm  an  automaton  at  beflf 
Yet  {ad  £le6ira  claims  my  tears  % 
Alive  am  I  to  friendfliip's  fears ; 
Though  I'm  unmov'd  by  ghoft  heroic ; 
If  thefe  areproob,  then  I'm  a  ftoic. 

Your  cardinal  Quirini  is  well  worthy  of  the 
ages  of  ghofts  and  witchcraft.  You  know  your 
men.  You  addreffed  hini  properly  when  you 
told  him  that^  all  good  catholics  being  obliged 
to  believe  in  miracles,  the  pit  was  in  confcicncc 
obliged  to  tremble  in  the  prefencc  of  the  ghoft 
of  Ninus.  I  will  pledge  myfelf  that  the  libra- 
rian of  his  holinefs  will  very  mufh  approve  this 
orthodox  doftrine. 

For  my  own  part,  being  no  better  tha^  an  ac- 
curfed  heretic,  you  will  allow  me  to  be.  of  a  dif- 
ferent opinion,  and  ingenuoufly  to  tell  you  what 
I  think  of  your  tragedy.  Whatever  artifice  you 
may  employ  to  conceal  the  plot  of  Semiramis, 
it  neverthelefs  depends  on  the  ghoft  of  Ninus, 
6  This 
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This  ghoft  it  is  that  infpires  the  parricide  widow 
with  all  the  devouring  pangs  of  remorfe.     This 
ghoft  gallantly  permits  his  widow  to  take  a  fc- 
cond  huflband.     This  ghoft,  from  the  depths  of 
the  grave,  groans  in  the  ears  of  his  fon :  nay,  he 
does  more ;  he  pcrfonally  comes  to  terrify  the 
council  of  the  queen,  and  to  aftonifh  the  city  of 
Babylon.    In  fine,  he  arms  his  fon  with  a  dag^ 
ger,  with  which  Ninius  aifaflinates  his  mother.    * 
It  is  fo  true  that  the  plot  of  your  play  depends 
wholly  on  the  defunft  Ninus  that,  were  it  not 
for  the  dreams  and  different  appearances  of  this 
wandering  fpirit,  the  piece  could  not  proceed. 
Were  I  to  choofe  a  part  in  the  tragedy,  it  fhould 
be  that  of  the  ghoft :  he  does  every  thing.  Such 
is  the  didum  of  criticifm. 

Admiration  adds,  with  equal  fincerity,  that 
the  charafters  are  wonderfully  well  fuftained; 
that  truth  fpeaks  with  the  lips  of  your  aftors ; 
and  that  the  connexion  of  the  fcenes  is  efTcfted 
with  great  art.  Semiramis  infpires  terror  min- 
gled with  pity.  The  ferocious  and  artful  AfTur 
forms  an  admirable  contraft  with  the  proud  and 
generous  Ninius.  The  firft  is  detefted,  for 
which  reafon  he  is  unnoticed  in  thecataftrophe; 
for  to  have  brought  him  forward  would  have 
produced  no  efFedt.  We  are  interefted  in  be- 
half of  Ninius,  but  we  are  aftonilhed  at  the  man- 
ner 
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ner  in  which  he  kills  his  mother.  This  is  the 
moment  when  it  is  neceflkry  that  the  illufion  on 
the  auditor  (hould  be  the  (Irongeft. 

We  arc  fomewhat  vexed  to  fee  Aztmi  bring 
.  letters;  and  that  her  blunder  (hould  be  the 
caufe  of  the  cataftrophe. 

The  piece  is  verified  with  vigour :  the  hnes 
appear  to  me  beautifulj  harmonious,  and  wor- 
thy of  the  author  of  the  Henriade«  Still  I  (hould 
lather  prefer  to  read  this  tragedy  than  to  fee  it 
performed;  becaufe  the  ghoft  appears  to  me 
laughable ;  and  becaufe  to  laugh  would  be  con- 
trary to  the  duty  which  I  have  rigoroudy  prc- 
fbribed  to  myfelf ;  which  is,  to  weep  at  tragedy, 
and  to  laugh  at  comedy. 

Old  Phutuo  and  Euripides 

Thought  fuch  the  only  means  to  pleafe : 

To  TvitB  like  thefe 
The  manly  pit  made  Folly  bow ; 
The  pit  IS  fupeoumuated  now. 

Shall  I  add  a  word  more  on  tragedy  ?  The 
flow  of  the  (b-ong  paffions  pleafes  me  at  the  the- 
atre. I  find  a  fccrct  fatisfadion,  when  the  au- 
tlior  has  the  power  to  move  and  to  tranfport  my 
foul  by  the  force  of  his  illufions ;  but  my  deli- 
cacy is  wounded  when  the  heroic  feelings  forfake 
probability.  In  the  playhoufe,  the  machinery 
of  gods  and  ghofta  is  unnatural ;  inftead  of  af- 

fefting 
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fefting  It  becomes  puerile.  Were  the  optica 
minej  I  (hould  prefer  lefs  of  the  fublime^  and 
more  of  the  natural.  In  tragedy^  excefs  of  fub- 
limity  becomes  extravagance.  Charles  XII.  was 
the  only  man  of  this  age  whofe  charad:er  was 
theatrical ;  but,  for  the  happinefs  of  mankind, 
men  like  Charles  XII.  are  rare.  There  is  a 
play  called  Mariamne^  by  Triftan,  which  begins 
with  the  following  line  : 

Fant6me  n^uneme  qti  trmMes  mon  repo$  *• 

This  certainly  is  not  the  language  of  men, 
but  apparently  that  of  the  inhabitants  of  die 
moon.  What  I  have  faid  of  the  verfe  ought  to 
be  applied  to  the  aftion.  In  order  that  a  tra- 
gedy Ihould  pleafe  me,  it  is  neceflary  the  cha* 
rafters  (hould  difplay  paffions  as  they  aftually 
ezift  in  choleric  and  vindiftive  men;  who 
ought  not  to  be  painted  as  demons,  or  as  an* 
gels,  for  they  are  neither ;  but  their  lineaments 
fliould  be  drawn  after  nature. 

Pardon  this  difcuffion>  my  dear  Voltaire.  I 
pratde  to  you  like  the  old  woman  of  Moliere, 
and  give  you  a  pifture  of  the  impreffions  which 
things  make  on  my  ignorant  mind. 

In  the  volume  which  I  have  juft  received 
from  you^  I  found  the  eulogium  which  you  have 
*  Injuriotu  phxntom  tfatt  trouUeft  my  r^ofe. 

written 
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written  upon  the  officers  who  perifhcd  during 
the  late  war.  The  work  is  worthy  of  yourfclfy 
and  I  was  furprifed  to  perceive  we  had  uhinten* 
tionally  feleded  the  fame  fubjeft.  The  regret 
which  the  lofs  of  fome  friends  ineited  in  me 
gave  birth  to  the  idea  of  paying,  after  their  deaths 
a  feeble  tribute  of  gratitude;  and  I  compofed  diis 
(hort  work,  in  which  the  heart  was  more  con- 
fulted  than  the  underflandiog.  But  it  is  Angu- 
lar that  mine  ftiould  be  in  verfe,  and  that  of  the 
poet  in  profe.  Never  was  the  triumph  of  Ra- 
cine more  refplendent  than  when  he  and  Pradon 
wrote  each  a  tragedy  on  the  fame  fubjeft.  I  fetf 
how  inferior  my  fcribbling  is  to  your  eulogium: 
your  profe  has  taught  my  verfe  the  language  in 
which  it  ought  to  have  fpoken* 

Though  of  all  mortals  I  arti  he  NVho  Itoft  im- 
portunes the  Gods  with  my  prayers,  the  firft  I 
addrefs  to  them  will  be  the  following  : 

Ye  who  of  favours  have  beftow'd 

On  poets  fo  divine  a  load. 

With  one  gift  more  your  favours  fwell ; 

A  little  truth,  yc  Gods,  oh  let  them  tell  I 

Should  the  Gods  deign  to  hear  me,  I  fhall  next 
year  fee  you  at  Sans-Souci ;  and  (hould  you  be 
di{pofed  to  corredt  bad  poetry,  you  will  find 
whom  you  have  to  talk  to.    FaU. 

LET- 
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LETTER     CCXXIV. 
Frtm  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Firii,  Max  'St  «>4f» 
And  am  I  doom'd  to  take  the  pill  * 

From  that  dear  royal  hand  that  late^ 
With  fo  much  fdeotific  (kill. 

Bled  Auftria,  in  defpite  of  Fate  ? 

Thanks^  fire,  fbrthif ;  aad  thanks  again 
For  verfe  which,  though  feyere,  you  fend ; 

There  '•  wormwood  in  each  dofe.    What  then? 
Ill  bravely  fwallow  both,  and  mend* 

The  God  of  rhyme,  whom  you  adore 

For  all  the  gifts  he  (how'rs  on  yeu^  ^ 

OU  ftories  tell  us,  heretofi>re 

DilcoTer'd  verfe  and  phyfic  toot  '1 

Id  arts  cif  old  renown'd  was  he. 

But  war  is  now  his  fiiv'rite  theme ) 
His,  £nce  'tis  yours :  you  both  agree 

To  reign  where  Mars  wasthought  fupreme* 

Jto  make  your  wit  by  writing  known^ 

You  deemed  but  b'ttle ;  till  the  fword 
Had  haughty  Auftria  taught  to  own^ 

Wit  was  a  thing,  and  not  a  word* 

An  army  and  a  man  of  wit  1 

Combin'3,  what  can  they  not  achieve  } 

For  conqueft  fools  were  never  fit ; 
Her  garlands  we  for  genius  ^ 


VOL,  vii«  Aft  lima* 
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I  imagine  your  majefty  is  now  at  Neifs,  or  at 
Glogaiv  writing  fome  good  epigrams  ag^nft  the 
Rui&ans.  I  entreaty  (ire,  you  will  aUo  writf 
fome  on  the  month  of  Mayi  which  foill  deferves 
the  name  of  fpring,  and  in  which  we  have  at 
much  cold  as  in  the  depth  of  winter.  This  month 
of  May  appears  to  ine  to  be  tlie  embkm  of  ill- 
acquired  fame. 

Should  the  pillsi  with  which  your  majefty  has 
honoured  my  decayed  frame^  reftore  me  to  fome 
degree  of  ftrengtb,  I  (hall  not  run  after  the  cham- 
bermaids of  M.  de  Valory.  I  would  not  travel 
half  a  league  in  fearch  of  woman,  but  would 
again  travel  a  thoufand  to  pay  my  court  to  jrour 
majefty.  I  have  however  a  favour  to  sdk]  which 
you  may  eafily  grant ;  and  that  is^  that  you  would 
be  pleafed  to  conquer  fome  fouthern  provinces^ 
«uch  as  Naples  and  Sicily ;  or  the  kingdom  of 
Grenada  and  Andalufia:  for  it  would  be  a  plea* 
fant  thing  to  live  in  thofe  countries)  the  inhabi- 
tants of  which  are  always  warm.  Your  jftiajefty 
would  not  fail  to  vifit  them  annually,  like  as  you 
do  greatClogau;  and  I  (hould  there  be  a  veryaf- 
fiduous  courtier.  I  fliould  converfe  with  you,  in 
profe  and  rhyme,  under  the  (hade  of  the  pomegra- 
nate or  the  orange  tree,  and  you  would  reani- 
mate my  frozen  vein.  I  (lk)uld  fcatter  flowers 
over  the  graves  of  Keyferling,  and  the  fucceflbr 
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of  La  Croze  ♦,  whom  your  majefty  had  fo  hap.- 
pily  wrcftcd  from  the  church  to  attach  him  to 
yourfelf  J  and  like  them  I  (hould  wifh  to  die  ia 
your  fervice  :  for  in  truth,  fire,  it  is  very  mc* 
lancholy  to  live  fo  long  at  a  diftance  from  Frt • 
deric  the  Great. 


LETTER      CCXXV, 

Frtm  the  King. 

May  i6|  17491 

x  £S,  this  is  what  may  be  called  writing. 

I  love  your  franknefs :  your  criticifm  will  afford 

me  more  inftrudion,  in  two  lines,  than  I  (hould 

gain  from  twenty  pages  of  praife. 

The  verfes  w^ich  you  have  thought  pafTable 
were  thofe  which  cod  me  the  lead:  labour ;  but 
when  the  thought,  the  csfura,  and  the  rhyme» 
are  inimical  to  each  other,  I  then  verfify  ill,  and 
am  not  fortunate  in  correcting. 

You  do  not  perceive  the  difficulties  I  have  to 
furmount,  in  order  to  write  a  few  ftanzas  tole- 
rably ;  the  happy  propenfity  of  nature,  and  aa 
cafy  and  fruitful  genius,  have  rendered  you  a 
poetjj  without  any  trouble  to  youtfelf.  I  do  jufr 
tice  to  the  inferiority  of  my  talents ;  I  fwim.  on 
the  poetic  ocean  with  reeds  and  bladders  under 

»  M.  Jordan.         T: 

A  a  a  'wty 
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my  arms.  I  do  not  write  fo  well  as  I  think  i 
my  ideas  are  often  ftronger  than  my  expreffions ; 
andj  in  this  date  of  perplexity,  I  do  the  leaft 
harm  I  can.  I  am  at  prefent  ftudying  your  cor- 
regions  and  remarks;  for  thefe  may  aid  me  in 
not  being  guilty  of  my  former  faults.  There 
are  dill,  however^  fo  many  (hoals  to  be  avoided^ 
that  you  alone  can  fave  me  from  fliipwreck. 

Let  me  entreat  you  to  facrifice  the  two  pro- 
mifed  months  to  me :  do  not  be  weary  of  in* 
ftruding  me.  If  the  extreme  defire  I  have  to 
learn,  and  to  fucceed  in  an  art  of  which  I  have 
always  been  pafiionately  fond^  can  be  any  re« 
compence  for  your  labour^  yoa  will  certainly 
have  caufe  to  be  fatisfied. 

I  love  the  arts,  for  the  reafon  which  Cicero 
igives :  and  I  do  not  rife  equal  to  the  fciences, 
becaufe  the  belles-lettres  are  ufeful  in  all  ages; 
and  becaufe  all  the  algebra  on  earth  cannot 
make  us  other  thai^  foolifli,  when  we  want  abi«- 
lities  to  be  any  thing  elfe.  Ten  jrears  hence  *, 
perUaps,  fociety  may  draw  fome  advantage  from 
the  curves  which  the  vifionary  algebraift  may  have 
laborioirfly  fquared.  I  congratulate  poftcrity  by 
anticipation ;  ^but,  to  own  the  truth,  in  all  fuch 
calculations  I  can  di&over  nothing  more  than 

*  I  fufpeA  an  error  •£  the  prefs,  imd  tbat  it  fliould^beten 

fcientific 
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fcicntific  extravagance.  Whatever  i$  not  agree- 
able or  ufeful,  is  of  no  worth.  With  refpeft  to 
ufcful  things,  they  are  already  djjfcovered ;  and, 
38  to  the  agreeable,  I  hope  algebra  will  not  be 
admitted  as  one  of  them,  by  good  tafle. 

I  will  fend  you  no  more  either  profe  or  verfe. 
I  fuppofe  you  will  be  here  at  the  beginning  of 
July;  and  I  have  a  poetic  packet,  or  rather 
corpfe,  which  I  (halj  commit  to  your  diffeftion. 
This  will  be  better  than  to  criticife  Crebillon, 
^r  fome  other ;  and  you  will  certainly  no  where 
find  fuch  grofs  and  fuch  numerous  mif^^es  as 
in  my  works. 

There  is  nothing  but  thi(lles,  and  not  laurels^ 
growing  on  the  bank?  of  the  Neva ;  do  not  ima- 
gine I  travel  thither  in  fearch  of  happineft.  You 
will  here  find  me  a  pacific  citizen  of  Sans-Souci, 
leading  the  life  of  a  private  man  «d  a  philofor 
pher. 

Should  tumult  and  fplendqur  be  your  pr?(ent 
tafte,  I  advife  you  flot  to  come  here;  hut,  if  a 
mild  and  uniform  life  be  not  difpleafing  to  you^ 
come  and  fulfil  your  promife.  Send  me  word 
precifely  on  what  day  you  (hall  depart;  and» 
fhould  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  encouirage 
ufury,  I  imagine  I  ca^  mal^e  conditions  with 
J»r,  by  borrowing  you  on,  hire,  and  daily  paying 
A  a  3  her. 
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her,  at  a  certain  rate  of  intereft,  what  Ihall  be 

fatisfadory  for  her  poet,  her  wit,  her &c. 

Adieu.    I  wait  your  anfwer. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CCXXVI. 
From  the  King. 

June  10^  I74fb 

Never  were  fuch  charming  verfcs  writ- 
ten in  return  for  pills.  I  do  not  fay  this  becaufc 
they  praife  me,  for  I  know  what  is  the  cuftom 
between  kings  and  poets;  but,  myfelf  totally 
but  of  the  queftion,  I  think  them  delightful. 

If  purgatives  can  produce  poetry  fo  good,  I 
ought  to  take  adofe'bf  fenna  myfelf,  that  I  may 
fee  what  effefts  it  will  operate  on  me. 

What  you  have  fuppofed  to  be  an  epigram 
happens  to  be  an  ode.  I  fend  it  you,  with  ail 
tpigram  againft  phyficians.  I  have  reafon  to  be 
a  little  out  of  temper  with  their  proceedings  ;  I 
have  the  gout,  and  have  been  in  danger  of  be- 
ing killed  by  their  fudorifics. 

Mark  me  :  I  am  tainted  with  the  phrenzy  of 
feeing  you.  Should  you  not  be  inclined  to  in- 
dulge 
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4ulge  this  whim>  you  would  be  guilty  of  treafon. 
I  wiftr  to  ftudy  with  you,  for  I  have  leifure  this 
year;  God  knows  what  I  (hall  have  the  next. 
Left  however  you  (hould  imagine  that  you  are 
Diaking  a  voyage  to  Lapland,  I  fend  you  a  do- 
Sen  certificates,  from  which  you  may  learn  that 
this  climate  is  not  entirely  deflitute  of  mildneis. 

'*  The  body  ads  in  obedience  to  the  will ; 
'*  when  the  foul  fays,  March — it  obeys."  This  is 
one  of  your  own  apothegms,  which  I  amJiappy 
to  recal  to  your  recoUedtion. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  will  be  brought  to  bed 
in  the  month  of  September ;  you  are  not  an  old 
midwife,  and  (he  can  manage  this  bu(inefs  with* 
out  your  aflSftance.  Nay,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  you 
may  at  that  time  be  on  your  return  to  Paris.  Dp 
not  forget  that  the  favours  which  are  granted 
without  being  forced  are  done  wich  a  better 
grace,  and  are  more  agreeable,  than  thofe  for 
which  we  folicit  too  muclu 

Should  you  think  I  fcold  you,  remember  that 
is  a  cuftomary  praftice  with  the  gouty.  You 
will  do  as  you  pleafe,  but  1  (hall  be  no  dupei 
I  (hall  well  perceive  whether  you  really  love  me, 
or  whether  all  you  have  faid  be  nothing  more 
;han  poetic  declamation^ 

FREDERIC. 

Aa4 
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LETTER     CCXXVIL 
Fnm  the  King. 

SuM-SMci,  July  15,  I74§^ 

Th  E  munl'rout  hws  of  Man,  Bdkifle 
May  teacli  me ;  but,  in  tafte  and  ftyle. 
The  fafcmating  wiles  of  rhyme. 
In  language  pure,  and  thoughts  fublime^ 
From  you  alone  let  me  receive» 
Leilbns  which  you  alone  can  give. 

I  wifti  for  no  maftcr  but  you,  in  whatever  re* 
lates  to  language,  tafte,  and  the  department  of 
ParnaiTus.  Each  man  ought  to  follow  his  trader 
When  M.  de  Belleifle  (hall  bufy  himfelf  concern- 
ing the  purity  of  language,  Bruhl  (hall  then  read 
military  lefTons,  and  write  commentaries  on  the 
campaigns  of  the  great  Turenne,  and  I  will 
compofe  a  treacife  on  the  truth  of  the  Chiiftiaa 
religion. 

The  choice  which  your  academy  makes  of  its 
members  really  becomes  pleafant.  Thefe  judges 
of  thp  French  language  are  about  to  abandon 
Vaugelas  for  the  breviary,  which  to  foreigners 
appears  rather  fingular. 

Why,  fir,  your  forty  are  become. 

Of  fanatics  a  congregration  ; 

Whence  thought  and  genius  are  expell'd, 

Much  to  the  fcapdal  U  the  nation. 

The 
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The  hyqm  of  ti^s  paitot  iacc» 

By  work  of  wit,  wHoe'or  would  eam^ 

Win  mifs  his  itMbd*    Would  he  fucceed  ? 
Let  him  hit  catechifin  learn* 

As  fiivour'd  hj  the  iiften  nin^y 
Among  this  ftrange  and  motley  crew, 

J.  know  but  three  whom  I  can  name ; 
I  Richlieu  mean,  BeUeifle,  and  yoo. 

You,  my  dear  Voltaire,  arc  like^bad  chriftians; 
you  put  off  repentance  from  day  to  day.  After 
having  given  me  hopes  for  the  fummer,  you  re- 
fer me  to  the  autumn.  It  fliould  feem  that 
Apollo,  as  the  God  of  pbyfic,  has  commanded 
you  to  be  prefent  at  the  labour  of  madame  du 
Chatelet.  The  facrcd  name  of  friendfhip  im* 
pofes  (ilence  on  me,  and  I  fatisfy  myfeif  with  a 
promife. 

I  am  at  prefent  correfting  a  dozen  of  epiftles 
which  I  have  written,  and  fome  other  (hort  pieces^ 
that  you  may  on  your  arrival  not  meet  with  quice 
fo  many  faults. 

You  may  fee  from  the  argument  what  is  the 
fubjeft  of  my  poem.  The  main  incident  is  true. 
D'Arget,  at  that  time  fecretary  to  Valory,  wa3 
carried  off  by  night,  by  an  Auftrian  partifan, 
from  the  next  chamber  to  that  in  which  his  mas- 
ter was  in  bed.  The-furprifc  of  the  Auftrian, 
Franquini,  was  extreme^  ^en  he  perceived  that 

\  he 
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he  had  taken  away  the  fecretary,  inftcad  of  the 
ambaflador.  Every  thing  elfe  in  the  poem  is 
fidion.  I  will  (hew  it  you  here,  for  it  is  not 
proper ifor  publication..  Had  I  the  pencil  of 
Raphael  or  of  Rubens,  I  would  try  my  ftrcngth 
by  painting  the  great  adions  of  great  men ;  but 
he  who  only  pofieflos  the  talents  of  Calotte  can 
draw  nothing  but  extravagance  and  caricature. 

I  have  been  vifited  by  the  hero  of  France^ 
the  Saxon  *,  the  Turenne  of  the  age  of  Louis 
XV.  and  have  gained  improvement  from  his 
difcourfe ;  not  in  the  French  language,  but  in 
the  art  of  war.  The  marfhal  is  worthy  of  being 
profeffor  to  all  the  generals  of  Europe.  He  has 
vifited  our  theatres;  and  on  that  occafion  in« 
formed  me  you  had  given  the  ftagc  a  new  co- 
medy, and  that  Nanine  had  met  with  much  fuc- 
cefs.  I  was  aflonifhed  to  l^arn  that  fome  of  your 
works  had  appeared  of  the  very  names  of  which 
I  was  ignorant.  1  formerly  read  them  in  ma- 
nufcript ;  at  prefent  I  hear  from  others  what  is 
faid  of  them,  and  I  receive  them  after  the  book- 
fellers  have  publiJhed  a  fecond  edition. 

I  will  forget  all  my  griefs,  if  you  will  but; 
come  hither.  If  not,  beware  of  an  epigram : 
change  may  infpire  me  with  a  cutting  thought^ 

•  Mtrffliel  Saxc.        T. 

A  poctj^ 
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A  poet,  no  matter  how  bad  a  one,  is  an  animal 
that  ought  to  be  treated  with  refped. 

I  wait  for  the  fsM  of  the  leaf  with  as  much  im« 
{Miticnce  as  iqen  look  for  tl^e  bk^oms  of  fpring# 

FREDERIC 
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fr0m  the  King. 

Saiii-Soucii  Auguft  15,  174^* 

iJHOULD  my  verfcs  have  contributed 
to  the  epiftle,  which  I  have  juft  received,  I  (hall 
regard  them  as  my  beft  work.  A  perfon  wh« 
was  prcfent,  when  this  epiftle  was  read,  ex- 
claimed, in  a  kind  of  ecftafy — "  Voltaire  and 
•*  marfhal  Saxc  were  born  under  die  fame  pla- 
^*  net ;  they  have  more  vigour  in  the  agonies  of 
^*  death  than  others  in  full  health  */^ 

Do  but  admire,  however,  the  difference  be- 
tween us.  You  affure  me  thafc  my  verfes  have 
excited  your  poetic  ardour,  and  yours  have  al- 
mod  made  me  forfwear  poetry.  I  find  I  am  (b 
ignorant  of  your  language,  and  have  fo  (lerile 

*  Marfhal  Saxe  was  thought  to  be  dying,  when  he  com* 
xumded  at  the  battle  of  Fontenoi.        T. 

an 
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an  imagtoatioa,  that  I  have  made  a  vow  to  write 
no  more.  Unfominatelyj  you  know  what  poet; 
vows  are ;  the  zephyrs  bear  them  away  on  their 
wingSj  and  with  them  the  remembrance  of  (hem 
vanilhes. 

A  Frenchman  only,  pofleffed  of  your  talents, 
can  produce  harmony  from  your  lyre.  I  correft, 
I  cfTace^  I  interline  my  vile  compofitions^  to  pu- 
rify them  of  the  numerous  faults  with  which  they 
abound.  Mudcians,  it  is  faid,  pafs  half  their  lives 
in  (Iringing  their  lutes,  and  play  on  them  the 
other  half.  I  pafs  mine  in  writing,  and  ftill 
more  in  erafing.  Since  I  have  had  fome  glimpfe 
of  the  certainty  of  your  journey,  I  redouble  my 
feverity  on  myfelf. 

Be  affurcd  you  are  expedled  with  impatience, 
and  that  I  (hall  be  delighted  to  meet  with  a 
Virgil  who  can  inftruft  me  like  aQuintilian.  Lu- 
cina  is  in  my  opinion  very  indolent :  I  \^'i(h  ma- 
dam^ du  Chatelet  would  ufe  greater  difpatch, 
as  well  as  yourfclf.  'You  think  you  need  but 
take  a  (ingle  ilride,  from  the  baptifm  at  Cirey, 
and  be  at  mafs  hi  our  new  church.  Charity  is 
extinft  in  Chriftian  hearts :  the  coUeftions  that 
liave  been  made  have  not  furni(hed  money 
enough  to  roof  the  church;  and,,  unlefs  ma(s 
were  to  be  performed  in  the  open  air,  there  are 
no  means  to  have  it  performed. 

Let 


C<^RRSSPO!II>BNCfi.  36  j 

liCt  me  beg  you  to  inform  me  what  road  you 
mean  to  travel,  and  when  you  (hall  be  on  our 
frontiers,  that  I  may  fupply  you  with  horfes.  I 
very  well  know  you  are  borne  by  Pegafus ;  but 
he  knows  no  other  road  than  that  to  the  temple 
of  Fame.  I  hope  you  will  arrive  there  as  late  as 
poffible ;  and  I  aflure  you  that  you  will  be  wel« 
comed  with  as  much  eagemefs  as  you  are  waited 
for  with  impatience. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER       CCXXIX. 
From  M.  de  VoUaire. 

Luneville,  Auguft  18^  I74f « 
X '  VE  read  your  lines  on  parrot  race,  • 
,  AmA  pious  crew  rq>let«  with  grace  ; 

SVho  fisnnoiis  preach,  from  wit  refrain. 
And  know  each  word's  weight,  to  a  grain  ; 
Who  prizes  give  for  verfe  and  prole  ; 
Who  meet  to  yawn,  and  part  to  dose. 

Your  m^efty  cajmot  but  think  I  am  more  de- 
firous  to  pay  my  court  to  you,  than  you  are  to 
fuffer  my  prefence.  Believe  me,  my  heart  has 
many  a  time  taken  its  flight  to  Berlin,  when  you 
have  fuppo&d  it  to  be  elfewhere.    You  have 

excited 
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excited  the  paflions  of  fear^  admiration^  and  in- 
tCTC&y  among  mankmd.  Permit  me  to  fay  that 
I  have  always  taken  the  Jiberty  to  love  you» 
which  is  feidom  faid  to  kings ;  but  this  is  the 
(Irangely  familiar  manner  in  which  I  began  with 
your  majefty,  and  I  muft  end  as  I  began.  I 
have  much  impatience  to  read  your  Lutrin,  or 
your  Homeric  Batrachomyomachiaj  on  M*  do 
Valory. 

Tct  oar  great  esvoy  (though  in  ftttiire  fiioit 

And  form  rotundf  but  of  majeftic  poft) 

With  Phiffian  TnkniTy  Auftrvw 'flight— aafy  aiore» 

With  battles  gain'd,  towns  ftormM»  war's  loud  uproar. 

And  Fred'ric*8  deeds— methinkt  might  zaiher  fiectt 

An  epic  than  a  mock-heroic  theme  : 

Or  I  mifiakci  or  it 's  of  higher  price 

Than  are  the  puny  wars  of  frogs  and  lAice^ 

Sung  by  THE  POET  of  the  mighty  dead, 

Whofe  works  are  always  prais'd,  but  nerer  read*  - 

Speaking  of  marflials  de  Belleille  and  Saxe^^ 
your  majefty  tells  me  that  each  man  ought  to 
follow  his  trade.  Truly,  fire,  you  talk  thus  very 
much  at  your  eafe — you  who  monopolize  fo 
many  trades ;  thofe  of  conqueror,  politician, 
legiflator,  and,  what  is  worfe,  my  trade,  which 
you  affuredly  praftife  in  the  moft  agreeable 
manner  in  the  world. 

You  have  induced  me  to  take  up  this  trade 
again^  which  I  had  forfaken.  I  have  the  honour 

7  ^^^ 
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here; to  fend  a  fmall  attempt  toward  a  new  era- 
gedy,  the  fubjeft  of  which  is  Catiline.   I  inclofe 
the  firft  B,A,  which  perhaps  has  been  written  with 
too  much  h^e.     I  have  bellowed  eight  days 
only  on  a  fubjed  which  Crebillon  was  eight-ahd- 
twenty  years  in  finiQiing.     I  did  not  think  my* 
felf  capable  of  fuch  aftonilhing  diligence ;  but 
I  was  here  without  my  books.    I  recoUe6fced 
what  your  majefty  had  written  concernmg  the 
tragedy  of  my  brother  poet.     You  very  juftly 
deemed  it  defedive,  when  you  found  the  Ro<* 
man  Hiftory  was  there  fo  entirely  falfified.  Cati# 
line,  you  thought,  afted  the  part  of  a  boifterous 
lunatic  robber;   and  Cicero  that  of  a  weak 
foolilh  fellow*    I.  rccoUeded  your  well-founded 
jremarks.     Your  polite  kindnefs  toward  my  old 
brother  poet  did  not  prevent  you  from  being 
Vather  angry  that  fo  deceptive  a  pidture  fliould 
have  been  drawn  of  the  Roman  republic     I 
wiihed  to  Jketch  out  a  painting  fuch  as  you  de- 
fired  :  you  Dave  fet  me  to  work,  and  I  appoint 
you  the  judge  of  this  firft  aft,  which  is  the  only 
one  X  can  at  prefent  have  the  honour  to  fend 
*   your  majcfty;  the  others  are  ftill  in  the  rough. 
'Do  you  examine  whether  J  have  clothed  Cicero 
in  his  proper  robes,  or  if  I  have  caught  the  like- 
nefs  of  C«far^ 

Bftweca 
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Between  them  judge.    Who  beft  defeiret  applauftr? 
Ah !  Cc&r»  welll  knowi  will  gain  the  cauic  1 
However  jufti  or  little  prone  to  err^ 
What  moft  refemUes  felf  we  moft  prefer* 

I  did  not  fend  you  the  comedy  of.  Naninr} 
for  I  thought  that  a  balhful  maiden>  married  by 
her  mafter^  was  fcarcciy  dcferving  of  being  pre- 
fented  to  your  majefty:  but^  fliould  fuch  be 
your  commands^  I  will  have  the  piece  tran- 
fcribed  for  you.  I  am  now  in  company  with  the 
Roman  fenate,  and  endeavouring  to  merit  the 
fufirage  of  Frederic  the  Great. 

His  ferrant  and  admirer  true 
Am  t|  by  day  and  night } 
Sut|  while  I  pay  all  homage  duei 
Not  bnce  hii  parafite. 

VOLTAIRE. 


iiMp 
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From  the  King. 

Potfdamy  September  4,  174^ 

1  HAVE  received  your  Catiline,  the  con- 

cluCon  of  which  it  is  not  pofllble  for  me  to  divinet 

We  are  as  little  abl^  to  judge  of  a  tragedy,  by  a 

fingle 
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fingle  aft,  as  of  a  pifture  by  a  fingle  figure.  I 
i^ill  wait  till  I  have  fecn  the  whole,  before  I  tell 
you  what  I  think  of  the  defign,  the  conduft,  the 
probability,  the  paflions,  and  the  pathos. 

It  does  not  become  me  to  expofe  my  doubts, 
before  one  of  the  forty  judges  of  the  French  lan- 
guage, in  what  relates  to  elocution.  Had  my 
brother  in  Apollo  however,  and  my  fellow- 
citizen,  count  Bar,  fent  the  aft,  I  (hould  have 
aiked  whether  we  were  allowed  to  fay— 

Tyrdh  par  la  parole,  ilfautjimr  tonregni* 

Does  not  the  fenfe  admit  of  ambiguity  ?  I 
Ihould  imagine  the  meaning  to  be,  bis  eloquence 
'bos  remkredpim  the  tyrant  of  bis  country^  and  bis 
reign  mujt  end:  but,  according  to  the  conftmc- 
tioA  of  the  line,  we  Germans,  who  do  not  per« 
haps  underfland  the  delicacies  of  the  language^ 
ihould  conceive  the  poet  had  faid  that,  by  tbe 
mid  of  words  bis  reign  tnufi  end.  I  am  very  daring 
thus  to  communicate  my  remarks.  Though  I 
have  entertained  a  doubt  concerning  this  verfe, 
this  has  not  prevented  me  from  indulging  my 
admiration  at  an  infinite*  number  of  fine  paflages^ 
at  which  the  reader  rccollefts  the  touches  of 
the  .mailer  who^  produced  Brutus,  the  Death  of 
Csefar,  &c« 
Your  letter  is  charming,  and  fuch  as  none 
vot.  VII,  B  b  bu( 
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but  yourfclf  can  write.  France  feems  in  Jroof 
perfon  condemned  to  bury  ten  men  of  wit,  to 
whom  different  ages  had  given  birth. 

Since  madame  du  Chatelet  compofes  books, 
I  cannot  imagine  flie  will  fufier  berfeUf  to  be 
brought  to  bed  by  chance.  Tell  her  to  ufc  dif- 
patch,  for  I  am  in  hade  to  fee  you.  I  feel  the 
extreme  want  I  have  of  you,  and  the  great  aid 
you  might  be  of  to  me.  A  palHon  for  ftudy  will 
remain  with  me  through  life.  In  this  I  think 
like  Cicero,  as  I  have  faid  in  one  of  my  Epiftles. 
I  may  by  application  acquire  every  fort  of  know^ 
ledge  ;  to  you  I  (hall  be  indebted  for  that  of  the 
French  language.  I  correft  my  miftakes,  as  far 
as  I  am  able  to  difcoverthem ;  but  I  hare-no  one 
who  is  fufficientlya  judge,  and  fufficiently  fevere,  • 
to  point  out  all  my  feuks.  In  fine,  I  wait  your 
coming,  and  am  preparing  for  the  reception  of 
the  gentleman  in  ordinary,  and  the  gentleman 
extraordinary. 

It  is  affirmed  at  Paris  that  you  will  not  cotn^ 
and  I  affirm  you  will,  for  you  are  no  promife- 
breaker.  Should  they  accufeyouof  indifcrction, 
I  (hall  anfwer — *'  the  thing  is  poffible ;"  that 
you  cannot  refift  dourtfhip— *^  granted;  "  that 
you  are  a  male  coquet — ^^  agreed.'*  In  fine, 
you  refemble  the  white  elephant,  for  which  the 
king  of  Perfia  and  the  Mogul  emperor  make 

war; 
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war;  and  tbe  name  of  which  they  add  to  their 
titles,  when  they  ajre  happy  enough  to  have  him 
in  their  pofleffion. 

Adieu*  Should  you  come  hither^  you  will 
find  my  titles  run  thus— — Frederic^i  by  the 
grace  of  God,  king  of  Pruifia,  eledor  of  Braiw 
denburgy  poflelfor  of  Voltaire^  &c«  Scc« 
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From  tbe  King^ 

Ndvemtber  1^,  1745. 
I  PERCEIVE  lyOlivet  hurls  his  thunder 
at  me>  and  that  I  am  more  ignorant  than  I  fup* 
pofed  myfelf  to  be«  I  (hall  beware  how  I  aft 
the  purift,  and  fpe^  of  things  I  do  not  under* 
ftand.  My  iilence  mud  preferve  me  from  the 
bolts  of  lyOlivet  and  Vaugclas* 

I  fliall  likewifc  beware  how  I  fend  you  my 
works;  for,  fince  you  fuffcr  your  own  to  be 
(lolen,  you  may  fuffer  mine  to  be  the  fame.  You 
labour  for  fame,  and  for  the  honbur  of  your  na- 
tion, I  only  fpoil  paper  for  my  own  amufemenr; 
and  I  may  defcrve  pardon,  provided  I  do  but 
burn  my  works,  after  having  written  them. 
When  a  man  approachea  the  age  of  forty,  ^d 
B  b  2  writes 
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writes  bad  vcrfcs,  he  ought -to  fay,  like  the  miC^ 
anthrope  •,  ^^  Did  I  write  fo  ill,  I  would  take 
care  not  to  (hew  what  I  wrote." 

We  have  had  a  Ruffian  ambaflador.  at  Ber- 
lin, who,  after  having  ftudied  philofophy  twenty 
years,  underftands  very  little  of  the  -matter- 
Count  von  Keyferling,  the  perfon  of  whom  I 
fpeak,  who  is  full  fixty  years  of  age,  has  left 
Berlin,  with  his  far  profeffor,  and  is  now  at 
Drefden.  He  ftill  fludies,  and  hopes  to  be  a 
tolerable  feholar  fome  twenty  or  thirty  "years 
hence.  I  have  not  his  patience,  nor  do  I  expeft 
to  live  fo  long.  Whoever  is  not  a  poet  at  twenty 
will  never  become  one.  I  have  not  prefumption 
enough  to  flatter  myfelf  to  the  contrary,  nor  am 
I  blind  enough  not  to  do  myfelf  juftice. 

Send  me  your  works,  from  motives  of  gene- 
rofity ;  ajid  expeft  nothing,  from  me  but  praifc. 
I  wi(h  to  imitate  the  prudent  iilence  qf  Conrad, 
but  this  will  not  render  me  infenfible  to  the 
beauties  of  poetry.  I  efteem  your  works  the 
morcbccaufc  I  feel  the  impoflibility  of  equalling 
'them.  . 

Do  not  trouble   me  any  more  concerning 

bear/ay hearfay  is.  the  fool's  gazette.     No 

one  here  ha&  fpokcn  ill  of  "you.  D'Argens  has 
prattled  about  Euripides,  in  I  know  not  what 

...  •.OfMolicrt.       T. 

book; 
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book ;  but  who  told  you  that  you  were  meant  ? 
Had  his  ii\tention  been  pointed  at  you>  would 
he  not  rather  have  chofen  Virgil  than  Euripides?. 
Every  body  would  h'avc  known  you  by  this 
ftroke  of  art ;  but,  in  the  patTage  which  yoil 
cite  to  me,  I  can  difcover  no  alluiion  to  the 
reception  you  met  with  here. 

Do  not  conjure  up  monfters,  in  order  to  com- 
bat them.  Tilt,  if  tilt  you  muft,  with  the  real 
enemies  which  your  merit  has  raifed  up  againft  ^ 
you  in  France;  but  do  not  imagine  you  -find 
them  where  they  are  not:  or,  if  you  will  be 
intermeddling,  do  not  make  me  a  party.  I  nei- 
ther do,  nor  ever  will,  interfere  in  any  fuch  , 
things. 

I  find  from  all  the  arrangements  which  you 
take  how  little  hope  1  have  to  fee  you.  You  are 
not  in  wantof  excufes;  an  imagination  hke  yours 
is  inexhauftible.  It  is  now  a  tragedy,  the  fuc- 
cefs  of  which  you  want  to  fee ;  anon  domeftic 
regulations ;  prefently  king  Staniilaus ;  and  then 
it  ishearfay.  In  fine,  I  believe  lefs  in  this  journey 
than  in  the  arrival  of  the  Mcffiah,  of  whom  the  - 
Jews  live  in  expeftation. 

An  Elegy  has  appeared  here :  is  it  written  by 
you  ?  The  following  is  the  firft  line  : 

Vnfommell  ilemel  a  done  fermi  ces  yeux  *. 
*  EtcniiJ  flcep  has  clofed  thofc  cyeSf 

B  b  3  Let 
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Let  me  beg  of  you  to  inform  me.  I  have 
fome  doubts  on  the  fubjeft  which  you  alone  am 
remove. 

X  impatiently  wait  for  the  large  packet  which 
you  announce;  and,  ungrateful  and  abfent  though 
you  be^  I  admire  you  flill»  for  this  I  cannot  for- 
bear  to  do. 

Farewel.  I  am  going  to  fee  the  Agreeable 
Fhrenxy  of  Orlando,  and  the  Heroic  Follies  of 
Coriolanus.  I  wilh  you  tranquillity,  joy,  and 
length  of  life. 

FREDERIC 
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From  the  King. 

fitilia»  Jiauary  tft  175^^ 

YE6»  I  the  tliyiniBg  novel  of  Nanine^ 
Or  fentimental  comedyy  Imre  feen ; 
And  reading  fearM  left  tjiis  reforming  |ge 
Had  banifh'd  old  Moliere  the  finking  ftage ! 
Of  mannerni  men,  to  give  the  rich  repaft> 
)Ie  was  the  firft— -beware  he's  not  the  laft. 

Of  ev'ry  kind  and  fpecimen  of  fool. 

By  nought  diftinguiih'd  but  by  ridicule,' 

Of  learned  ladies  and  of  would«-be  wits. 

Of  bigots,  mxfers,  lordlings,  fops,  clownsi  cit^ 

From  nature  taking  comprehenfive  view, 

iplach  large  zjpA  comprehenfive  clals  he  drew. 

Ha 
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He  beii^  gone»  wlio  e'er  with  mafter  hand; 
Xfike  hini«  could  pealiog  theatres  command  ? 
To  him  fucceedi  a  poor  and  puny  race ; 
Of  giddy  Folly's  form  too  weak  to  trace 
The  changing  features*  or  the  rainbow  glare^ 
Th'  abffrdt  fiintaftict  pert«  affeded  air ; ' 
Unlike  Mofiere,  they  can't  her  whims  difcem^ 
Or  fo  pourtray  that*  whik  we  hiugh^  we  leam# 
Finding  to  make  us  (mile  in  vain  they  try^ 
They  call  Melpomene,  to  make  us  cry : 
Not  of  her  bowl  and  dagger  aid  they  aik  ( 
One  fock*  one  unhc'd  buikin,  half  a  inafk. 
White  handkerchief  and  fmelling  bottle  near, 
Watchinjg  her  cue  to  faint*  or  feigi)  a  tear. 
The  flattem  comes— A  que^n,  that  erft  gave  lawsf 
A  pauper  now*  flie  hcg'^  fome  fmaH  applaufe ! 
Our  charity  callM  forth*  we  fit  the  fermon  out : 
At  church  were  never  people  fo  devout  I 
We  £ty  and  while  {he  drawls  the  lagging  lengthened, 

line 
Rcfponfive  yawn,  in  fympathetic  whine, 
<>  That's  charming!  Yes— I  vow  that's  vaWy  fine !" 

And  is  this  Comedy  I  As  fpon  I*d  name 
Religion  and  Hypocrify  the  fame ! 


} 


As  you  have  not  been  able  to  make  me  one 
of  the  difciples  of  La  Chauflce*,  no  one  ever 
will.  Not  but  I  allow  you  have  dona  every 
thing  with  Nanine    which    could  have   been 

*  La  Chauffie  was  the  moft  fuccefsful  of  the  French  au<P 
thors  in  writing  what  is  called  La  ComuSe  Larmoyante,  ox 
Sentimental  Comedy*        T. 

B  b  4  hoped. 


1 
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hoped.  It  is  a  fpecies  of  writing' which  never 
plcafed  me.  I  can  eafily  conceive  there  arc 
many  auditors  who  are  better  fatisfied  to  liften 
to  the  honey  of  fentiment^  than  to  fee  the  repre- 
fentation  of  their  defeds;  and  who  are  intcrefted 
in  preferring  inllpid  dialogue  to  that  pleafant  (a- 
tire  which  attacks  bad  morals.  Nothing  is  fo 
diftreffing  as  not  to  be  allowed  to  be  ridiculous 
with  impunity;  but,  were  this  granted,  the  charm* 
ing  art  of  Terence  and  Mbliere  muft  be  renoun- 
ced ;  and  the  theatre  muft  become  the  general 
receptacle  of  dulnefs,  at  which  the  public  muft 
be  taught  to  fay,  in  a  hundred  different  modes. 
Hove  you.  My  zeal  for  good  comedy  extends 
fo  far  that  I  would  rather  be  exhibited,  on  the 
ftage,  than  grant  my  fufFrage  to  the  illegitimate 
and  nervclefs  monfter,  which  the  bad  taftc  of  the 
age  has  brought  forth.  Since  Nanine,  I  hear 
nothing  more  of  you:  pray  afFord  me  fomc  figns 
of  life. 

What  is  your  Mnfe  benumbM,  aflecp  ? 
Or  thro*  your  veins  docs  winter  creep  f 
Why  fulFer  that  fine  flame  to  die. 
Which  living  brightcn'd  in  your  eye  ? 

This  facred  flame,  this  fpirit,  foul. 
From  jealous  Gods  Prometheus  ftolc ; 
Since  thus  divine  its  eflence,  we 
Should  name  it  but  with  bended  knee. 

I  only 


I 
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I  only  jeft,  when  I  fuppofe 

You  might  a  gift  fo  precious  lofe  ; 

That  is,  it  would  be  my  dcligUt 

To  pique  your  pride,  and  make  you  write. 

This  is  a  formal  challenge ;  and,  fhould  not 
you  anfwer  it,  you  arc  a  proclaimed  coward. 
Wit  and  vcrfe  coft  you  nothing.  Do  not  imi- 
tate the  Dutch,  who,  having  the  fpice  all  to 
thcmfelves,  will  only  fell  it  as  a  favour.  Your 
predeccflbr,  Horace,  fent  Maecenas  as  many 
epiftles  as  he  defired.  Virgil,  your  great  an- 
ceftor,  did  not  write  epic  poems  for  every  body; 
but  he  wrote  many  eclogues:  whereas  you, 
in  all  the  opulence  of  wit,  and  poffefTed  of  all 
the  mod  fplendid  treafures  of  Imagination,  are 
the  gr^ateft  mifer  of  this  wit  whom  I  know. 
Is  it  right  to  be  thus  fparing  of  a  few  fuperflu* 
ous  verfes  for  which  you  are  aiked  ?  Take  care 
not  to  vex  me  ;  my  impatience  may  fupply  the 
abfence  of  Apollo,  and  perhaps  I  (hall  write 
a  fatire  on  the  mifers  of  mind.  But  (hould  I 
receivjB  a  charming  letter  from  you,  fuch  as  you 
have  often  written,  I  will  forget  all  caufe  of  com- 
plaint, and  will  love  you  much. 
Adieu. 


LET. 
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LETTER       CCXXXIII. 

From  thi  King. 

Pecfdim*  Tebruvyaot  I75». 

Night,  friend  of  reft,  her  poppy  dcwi 

Had  o'er  my  eyelids  (hed ; 
In  beiTy  fleep  fo  fidl  I  lay, 

The  foul  fcem'd  ^ofl  fled« 

•  When,  ere  th'  ey«  twinkles,  borne  by  dreaniH 
In  fields  Elyiiaq  I, 
On  never-£iding  flow'rs  recUi^'d, 
CaefariQ  did  defcry. 

With  fudden  bound,  I  flew  to  zneei 

The  man  my  heart  held  dear. 
f  *  Friend  of  my  youth !  My  foul !  My  life !  ^ 

Said  I,  <♦  And  art  thquherc  ^ 

Thrice  in  my  ^rms,  with  eager  clafp^ 
Would  }  have  prefs'd  the  ihade ; 

Thrice  in  my  arms  a  doud  I  caught, 
That  mocked  th'  attempts  I  made. 

H  In  vain  wouldft  thou  thy  friend  embrace  $ 

"  Aksl  This  may  not  be! 
W  'J*he  living  we  muft  not  approach  ; 

•*  For  fuch  is  Fate's  decree. 

<<  Bnt  follow,  and  I'll  lead  thee  where, 
**  In  meads  and  bow'rs  renown 'd, 

*^  The  virtuous  with  immortal  wreaths^ 
•^  Immortally  are  cro\vn'4*" 

Thus. 


Thus  fpokc  the  youth,  and  foon  we  cama 

To  many  a  kurel  grove ; 
H^ere  warrion,  vidors,  I  beheld^ 

And  ancient  heroes  rove. 

<<Ah!  Flyth'aflaffin8,ay»"iaidhe| 

«<  Thefage,  the  poet  feek» 
''  Who  not  exterminate,  but  aid, 

**  The  helplefs  and  the  weak.*' 

He  led— to  olive  grofct  we  came. 
Where  Homer,  Virgil,  flood. 

With  Horace  and  with  Sophodes, 
Each  fluide  an  ai^ry  mood. 

With  rifing  wrath,  they  lift'ning  heard 

A  new-come  ghoft  dechure 
That  all  the  four  had  been  furpafsMt 

Of  latc^bynacVoltairt! 

^Twas  lovely  £m3y  that  thus, 

With  unabttted  zeal, 
Exprefa'd  th'  applaufe,  the  truth,  and  love^    * 

She  living  kncvr  to  fecL 

Enrag'd,  and  ftill  as  when  on  earth 

With  jealottfy  poflTefs'dy 
They  vow'd,  by  all  th*  avenging  pow'r^ 

Their  wrongs  ihould  be  redx«£i'd# 

In  bdl  a  hateful  harpy  fits. 

And  Envy  is  her  name  ; 
The  fwom  and  everlafting  foe 

Pf  poeu,  and  their  lam^f 
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For  Envy  then  aloud  they  cJPd : 
They  cali'd— -(he  foon  appear'd^l 

In  bitter  ^een  their  meflage  fpoke» 
In  bitter  fpleen  fhe  heard. 

«♦  Begone,*'  fald  they,   «  in  Paris  feck 

•<  This  bard  ;  and  be  it  there, 
**  To  (hed  thy  venom  o'er  his  works, 

*•  Thy  firft  and  only  care. 

**  The  darkeft  hearts,  the  darkeft  hours, 
►  «  The  darkeft  corners  find : 

*<  Let  Tolly,  Malice,  Dulnefs,  Spleen, 
**  Ope  common  tnt'reft  bind. 

^  Raife  all  PamafTus  !  Bid  the  crew, 
^  That  fcribbling  croak  in  rhyme, 

••  Hifs,  as  they  *rc  wont,  with  ferpent  tonguci 
**  And  make  him  fed  his  crime ! 

'<  Eclipfe  our  fame !  Unheard-c^  guih ! 

**  Begone ! — By  us  accurft, 
**  Of  all  the  vi6Um8  we  devote, 

"Be  his  Orcftes  firft  r 

With  haggard  eye  ai\d  quiv*ring  lip. 

Attentive  to  the  theme, 
The  monfter  heard,  the  monfterled ; 

And  with  her  fled  my  dream. 

Such  has  been  my  late  dream  ;.and  there  was 
fome  danger  that  I  ftiould  declare  myfelf  of  the 
party  of  thofe  good  deceafed  poets  :  they  had 
fufficient  caufe  for  their  ill  humour.  You  ftrange- 
ly  abufe  your  privilege  of  genius ;  you  march 
toward  fame  by  ever}^  road  that  leads  thither. 

I  recol* 
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I  rccoUeft  you  as  I  do  the  conqueror  who  thought 
he  had  done  nothing,  while  any  part  of  the  world 
remained  unfubdued.  You  haVe  lately  made  aa 
irruption  into  the  ftates  of  Moliere ;  and,  (hould 
you  be  firmly  determined,  his  fmall  kingdom 
will  foon  be  vanqui(hed.  I  thank  you  for  your 
new  Harpagon^  which  in  my  opinion  is.  a  comedy 
that  reprefents  the  real  manners  of  life.  Had  it 
been  lengthened,  it  would  have  apparently  been 
more  interefting. 

You  fee  how  I  Iparc  you ;  I  do  not  importune 
you  to  come  here  at  prefent,  I  wait  till  Flora 
(hall  have  embelli(hed  thefe  regions,  and  till 
Pomona  fhall  come  to  promife  abundance,  be- 
fore I  entreat  you  to  undenake  the  journey.  I 
wi(h  my  laurel  trees  again  to  bud,  that  frefli  gar- 
lands may  be  entwined  for  you.  Remember  that, 
next  to  the  duke  de  Richelieu,  no  one  has  more 
inconteftable  claims  over  your  perfon  than  has 
your  Teutonic  brother  in  Apollo.     Vale. 


LETTER       CCXXXIV. 
From  the  King. 

April,  1750. 

Once  more  llkc  friend  entrufted  ?  I ! 
Who  darM  Semlramis  decry ! 
A  pagan !  Whom  conviftion  fled, 
Whatthough  a  ghoft  came  from  the  dead ! 


Oi 
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On  genius  dar*d  in  judgment  fit*  ' 
And  rafldy  fcntence  pafs  on  wit ! 
To  me  1  To  me  your  writings  fend ! 
Why  then  indeed  Voltaire  's  my  fnend* 
Of  pnft  neglea  IH  think  no  more  ( 
He  loves  mc  as  he  lov'd  of  yore ! 

Here  have  I  %  letter  iimilar  to  thofe  t  fbrmerlf 
received  from  Cirey.  My  dcGre  to  fee  you,  to 
converfe  of  literature,  and  to  inform  myfclf  of 
things  which  you  only  can  teach  tne^is  redoubled. 
I  thank  you  for  your  new  edition*  As  I  know 
all  your  old  epiftlcs  by  rote,  I  difcovered  all 
the  corredions  and  additions  which  you  have 
made,  and  have  been  delighted  with  them. 
They  were  before  beautiful,  but  you  have 
added  new  beauties. 

You  will  accuftom  the  pit  to  whatever  you 
pleafe.  Poetry  fo  excellent  as  yours  may,  by 
its  delufive  charms^  blind  the  auditors  to  plot 
and  defign*  I  wifti  to  fee  Oreftes,  and  to  know 
what  you  have  fubftitutcd  to  Palamedc;  and 
likcwife  to  read  the  other  beauties  with  which 
you  have  enriched  that  tmgedy.  Did  you  think 
of  me,  you  would  be  polite  enough  to  fend  the 
piece.  1  am  prejudiced  in  your  favour,  and  it 
depends  only  on  yourfelf  to  receive  my  praifc. 
But  who  troubles  himfelf,  at  Paris,  whether  Van- 
dals and  barbarians  hifs  or  clap  at  Berlin? 

The  eulogium  on  our  officers,  killed  in  war, 

brings  to  my  mind  an  anecdote  of  the  late  Czar 

5  Peter 


CORRBSPOIIBSKCE*  383 

Peter  I.  who  dabbled  in  phannacy  and  phyfic^ 
the  latter  of  which  he  fent  to  his  fick  courtiers  t 
znd,  after  having  difpatched  fome  Boyardsto  the 
next  world,  he  celebrated  their  obfequies  with 
magnificence,  and  honoured  their  funerals  with 
his  prefence. 

With  refpeft  to  thcfe  poor  officers,  I  find  my- 
felf  circumflanced  as  was  the  Czar:  reafbns  of 
flate  obliged  me  to  expofe  them  to  dangers  in 
which  they  perilhed.  Could  I  do  lefs  than  adom 
their  tombs  by  epitaphs,  at  once  firaple  and  true  ? 

Come  and  correA  diis  morfel,  which  abounds 
in  errors,  and  in  behalf  of  which  I  am  more 
interefted  than  for  all  my  other  works.  Bulinefs 
will  call  me  into  Pruffia  in  the  month  of  June; 
but,  from  the  firft  of  July  to  the  month  of  Sep- 
tember, I  can  difpofe  of  my  time.  I  can  fludy 
at  the  feet  of  GamalieL 

To  ni^  jaa  may  the  nikf  m^rt 
Of  Livy%  Tully*,  M^dto's  art  % 
Attentive  I  may  then  admire 
Sweet  undulations  from  your  lyre  i 
Be  taught  the  path,  in  heat'nly  ftraint, 
That  leadft  to  Ueft  Pamafilan  pkint* 
But  ah!  Unlei«  you  can  beftow 
The  flame  that,  with  cekftial  glo  V, 
Beami  forth  in  you  the  blaze  of  day, 
Bcdarke&'d,  I  (hall  lofc  my  wv  V 

'  Uovr 
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How  can  you  defire  me  to  determine  whether 
you  or  madame  d'Aiguillpn  are  in  the  right?  If 
the  duchefs  can  produce  the  original  of  the 
Political  Teftamenc  of  cardinal  de  Richelieu^  (he 
muft  of  necef&ty  be  believed.    Great  men  are 
not  great  at  all  timesj  and  under  all  circum* 
ftances.     A  minifter  colieds  his  whole  force^ 
a4d  employs  the  full  fagacity  of  his  mind  on  an 
affair  which  he  fuppofes  to  be  of  importance^ 
yet  afibrds  marks  of  much  negligence  in  whac 
he  fuppofes  to  be  of  little  confequence«    When 
I  figure  to  myfelf  cardinal  de  Richelieu  abafing 
ihe  grandees  of  the  kingdom^  folidly  e{la»bli(h* 
ing  royal  authority,  fupporting  the  glory  of 
France  againft  potent  and  foreign  nations^  ex- 
tin^ilhing  inteftine  wars,  deftroying  the  fcft 
of  the  Calvinifts,  and  throwing  a  ipound  acrofs 
the  fea  for  the  fiege  of  La  Rochclle,  I  then 
imagine  that  firm  mind  occupied  by  the  greateft 
projcfts,  capable  of  the  boldeft  refolutions,  and 
.  the  Political  Teftament  appears  to  me  too  puerile 
to  be  his  work.     Perhaps  they  were  merely  ideas 
thrown  upon  paper ;  perhaps  he  did  not  wi(h  to 
fay  all  he  thought^  that  he  might  be  the  more 
regretted.     Had  I  lived  with  the  cardinal^  I 
could  have  fpoken  more  pofitivdy ;  as  it  is,  I 
can  do  nothing  more  than  guefs. 

Of 
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Of  grandeun  and  of  trifles  gay. 

The  iinall  things  many^  few  the  great, 

l*he  fageft  hero  lives  the  prey ; 

And  moil  from  Folly  holds  his  ftate. 

Or  fay  he  live  bclov'd  awhile. 

Say  man  and  angel  fhould  admire ; 
His  fummer  foon  {hall  ceafe  to  fmile^ 

His  boailed  powers  fhall  foon  expire. 

The  clouds  of  age,  when  once  afloat. 

The  brighteft  genius  will  eclipfe : 
His  Teftament  old  Richelieu  wrote^ 

And  Newton  his  Apocalypfe ! 

My  new  year's  wiftics,  in  behalf  of  the  author 
t)f  the  Henriade,  are  health  and  patience.  If  he 
ftiU  love  me,  I  fhall  fee  him  face  to  face,  (hall 
admire  him  at  Sans-Souci,  and  will  then  fay 
morck 
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Frtm  the  King. 

t^otTdam,  April  2j,  lyso* 

With  all  your  wit,  and  all  your  grace, 
I  own  I  hop'd  to  fee  your  face 
Here  once  again :  I  hopM  in  vain  \ 
Our  martial  ardour  you  difdain  ; 
The  trouble  you  difdain  to  take 
My  doll  and  flumb'ring  Mufc  to  wake. 
VOL.  Tii.  C  c  D'Amaud, 


L 
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D' Arnaud,  whom  you  w3I  not  difowa, 
Is  come  to  fill  the  vacant  throne  ; 
Your  vaflal,  pleafing  and  polite. 
From  you  he  leam'd  Ae  art  to  write# 
Th'  original  not  to  be  had» 
To  get  a  copy  we  are  glad. 

This  D'Arnaud,  for  whom  we  have  been  wait- 
ing fo  long,  is  at  length  come,  and  has  delivered 
your  letter,  with  your  charming  verfes,  which 
always  put  mine  to  the  blufli,  and  which  redou- 
ble the  impatience  I  have  to  fee  you.  What  is 
it  to  me  that  fate  decreed  you  (hould  be  my  co- 
temporary,  if  you  prevent  my  profiting  by  this 
advantage? 

Horace  and  Virgil  men  have  read 

Some  fixteen  hundred  years  or  more; 
But  living  better  far  than  dead 

We  might  their  thoughts  and  hearts  explore. 

By  death  or  abfence  fever'dy  thus 

A  fubftitute  man  vainly  feeks : 
The  Gallic  Homer  is  to  us 

As  dead  as  he  who  fang  the  Greeks. 

All  ages  Audi  your  works  poflefs ; 

They  're  ours  and  theirs ;  the  gen'ral  right. 
Which  never  more  fhall  Ceafe,  unlefs 

Again  (hould  come  chaotic  night. 

For  me»  I  own  I  wi(h  t'  obtain 

Not  the  dead  letter,  but  the  foul ; 
The  works,  the  mind,  the  heart,  the  man ; 

Yes,  all— I  wi(h  to  have  the  whole  f 

I  have 
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1  have  this  moment  received  the  volume  that 
contains  Oreftes,  a  Letter  on  Falfchood^  &c.  and 
another  to  marihal  SchuUemburg.  You  have 
placed  me  in  the  middle  of  a  Letter  in  which  I 
was  furprifed  to  find  myfelf.  You  know  how  to 
give  efFeft  to  trifles,  by  your  manner  of  difplay- 
ing  them :  I  perceive  how  great  a  mafter  of  elo- 
quence you  are.  Yes,  though  eloquence  do  not, 
like  faith,  remove,  mountains,  it  lowers  the  high, 
raifes  the  weak,  and  is  miftrefs  of  nature,  efpe- 
cially  of  the  human  heart.  Oh  noble  fcience  ! 
Happy  are  thofe  who  poflefs  thee;  and  efpe- 
cially  he  who  difplays  thy  charms  with  fuch  fu- 
perior  fkill ! 

I  imagined  you  had  long  fince  received  the 
Memoirs  of  our  academy ;  but  they  are  now  bind- 
ing, and  will  be  immediately  fent.  Among  them 
you  will  find  fome  of  my  works  fcattered  j  but 
I  ought  to  inform  you  they  are  nothing  more 
than  fketches,  in  the  correftion  of  which  I  have 
fince  employed  much  time.  An  edition  is  at 
prefent  printing,  with  augmentatiofls  and  nume- 
rous correftions,  which  will  be  more  worthy  of 
your  attention. .  This  you  (hall  have  as  foon  as 
the  printer  (hall  have  done  his  bufinefs.  You 
alk-  for  my  poem,  but  it  muft  not  be  (hewn : 
D'Arnaud  will  tell  you  what  are  its  contents. 

C  c  2  Tlie 
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The  fccrets  of  the  bigot's  hcU, 
And  heav'n,  I  there  have  dar'd  to  tell : 
I*ve  jeer'd  at  Rome,  and  at  the  curfe 
She  bellows  forth,  to  make  bad  worfe. 
Buty  having  been  fo  rafh,  'twere  right 
To  keep  fuch  raflmefs  out  of  fight. 
Of  temper  caufHc,  and  fevere. 
The  mocking  Mufe  muft  not  appear 
At  Paris,  where,  with  wits  and  bcUei, 
The  babbler  Indifcretion  dwells, 
Kay  Boyer,  there,  a  wight  of  note, 
Might  her  imprudent  fallies  quote ; 
And,  making  her  his  anger  feel. 
Might  madam  fend  to  your  Baftille. 
"Whereas  the  wanton  huflcy,  here. 
May  friik,  yet  harbour  no  fuch  fear. 
She  dungeons  hates,  and  well  (he  may ; 
For  (he,  you  know,  has  had  her  day  ; 
In  youth  (he  thither  g^op'd  her  way  *. 
But  fo  to  a£l,  now  older  grovni, 
I  think  would  not  be  wife,  I  own. 


} 


Therefore,  my  dear  Voltaire,  if  you  wifli  to 
fee  my  nonfenfe,  you  muft  come  here.  You 
cannot  now  recede.  The  poem  certainly  will 
not  pay  for  the  fatigue  of  travelling ;  but  the 
poet,  who  loves  you,  is  perhaps  worth  your 
trouble.  You  will  here  fee  a  philofopher,  who 
has  no  paffion  but  that  of  ftudy,  and  who,  by  the 

•  The  king,  while  prince  royal,  was  imprifoned  at  Cuftrin 
by  his  father.  T. 

difficult  ies 


CORRESPONBEKCS.  3S9 

difficulties  he  has  hiaifclf  to  encounter,  is  taught 
to  eftimate  the  merit  of  thofe  who,  like  you, 
march  on  with  fuch  uninterrupted  fuccefs. 

There  is  a  fmall  community  here,  that  erefts 
altars  to  the  invifible  Deity-  But  beware  !  He- 
retics will  certainly  build  altars  to  Baal,  (hould 
not  the  Deity  foon  appear.   I  (hall  fay  no  more. 

Adieu, 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CCXXXVL 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

PariSi  Maya«i  l7$o« 
Of  Rhapfodie9>  to  all  my  paft, 
I  DOWy  great  monarch,  add  my  laft* 
Did  felf-lovc  in  my  bofom  dwell, 
Your  afped  would  the  bubble  quell ; 
For  plaudits  never  can  be  due. 
When  plaudits  are  refus'd  by  you ; 
Your  approbatioB  e'er  muft  be 
The  feal  of  immortalitya 

A-propos,  fire,  of  immortality— I  have  the 

honour  to  own  to  you  it  is  a  very  fine  thing, 

and  that  it  is  impoflible  to  fpeak  ill  of  that  which 

yow  fo  well  have  purchafed;   but  to  live  two  or 

C  c  3  three 


•I 
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three  months,  ia  company  with  your  majcftyi 
were  better  than  to  live  three  thoufand  years,  in 
the  memory  of  man.  I  know  not  whether  D'Ar* 
naud  will  be  immortal,  but  I  think  his  fliort  life 
will  be  remarkably  happy. 

Mine  depends  on  a  very  fmall  thread ;  and  I 
(hould .  be  exceedingly  angry  were  this  fmall 
thread  to  be  cut,  before  I  again  enjoy  the  con* 
folation  of  feeing  the  great  man  of  the  age. 
Your  verfe^  on  the  cardinal  de  Richelieu  have 
been  learnt  by  rote.  How  could  they  be  other* 
wife? 

His  Teflaraent  old  Richelieu  wrote, 
Aiid  NewtQB  his  Apoqdypfe  ! 

They  are  fo  natural,  fo  eafy,  fo  true,  fo  ex-^ 
.  preffive,  fo  terfe,  fo  far  from  the  fuperfluous^ 
that  not  to  remember  them  would  be  impofiible. 
They  are  already  become  proverbial.  You  arc 
certainly  the  firil  king  of  Pruflia  who  have  in* 
vented  proverbs  fo^  France.  Your  majefty  will 
find,  in  the  inclofed  Rhapfody,  what  my  res^- 
fons  are,  in  oppofition  to  madame  d'Aiguillon, 

Judge  you  this  Will,  finoe  ladies  deign 
This  Will's  defence  tp  take  in  band : 

Two  have  you  judg'd,  which  I  maintain 
Were  much  more  hard  to  underftaad  *. 

♦  Alluding  to  the  wills  of  the  two  emperors,  and  the  prag* 
mztic  fandtiop,       Tt 

Imuft 


r 
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I  mu((  not  be  indulged^  fire^  with  a  fight  of 
your  Valoriade.  There  is  an  Ode  in  the  collec- 
tion of  your  academy^  and  I  have  neither  the 
coUeftion  nor  the  Ode.  It  is  well  worth  while 
to  love  you^  to  be*  treated  thus  1  I  have  made  a 
fliockingly  bad  bargain ! 

To  you  I  bequeath  my  foul^  without  refiric- 
tion. 


LETTER      CCXXXVII. 
From  theiing. 

.  FAIRpalfreys?  No,  vUe  hacks!  Begone! 
ChaogM  now  to  nobler  thingi,  ^ 
Be  courfers  of  Parnailian  breedj 
And  take  poetic  wings.  ^ 

Apollo's  fteeds  to  you  refigxf 

Their  office  and  their  claim : 
Apollo's  brother  hither  bring  ; 

A  God  of  equal  fame* 

Let  Parangon  and  Rabicaa 

Turn  pale  to  fee  you  bound. 
From  Helicon  to  fee  you  prance 

So  lightly  o*er  the  ground. 

Oh  ^orious  fate !  The  God  yott  bringi 
In  grateful  gbd  furprife, 

C  C4  Win 
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Will  take  you  from  the  plough,  to  place 
You  in  his  fav'rite  ikies  I 

At  you,  with  telefcopic  tube, 

Ailronomers  will  gaze ; 
And  break  their  glaifes,  or  fuppofe 

Some  dazzling  meteors  blaze ! 

Thus  have  I  addrcffed  the  horfes,  that  arc  to 
have  the  honour  of  bringing  you.  It  is  &id 
the  German  language  has  been  invented  to  con- 
verfe  with  the  brute  creation ;  and,  in  quality 
of  poet  of  that  languOrge,  I  have  imagined  my 
Mufe  might  with  more  propriety  harangue  your 
poft  horfes  than  addrefs  her  rude  accents  to  you. 

At  prefent  you  are  armed  at  all  points ;  car- 
riage, paffport,  and  every  thing  neceffary,  for 
a  man  who  intends  to  travel  from  Paris  to  Ber- 
lin. But  I  fear  left  you  Ihould  be  prodigal  of 
your  time  at  Paris,  and  a  mifer  of  your  moments 
•  at  Berlin.  Come  therefore  immediately,  and 
f  recoiled  that  a  favour  granted  with  a  good  grace 
is  doubly  meritorious. 

FREDERIC, 


LET- 
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jL    E    T    T    E    R       CCXXXVIIL 
From  the  Kin^, 

Berlin,  Auguft  23,  175CV 

1  HAVE  read  the  letter  which  your  niece 
,  has  written  to  you  from  Paris :  her  friendihip 
for  you  has  won  my  efteem.     Were  I  madame 
Dennis,  I  (hould  think  like  her ;  but,  being  what 
I  am^  I  think  otherwife.     It  would  grieve  me  to 
the  foul,  were  I  the  caufe  of  misfortune  to  my 
enemy.     How  then  can  I  wi(h  misfortune  to  the 
man  whom  I  love,  and  who  facrifices  to  me  his 
:  country,  and  every  thing  which  humanity  holds 
moft  dear  ?  No,  my  dear  Voltaire;  could  I  fore- 
fee  that  your  tranfmigration  could  in  the  leaft 
.  turn  to  your  difadvan^age,  I  would  be  the  firft 
to  perfuade  you  againft  it.     I  would  prefer  your 
happinef3  to  the  extreme  pleafure  I  (hould  feel 
at  feeing  you.     But  you  are  a  philofopher ;  I  am 
the  fame.   Can  any  thing  be  more  natural,  more 
fimple,  more  in  the  order  of  things,  than  that 
philofophcrs  (hould  be  formed  for  the  fociety  of 
each  other ;  (hould  be  united  by  the  fame  ftu- 
dies,  the  fame  inclinations,  and  a  (imilar  mode 
of  thinking  i  and  that  they  (hould  enjoy  this 
pleafure? 

I  refpeft 
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I  refpeA  you  as  my  mafter  in  eloquence  and 
knowledge:  I  love  you  as  a  virtuous  friend. 
What  ilavery^  what  mifliap,  what  change^  what 
inconftancy  of  fortune  can  there  be  to  be  feared^ 
in  a  country  in  which  you  are  efteemed  as  much 
as  in  your  own^  and  with  a  friend  who  poflefles 
a  grateful  heart }  I  have  not  the  foolifh  prefump* 
tion  to  believe  that  Berlin  equals  Paris.  If  wealth, 
grandeur,  and  magnificence  render  a  city  de« 
lightfuly  we  (hall  yield  to  Paris.  If  good  tafte, 
perhaps  moft  generally  difperfed,  can  be  found 
M  any  part  of  the  world,  I  know  and  allow  it  Is 
at  Paris.  But  do  not  you  carry  good  tafte  with 
you,  wherever  you  go  ?  We  have  faculties  fuffi* 
cient  to  applaud  you;  and  in  feeling  we  will  cede 
to  none  on  earth. 

I  refpeded  the  friendlhip  which  united  you 
to  madame  du  Chatelet ;  but,  next  to  her,  I  am 
one  of  your  oldeft  friends.  What!  Becaufeyou 
leave  your  country  to  live  in  my  houfe,  ihail  it 
be  faid  that  houfe  is  become  your  prifon  ?  What^! 
Becaufe  I  am  your  friend,  (hall  I  be  your  tyrant? 
I  own  this  is  logic  I  do  not  comprehend.  I  am 
firmly  perfuaded  you  will  be  very  happy  here, 
as  long  as  I  (hall  live ;  that  you  will  be  regard* 
ed  as  the  father  of  letters,  and  of  men  of  tafte  ; 
and  that  you  will  in  mc  (ind  all  thofe  confola- 

dons 
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tions  which  a  man  o(  your  merit  may  expcdtj 

from  another  by  whom  he  is  eftcemed. 

Good  night. 

FREDERIC, 


LETTER      CCXXXIX. 

From  the  King* 

I7JO. 

1  HAVE  juft  been  delivered  of  fix  chil* 
dren>  who  require  to  be  baprifed,  in  the  name 
of  Apollo,  at  the  waters  of  Hippocrene,  '  The 
Henriade  is  afked  to  (land  godmother :  be  fo 
good  as  to  efcort  her  this  evening,  at  five,  into 
the  father*s  apartment.  D'Arget-Lucina  will  be 
there;  and  the  imagination  of  Man  a  Machine* 
will  hold  the  new-born  during  the  ceremony^ 


LETTER      CCXL. 

From  the  King. 

1  H  A  V  E  read  your  firft  article,  which  is 
excellent.  I  fuppofe  you  have  begun  the  alpha- 
betic table  of  the  articles,  which  I  think  ought 

*  La  Metric, 
6  to 
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to  be  finifhcd  before  the  work  be  written,  in  or* 
der  to  confine  yourfelf  to  a  fixed  number  of  ar- 
ticles, and  the  mod  feled  principles,  as  well  as 
to  avoid  entering  into  minutise.  For,  (hould 
fome  articles  inferior  to  the  others  find  their 
way  into  the  Diftionary,  there  would  be  a  neccf- 
fity  either  of  entering  more  circumftantially  into 
the  fubjed,  or  of  changing  the  plan,  which  it 
feems  to  me  would  not  correfpond  to  that  unity 
which  the  writer  ought  to  propofe  to  himfclf,  in 
a  work  of  this  kind. 


L     E    T    T    E    R      CCXLI- 

From  the  King. 

175  «• 

If  you  continue  at  this  rate,  the  Diftionary 
will  foon  be  finiflied.  The  article  of  the  soui., 
which  I  have  received,  is  well  written ;  and  that 
on  BAPTISM  exceedingly  well.  It  feems  as  if 
chance  had  ftarted  thofe  thoughts  in  your  mind^ 
which  however  are  the  confequence  of  medi- 
tation. 

When  your  Diftionary  fhall  be  printed,  I 
would  not  advife  you  to  go  to  Rome.  But  of 
what  importance  arc  Rome,  his  Holinefs,  the 

InquiiitioHj 
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Inquifiti#n,  and  all  the  tonfured  chiefs  of  the 
religious  orders,  who  will  exclaim  againft  you? 
The  w©rk  you  are  writing  will  be  ufeful  in  its 
fubjeft,  and  agreeable  in  its  ftyle :  nothing  more 
is  neceffary.  Should  the  foul  of  your  nerves  re- 
main in  a  quiefcent  date,  I  (hall  be  delighted  to 
fee  you  this  evening ;  if  not,  I  doubt  (he  will 
revenge  on  your  body  the  wrong  done  her  by 
your  mind, 

I  certainly  do  not  believe  that  I  or  any  one 
elfe  can  be  double.  Sovereigns  fpeak  in  the  plu-' 
ral,  and  fay  we ;  but  the  word  does  not  multi- 
ply the  being.  Let  us  lay  our  hands  on  our 
hearts  and  fpeak  frankly;  we  then  (hall  can- 
didly confefs  that  thought  and  motion,  which  are 
faculties  of  our  body,  are  the  attributes  of  an 
animated  machine,  formed  and  organifed  like 
man. — Adieu. 


LETTER      CCXLII. 
From  the  King. 

1  H  £  gift  of  fongy  that  art  divine^ 
Nature  denied  (hould  e'er  be  mine  : 
By  her  wheii  you  were  thus  endowM, 
To  me  flic  faidy  of  me  not  proud— 


I7SI- 


She 
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LETTER       CCXLIV. 
From  the  King. 

PotHdaniy  February  f 4^  '7j^^ 

I  WA  S  very  happy  to  welcome  you  here^ 
I  efteemed  your  wit^  your  talents,  and  your 
knowledge ;  and  I  had  reafon  to  fuppofe  that  ^ 
man  of  your  age^  tired  of  tilting  with  authors, 
and  of  expofing  himfelf  to  ftorms,  was  comcf 
hither  to  take  refuge  in  a  fafe  harbour.  Yet  you 
immediately,  in  a  very  lingular  nfianner,  required 
me  not  to  fufFer  Freron  to  write  my  intelligence. 
I  had  the  weaknefs  or  the  complaifance  to  com- 
ply; though  it  was  not  for  you  to  deckle  whom 
I  fliould  take  into  my  fervice. 

D'Arnaud  did  you  fome  wrong;  he  would 
have  been  pardoned  by  a  generous  man,  a  vin- 
diftive  one  perfecutes  thofe  for  whom  he  con- 
ceives a  hatred.  In  fine,  though  D*Arriaud  did 
not  injure  me,  you  have  been  the  caufe  that  he 
has  left  this  place. 

You  have  been  with  the  Ruffian  ambaffador, 
to  fpeak  to  him  of  affair^  concerning  which  you 
ought  not  to  have  interfered;  and  it  has  been 
fuppofed  I  had  commiffioned  you  fo  to  aft. 

You  have  been  meddling  in  the  bufinefs  of 

madame 


Idadame  de  Bentink^  though  this  certainly  was 
not  in  your  department. 

You  have  had  a  moft  vile  tranfaftion  with  the 
Jew,  and  your  conduft  has  been  very  fhocking 
to  the  whole  city.  The  buiinefs  of  the  Saxon 
bills  is  fo  well  known,  in  Saxony,  that  very  fe- 
rious  complaints  have  been  made  to  me. 

For  my  own  part,  I  prieferved  peace  in  my 
houfe,  till  your  arrival ;  and  I  muft  inform  you 
that,  if  it  be  your  paflion  to  intrigue  and  cabal^ 
you  have  done  very  ill  in  addreffing  yourfelf  to 
me.  I  love  docile  and  peaceful  people,  whofe 
conduft  does  not  rcfemble  the  violent  paffions 
of  tragedy.  If  you  can  determine  to  live  like  a 
philofopher,  I  (hall  be  very  glad  to  fee  you ;  but 
if  you  abandon  yourfelf  to  every  excefs  of  paf- 
fion,  and  if  you  attack  every  man  you  meet,  you 
will  not  afford  me  any  fatisfadion  by  coming 
here ;  you  may  quite  as  well  remain  at  Berlin. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER     CCXLV. 
From  the  King. 

Potfdatn,  February  28,  ^^$^. 

IF  you  wifli  to  come  here,  you  are  at  liberty 

I0  to  do.     I  hear  nothing  of  any  law-fuit,  hot 

VOL,  VII.  Dd  even 
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even  of  yours.  Smce  you  have  gained  your  dtufe, 
I  congratulate  you^  and  am  very  glad  chat  vile 
buflnefs  is  oven  I  hope  you  will  have  no  more 
quarrels,  either  with  the  Old  Teftament  or  the 
New.  Such  kind  of  contefts  are  difhonourable; 
and,  though  poflefled  of  the  mod  genius  of  any 
man  in  France,  you  cannot  avoid  finally  injur- 
ing your  repuution,  by  the  difgrace  of  fuch 
condudt. 

Gofle,  a  bookfeller,  an  opera  fidler,  and  a 
Jew  jeweller,  are  really  people  whofe  names 
ought  not,  on  any  occafion,  to  enter  into  com* 
petition  with  yours.  I  write  this  letter  with  the 
unpoliChed  good  fenfe  of  a  German,  who  fpeaks 
what  he  thinks,  and  does  not  employ  ambiguous 
terms,  or  thofe  nervelefs  foothings  which  do  but 
disfigure  truth.  It  is  for  you  to  profit  by  my 
franknefs. 


LETTER     CCXLVI. 
Fr^m  the  King. 

I7J2. 

I  EXPECTED  day  after  day  I  fliould 
fee  you  arrive>  which  prevented  me  from  thank* 
ing  you  fooner  for  the  Hiftory  of  Louis  XIV. 
^f  which  I  have  now  four  copies.    That  I  might 

the 
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the  better  purfue  the  art  with  which  you  have 
ftiadc  this  extraft,  I  am  reading  the  firft  part, 
with  the  commentary  of  Quincy,  that  diftionary 
of  battles  and  fieges.    I  wait  your  return  to  tell 
you  what  is  my  opinion.    My  impatience  in- 
duced me  to  read  the  fecond  volume  at  the  fame 
time ;  and,  to  own  the  truth,  I  think  it  fuperior 
to  the  firft,  as  well  from  the  nature  of  the  con- 
tents as  from  the  ftyle,  and  that  noble  daring 
with  which  you  fpeak  the  truth,  even  of  kings. 
It  is  a  very  excellent  morfel,  and  muft  do  high 
honour  to  you.     The  death  of  madame  Hen- 
rietta will  be  the  caufe  that  your  Rome  Sauv6e 
will  not  be  played  fo  foon  as  you  imagined. 

I  have  been  ill  thefe  eight  days  of  a  cold  in 
the  bread,  and  of  an  ebullition  of  blood ;  but 
my  malady  is  almoft  cured. 

I  do  nothing  but  read;  I  write  no  more. 
When  the  memory  is  fo  bad  as  mine  is,  it  is 
neceffary  occafionally  to  read  over  what  has 
before  been  read,  to  recoUeft  loft  ideas,  and 
learn  what  is  worthy  of  being  remembered.  I 
(hall  afterward  once  more  begin  to  correft  my 
own  paltry  produftions.  Your  fire  refembles 
that  of  the  veftals,  and  is  never  extijift;  the 
little  which  has  fallen  to  my  lot  muft  often  be 
blown  up,  and  is  notwithftanding  in  danger  of 
being  fmothercd  by  its  own  embers. 

D  d  2  Adieu* 
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Adieu. — Do  not  fuppofe  there  are  more  oaks 
than  rofes  in  the  world.  Many  are  thofe  whom 
you  behold  perilb,  while  you  continue  to  bloom; 
and  many  more  will  your  name  furvive,  for  that 
will  never  perifti. 


LETTER      CCXLVIL 
From  the  King. 

Cofd,  Septembcry  175I. 

I  RECEIVED  your  philofophic  Poem 
hear  that  Carnuntum  in  which  Marcus  Aurelius 
committed  his  fage  moral  refleftions  to  writing; 
and  I  did  but  think  your  poetry  the  more  beau- 
tiful. Some  refleftions  however  arcr  to  be  made; 
not  concerning  the  poetry,  but  the  fubjed,  and 
the  conduft  of  the  fourth  canto ;  which  I  (hall 
rcferve  for  our  converfation,  at  my  return. 

Huflars,  engineers,  and  officers  of  horfe  and 
foot,  torment  me  fo  much  here,  that  they  do 
not  fufFer  me  to  recoiled  myfelf. 

Adieu. — Take  pity  on  a  foul  in  purgatory, 
which  entreats  maffes  may  be  (aid  that  it  may 
foon  efcape. 

LET. 
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LETTER      CCXLVIII. 
From  the  King. 

Nciffi,  Septembers,  175^. 

The  flave  of  a  rhimc,  which  my  brain  could  exhauft. 
In  turning  a  couplet  my  fleep  have  I  loft  : 
But  I  find  that  the  meteor,  which  troubkd  my  reft. 
Was  no  more  than  a  will-o'-the-wifp  at  the  beft. 
Madam  Reafon,  whofe  eye,  though  I  own  it  is  clear,    • 
Has  a  brow  that  to  me  appears  fomewhat  fevere. 
Madam  Reafon  has  told  me,  in  very  plain  fpeech. 
That  the  heights  of  Parnaffus  I  never  could  reach. 
Alas !  Poor  felf-love !  But  no  matter !   Henceforth 
Of  Voltaire  all  the  genius,  the  wit,  and  the  worth, 
I  will  live  to  admire ;  and  thus,  quitting  the  field. 
The  empire  of  Homer  to  his  hands  I  yield. 

Such  is  my  determinacipn.  Bufinefs  and  poe- 
try are  things  of  a  very  oppofite  nature.  The 
one  curbs  the  imagination ;  to  extend  it  is  thp 
property  of  the  other.  I  am  between  the  two, 
like  the  afs  of  Buridan.  I  have  been  polifliing 
fome  ftanzas  of  an  old  Ode,  which  is  not  worth 
the  trouble  of  being  fent  to  you. 

The  dear  Ifaac  has  travelled  a  tortoife  pace. 
I  believe  your  fat  duke  de  Chevreufe,  who  cer- 
tainly is  not  as  flim.as  your  running  footmen, 
would  proceed  fafter  on  foot  than  the  fieur  Ifaac 
with  fix  horfes,  coming  from  Paris  to  Berlin* 
Dd3  But 
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But  this  is  of  little  importance ;  I  am  glad  te 
meet  him ;  we  muft  take  men  fuch  as  we  find 
them.  It  has  pleafed  Heaven  thus  to  mould  up 
D'Argens^  nor  is  it  in  his  power  to  remould 
himfelf. 

I  do  not  fend  you  an  account  of  my  occupa- 
tions^  becaufe  they  confiil  of  things  for  which 
you  care  but  little.  Camps,  foldiers,  fortrefles, 
finances,  and  law-fuits,  are  to  be  found  in  all 
countries ;  newfpapers  are  full  of  fuch  wretched 
affairs. 

I  hope  to  fee  you  on  the  fixteenth,  and  I  wifh 
you  health,  tranquillity,  and  content. 

Adieu. 


LETTER     CCXLIX. 
From  the  King. 

0&ober2,  175*  *♦ 

JnL  AD  I  not  yefterday  had  a  dreadful  co- 
lic, accompanied  by  violent  head-achs,  I  ftiould 
have  thanked  you  fooner  for  the  new  edition  of 
your  works,  which  I  b^vc  received.     I  have 

*  I  fufped  an  error  in  the  date  of  the  year  of  fcvcral  of 
thcfc  letters,  and  that  it  ought  to  be  1751,  but  I  want  fuffi* 
p^nt  authorities  to  obtain  certainty.         T. 

7  haftil 
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haftily  run  over  the  new  pieces^  which  you  have 
inferted ;  but  I  was  not  fatisfied  with  the  order 
in  which  they  are  arranged,  nor  with  the  iize  of 
the  edition.  It  may  be  called  the  Canticles  of 
Luther ;  and^'  with  refpe£fc  to  the  pieces^  they 
are  all  pell  mell^  and  unconnected  •  I  think 
thaty  for  the  convenience  of  the  public,  it  would 
be  better  to  increafe  the  number  of  the  volutnes, 
enlarge  the  type,  and  arrange  the  materials  in  a 
more  confiftent  manner. 

I  communicate  thefe  remarks  becaufe  I  am 
well  perfuaded  this  will  not  be  the  lad  editioq 
of  your  works.  You  will  kill  all  your  auditors 
and  your  readers  with  your  colics  and  your  faint- 
ings;  and  you  will  write  panegyrics,  or  fatires, 
on  all  thofe  in  whofe  company  you  now  live, 
after  our  death.  Such  are  the  prophecies,  not  of 
Noftradamus,  but  of  one  who  is  tolerably  ac- 
quainted with  difeafes,  and  whofe  profeffion  it 
is  to  be  acquainted  with  mankind. 

I  labour,  in  my  corner,  on  things  inferior  in 
workmanihip,  and  lefs  fplendid  than  thofe  on 
which  you  employ  yourfelf ;  but  I  am  amufed, 
and  that  is  enough.  1  hope  foon  to  hear  that 
you  are  cured,  and  good-humoured. 

Adieu. 


Dd4  l-ET- 
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LETTER       CCL, 

From  the  King^ 

December.  X75i# 

Your  effrontery  aftonUhes  me.  After 
^hat  you  have  done^  which  is  as  evident  as  the 
day,  you  perfift  inftead  of  confeffing  yourfelf  culr 
pable.  But  do  not  imagine  you  can  make  men 
believe  black  is  white.  When  they  do  not  fee> 
it  is  becaufe  they  are  wilfully  blind.  Should 
you  pufli  the  affair  to  extremes,  1  will  print 
every  thing  ;  and  the  world  fhall  fee  that, 
though  your  works  merit  ftatues  (hould  be  raifed 
to  you,  your  condudt  is  deferving  of  chains. 

P.  S.  The  editor  has  been  queilioned,  and 
has  declared  every  thing. 


LETTER       CCLI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 
SIRE,  1753. 

C/ AN  what  I  have  read  in  the  gazettes  be 

believed  ?  Your  majefty's  name  is  abufed,  to 
pdifon  the  poor  remains  of  a  Hfe  which  I  had 
confccrated  to  you.    How  !  Am  I  accufed  of 

having 
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having  affirmed  that  Konig  wrote  againft  - 
your  works?  Oh,  fire,  he  is  as  incapable  of 
fuch  an  aft  as  I  am.  Your  majefty  knows  what 
I  wrote  to  him:  I  always  told  you  the  truth, 
and  the  truth  will  continue  to  tell,  to  the  laft 
inoment  of  life. 

I  am  in  defpair  that  I  did  not  go  to  Bareuth. 
A  part  of  my  family  going  to  wait  for  me,  at  the 
waters,  obliges  me  to  go  in  fearch  of  a  cure 
which  nothing  but  y6ur  favours  could  have  ef- 
feded*  I  (hall  ever  be  tenderly  devoted  to  you, 
let  you  aft  toward  me  as  you  pleafe :  I  never 
have  failed,  nor  ever  will  fail,  in  my  refpcdl  to 
you, 

I  (hall  return  to  your  feet  in  the  month  of 
Odbober  ;  and,  Ihould  the  wretched  adventure 
of  LaBeaumelle  not  be  true;  if  Maupertuis  have 
not  in  effcd  betrayed  the  fecrets  of  your  fuppers, 
and  have  not  llandered  me  to  excite  La  Beau- 
melle  againft  me;  if  he  have  not  tjy  his  hatred 
been  the  caufe  of  my  misfortunes,  I  will  confcfs 
that  I  have  been  deceived,  and  will  aik  pardon 
of  him,  in  prefence  of  your  majefty  and  of  the 
whole  world.    To  adt  thus  will  be  my  glory. 

But  if  the  letter  of  La  Beaumelle  be  true, 
fliould  the  fads  be  proved,  and  if  I  have  not 
taken  the  part  of  Konig  except  in  conjundion 
with  all  the  men  of  letters  of  Europe,  let  us  then 
examine,  fire,  how  the  philofophers  Marcus  Au- 

relius 
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relius  and  Julian  would  have  afted,  in  fuch  a 
cafe.  We  arc  all  your  fervants,  and  with  a  word 
you  might  have  reconciled  us  all.  You  were 
formed  to  be  our  judge  and  not  our  adverfary. 
Your  refpeftable  pen  would  have  been  worthily 
employed  in  commanding  us  to  forget  every 
thing.  My  heart  is  my  judge  diat  I  (hould  have 
obeyed  you,  fire;  for  this  heart  ftill  is  yours.  You 
know  the  enthufiafm  which  brought  me  to  your 
feet;  thither  it  will  bring  me  again.  When  I 
conjured  your  majefty  not  to  attach  me  to  your- 
felf  by  penfions,  you  well  knew  it  was  folely  to 
prove  I  preferred  your  perfon  to  your  favours. 
You  commancjed  me  to  receive  thefe  favours^ 
but  I  will  never  more  be  attached  to  you  except 
for  yourfelf  ;  and  I  folemnly  proteft,  before 
her  royal  highnefs  the  margravefs  of  Bareutb, 
through  whofe  hands  I  take  the  liberty  to  fend 
my  letter,  that  I  will  till  death  preferve  thofc 
fentiments  which  brought  me  to  your  feet; 
when  I  quitted  every  thing  for  you  J  held  moft 
dear,  and  when  you  deigned  to  fwear  eternal 
frien4(hip  to  me. 


LET^ 
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LETTER      CCLIL. 

From  M.  de' Voltaire. 
SIRE,  Oaobcr,  1757, 

Do  not  be  terrified  by  the  fight  of  a  long 
letter,  which  is  the  only  thing  by  which  you 
can  be  terrified. 

The  favours  I  received  when  with  your  ma- 
jefty  are  innumerable.  I  once  was  yours,  and 
fo  my  heart  will  ever  remain  :  age  has  not  de- 
prived me  of  any  of  my  ardour,  when  you  are  in 
queftion  ;  though  this  ardour  is  diminifhed  on 
every  other  fubjeft. 

I  know  not,  in  my  peaceful  retreat,  whether 
your  majcfty  have  marched  to  face  the  detachment 
of  the  prince  de  Soubife,  or  whether  you  have 
fignalifed  yourfelf  by  any  new  fuccefs.  I  am  but 
ill  acquainted  with  the  prefent  ftate  of  affairs.  I 
perceive  that,  with  the  valour  of  Charles  XIL  and 
a  much  fuperior  mind,  you  have  more  enemies  to 
face  than  he  had,  when  he  returned  to  Stralfund. 
What  is  ftill  much  more  certain  is  that  your  fame, 
hereafter,  will  much  exceed  that  of  Charles  ; 
becaufe  you  have  gained  as  many  viftories  as  he 
did,  over  more  warlike  enemies,  and  have  done 
your  fubjeds  all  that  good  which  he  neglf^fted 

to 
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to  do,  by  giving  life  to  the  arts,  founding  colo- 
nies, and  cmbellifliing  cities. 

I  do  not  notice  other  talents,  equally  fupcrior 
and  uncommon,  which  would  have  been  fufEcicnt 
to  have  rendered  you  immortal.  Not  one  of  thefc 
merits  can  your  greateft  enemies  deprive  you  of. 
Your  fame  is  therefore  fafe  from  aflault.  Perhaps 
this  fame  is  at  this  moment  increafed  by  fomc 
viftory ;  though  it  cannot  be  taken  away  by  any 
misfortune.  Let  me  conjure  you  never  to  Jofe 
fight  of  this  idea. 

Your  happinefs  is  the  prefent  queftion.  I 
(hall  not  now  fpe^  of  the  thirteen  cantons.  I 
ftiould  yield  to  the  pleafure  of  telling  your  majef- 
ty  how  much  you  are  beloved,  in  the  country 
which  I  inhabit,  but  that  I  muft  inform  you  of 
the  numerous  partifans  you  have  in  France.  I 
know  indubitably  there  are  many  people  who 
wifti  that  the  balance  which  your  victories  had 
cftabliftied  fhould  be  maintained.  I  limit  myfelf 
to  the  relation  of  fimple  truth,  without  ventiar- 
ing  in  any  manner  to  interfere  in  politics  ;  they 
do  hot  appertain  to  me.  Allow  me  only  to  think, 
fhould  fortune  be  entirely  averfe  to  you,  that  you 
would  find  a  laft  refource  in  France,  a  nation 
which  is  the  guarantee  of  fo  many  treaties.  Nor 
can  I  but  fuppofe  that  your  knowledge  and  undcr- 
ftandingwill  keep  this  inreferve;  that  you  will  ftill 
4  have 
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have  fufficient  extent  of  domains  to  hold  a  very 
confiderable  rank  in  Europe ;  and  that  the  great 
cleftor  your  anceftor  was  not  the  lefs  refpefted 
for  having  ceded  fome  of  his  conquefls.  Permit 
me^  lire,  once  again  to  think  thus,  while  I  fub* 
mit  my  thoughts  to  your  majefty.  Cato  and 
Otho,  whofe  deaths  your  majefty  fo  much  ap** 
proves,  had  fcarcely  any  choice^  except  of  fcrvi- 
tude  or  of  death.  Otho  even  was  not  certain  he 
might  be  fuffered  to  live.  He  did  but,  by 
voluntary  death,  prevent  that  which  might  have 
been  infli&ed.  % 

Our  manners  and  your  fituation  are  far  from 
requiring  you  (hould  take  any  fuch  refoiution. 
In  a  word,  it  is  highly  neceifary  you  (hould  live. 
You  cannot  but  know  how  dear  your  life  is  to 
a  numerous  family,  and  to  all  who  have  the  ho- 
nour to  approach  you.  The  affairs  of  Europe, 
you  are  convinced,  never  can  long  remain  in  the 
fame  ftate  ;  and  that  it  is  the  duty  of  a  man  Uke 
you  to  wait  the  courfe  of  events. 

I  will  be  bold  enough  to  fay  more.  Believe 
me,  were  your  courage  to  induce  you  heroically 
to  end  your  exiftence,  the  aft  would  not  be  ap- 
plauded :  your  very  partifans  would  condemn 
you,  and  your  enemies  would  triumph.  Re- 
member too  what  the  outrages  would  be  which 
the  fanatis  nation  of  bigots  would  commit  on 

your 
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yout  memory.  Such  would  be  all  the  renowrt 
you  would  acquire  by  voluntary  death.  Yotf 
ough^  not  to  afford  thofe  cowardly  enemie?  of  the 
human  race  the  plcafure  of  infulting  a  name  fb 
refpcftable. 

Be  not  offended  at  the  liberty  with  which  an 
old  man  addreffes  you,  who  has  ever  revered  and 
loved  you,  and  whofe  opinion  it  is,  from  long  ex- 
perience, that  very  great  advantages  may  be  ac- 
<)uired  from  misfortune; 

But  we  fortunately  are  fer  from  feeing  you  re- 
duced to  extremities  fo  fatal.  I  cxpedk  every 
thing  from  your  courage  and  your  underftand- 
kig,  exeept  fo  baneful  an  aft  as  this  fame  courage 
has  led  me  to  apprehend.  It  will  afford  me  con- 
•folation,  when  I  take  leave  of  life,  to  think  I 
have  left  a  phUofophic  king  on  eanh. 


LETTER       CCLIII. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

*  O  U  R  Epiftle  from  Erfurth  is  full  of  ad- 
mirable and  affeding  paffages.  BeautieswiU  ever 
be  difcovered  in  all  you  do,  and  in  all  you  write. 
Fermit  mc  to  inform  you  of  what  I  have  written 

to 


to  her  royal  highnefs,  your  worthy  fitter  ;  which 
is  that  the  Epiftle  would  incite  tears,  did  you  not 
fpeak  of  yourfelf.  But  it  is  not  here  meant  to 
difcufs,  with  your  majefty,  what  may  bring  this 
monument  ^  of  a  great  foul  and  a  great  genius 
to  perfection ;  the  queftion  relates  to  yourfelf^ 
and  to  the  interett  which  all  the  wife  part  of 
mankind^  as  well  as  philofophy,  attaches  to  your 
renown,  and  your  prefcrvation. 

You  refolve  to  die — I  will  not  here  fpeak  of 
the  painful  horror  with  which  fuch  an  intention 
infpires  me  :  but  I  conjure  you  at  leaft  to  fufpedt 
little  you  can  perceive,  from  the  eminence  on 
which  by  rank  you  are  placed,  what  are  the  opi« 
nipns  of  men,  and  what  is  the  fpirit  of  the  times. 
As  a  king,  you  want  fuch  information;  and  as  a 
philofopheranda'greatman,youfix  your  attention 
wholly  on  thofe  examples  which  the  great  men  of 
antiquity  have  afforded.  You  are  enamoured  of 
fame;  and  this  you  think  is  not  to  be  obtained  but 
by  dying  in  a  manner  which  other  men  rarely 
chufe,and  which  no  fovereign  of  Europe  has  ever 
thought  on,  fince the  fall  of  the  Roman  empire. 
But  alas,  fire,  while  thus  enamoured  of  glory, 
how  can  you  perfift  in  a  projeft  by  which  it  muft 
be  loft?  I  have  already  reprefcnted  to  you  the 
grief  of  your  friends,  the  triumph  of  your  ene- 

♦  Meaning  the  Epiflle.         T. 

mies. 
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mies^  and  the  infulcs  of  a  certain  clafs  of  men^ 
who  will  cowardly  think  it  their  duty  to  crimi- 
nate a  generous  adtion. 

I  here  add,  for  this  is  the  moment  to  {peak 
without  referve,  no  one  will  regard  you  as  the 
martyr  of  liberty.  We  ought  not  to  deceive  our- 
fclvcs.  You  know  the  anger  with  which  many 
courts  confider  your  invafion  of  Saxony  as  an  in- 
fraftion  of  the  rights  of  nations.— What  will  be 
faid  in  thefe  courts  ? — That  you  have  puniflied 
yourfelf  for  this  invafion ;  and  that  you  were  un- 
able to  refift  the  chagrin  of  not  being  able  to  dic- 
tate to  monarchs.  You  will  be  accufed  of  prema« 
ture  defpair,  when  it  (hall  be  known  that  this  fatal 
determination  was  taken  in  Erfurth,  at  this  time^ 
when  you  are  mafter  of  Silefia  and  Saxony.  Your 
Epiftle  from  Erfurth  will  be  examined,  an  inju- 
rious criticifm  of  it  will  be  written,  and,  though 
unjuftly,  your  name  will  thus  be  wronged. 

All  which  I  have  laid  before  your  majefty  is 
the  exadl  truth ;  and  the  man  whom  I  have  called 
the  Solomon  of  the  North  in  his  fecret  thoughts 
adds  much  more. 

He  fears  in  efFed  that,  Jhould  he  take  this  fa- 
tal refolution,  he  will  feek  an  honour  which  he 
never  can  enjoy.  He  feels  a  determination  not 
to  be  humbled  by  perfonal  enemies;  he  therefore 

takes 
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takes  part  with  gloomy  fclf-love,  and  encourages 
defpain 

In  oppofition  to  thefe  feritiments,  liften  to ' 
your  fupcrior  rcafon  :  by  this  you  will  be  told 
you  are  not  humbled,  nay  that  you  cannot  be  t 
it  will  inform  you  that,  being  but  man,  let  what 
will  happen,  there  will  ftill  remain  fomething  ; 
nay  enough  to  render  other  men  happy — ^wealth, 
dignity,  and  friends.  A  man,  who  is  but  a  • 
king,  may  fuppofe  himfelf  very  unfortunate 
when  he  lofes  his  domains  ;  but  a  philofopher 
may  live  without  domains. 

Once  again,  without  in  the  lead:  interfering  in 
politics,  I  cannot  believe  you  will  not  have  fuf- 
ficient  left  to  remain  a  confiderable  monarch. 
Should  you  think  proper  to  contemn  all  hum^n 
grandeur,  as  did  Charles  V*  queen  Chriftina, 
king  Cafimir,  and  many  others,  you  will  fupport 
this  charafter  better  than  any  of  them  ;  and  in- 
ftead  of  the  lofs  of,  it  would  to  you  be  additional 
grandeur.  In  fine,  any  refolution  would  be  pro- 
per except  the  odious  and  deplorable  one  which 
you  have  taken.  Was  it  worth  the  trouble  you 
took  to  become  a  philofopher,  if  you  could  not 
learn  to  live  like  a  private  man  ?  Or,  though  a 
king,  if  you  could  not  fupport  adverfity  ? 

In  all  I  have  faid,  I  have  no  other  intcreft  than 
that  of  the  public  good,  and  of  your  majefty. 

VOL.  VII.  E  e  I  IhaU 
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I  (hall  foon  enter  my  fixty  fifth  year  :  I  was  born 
infirm  :  I  have  but  a  moment  to  live.  I  have 
been  unhappy  ;  this  you  know  :  but  I  (hall  die 
the  reverfe,  if  I  can  but  leave  you  on  earth,  put- 
ting that  dodrine  in  pradice  which  you  havefo 
frequently  written. 


LETTER      CCUV. 
From  the  King. 

OAobcrp,  1757, 

Al  AN  was  I  born,  and  therefore  miift  oppofc 
My  fortitude  to  man's  eternal  foes. 

Yet,  though  thefe  are  my  fcntiments,  I  am 
far  from  condemning  thofc  of  Otho  and  Cato. 
The  only  great  moment  in  the  life  of  the  latter 
was  that  which  immediately  preceded  his  deaths 

Were  I  Voltaire,  a  private  man, 
Concentrate  in  my  narrow  plan, 
'iThe  fiorms  of  fate  I'd  laughing  view. 
And  think,  and  fpeak,  and  a6l,  like  you. 
How  worthlefs  crowna  and  grandeurs  arc  ; 
How  vile  is  Flattery's  crouching  care  j 
How  infignificant,  how  vain^ 
Is  Pompy  with  all  her  yawning  train ; 
How  poor  a  thing  is  Fame,  that's  read 
In  hiflory  when  the  hero's  dead ; 
Of  how  much  higher  actual  worth 
A  moment's  blifs,  beftow'd  on  earthy 

To 
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To  ev'ry  breath  Renown  can  blow  $ 
All  thisp  alas!  and  more  I  know. 

Who  then  would  envy  kiagSi  or  trace 
In  them  of  heav'n  the  chofen  race  i 
Or  when,  with  light  linburthen'd  hearty 
Came  peaceful  Pleafure,  void  of  art^ 
Of  affe6btiony  rancour,  guile. 
On  care-£raught  majefty  to  (mile  i 

No ;  ne^er  did  Fortune's  frown,  unbleft^ 
Or  Fortune's  fawning,  break  my  reft  ; 
Not  her  caprice  can  wound  my  pride  t 
Far  difTrent  rules  I  make  my  guide ! 
Each  man,  however  wife  or  brave. 
Of  circumftances  is  the  ilave ; 
By  leading  thefe,  himfclf  though  led. 
He  proof  affords  of  heart  and  head* 
Were  I  Voltaire,  once  more  I  fay. 
In  fylvan  (hades  I'd  fing  and  play. 
Among  a  fimple  honeft  race. 
In  whom  the  golden  age  we  trace : 
But,  being  what  I  am,  'twere  fit. 
Though  on  the  rocks  the  veiTel  fplit, 
Though  howling  ftorms  deftruftion  wing, 
To  ad,  and  think,  and  live,  and  die  a  king* 


LETTER       CCLV. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  November  i^,  1757^ 

Your  cplflle  to  D'Argens  made  mc 

tremble  ;  but  that  with  which  your  majefty  has 

£  e  2  honoured 
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honoured  me  has  reftorcd  my  courage.  You 
feem  to  cake  a  formal  and  nicturnful  adteu^  and 
determine  to  haften  your  own  death ;  and  this 
determination  not  only  led  a  heart  like  mine  to 
defpair,  a  heart  which  you  never  have  fufficiently 
fearched,  and  which  has  ever  been  attached  to 
you^  under  all  circumftances,  but  my  afflidion 
was  increafed,  by  recolle&ing  the  unjuft  accu- 
fations  which  a  part  of  mankind  would  have 
brought  againft  your  majefty. 

I  yield  the  palm  to  your  four  laft  lines,  which 
are  as  admirable  from  their  meaning  as  fropi  the 
circumftances  under  which  they  have  been  Written: 

But»  being  what  I  am,  'twere  fit, 
Though  on  the  rocks  the  veflel  fplit, 
Though  howling  ftorms  deftrudUon  wing. 
To  ad)  and  think>  and  live,  and  die  a  king. 

Thcfe  fentiments  are  worthy  of  your  mind ; 
and  the  only  meaning  which  I  can  difcover  in 
them  is  that  you  will,  with  your  accuftomed  va* 
lour,  defend  yourfelf  to  the  laft  .extremity.  One 
of  the  proofs  of  this  valour,  which  rifes  fuperior 
to  all  accidents,  is  that  of  being  able  to  write 
good  poetry,  at  a  crifis  when  any  other  man 
would  fcarcely  be  able  to  wrfte  a  few  lines  in 
profe.  I  appeal  to  yourfelf  whether  this  demon- 
ftration  of  the  fuperiority  of  your  foul  muft  not 
infpire  a  wifli  that  you  Ihould  live.     For  my 

own 


Ir 
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own  part,  I  want  the  courage  to  write  in  verfe  to. 
your  majefty,  remembering  as  I  do  your  prefent 
fituation ;  but  permit  me  fully  to  tell  you  my 
thoughts. 

In  the  firft  place,  be  certain  you  are  now  in 
polTeflion  of  more  fame  than  you  ever  have 
been.  All  military  men,  from  all  parts,  give  it  as 
their  opinion  that  you  behaved,  at  the  battle  of 
the  1 8th,  like  the  prince  of  Condc  atSenef;  and 
that  in  every  other  refpeft  you  have  afted  like 
Turenne.  Grotius  has  faid — *^  I  can  fuffer  ca- 
**  lumny  and  poverty  ;  but  I  cannot  exift  under 
*^  the  aflaults  of  calumny,  povertj'^,  and  ignominy 
'*  united."  You,  in  your  reverfe  of  fortune,  are 
crowned  with  glory,  and  ftill  poffefs  great  do- 
mains. Winter  is  coming,  and  the  face  of  af- 
fairs may  change. 

Your  majefty  knows  that  more  than  one  man 
of  confequence  thinks  a  balance  of  power  is  ne- 
ceffary,  and  that  the  politics  which  tend  to  effeft 
the  contrary  are  deteftable.  Such  are  the  very 
words  of  certain  perfons. 

I  will  venture  to  add  that  Charles  XII.  who 
poffefled  your  courage,  but  wanted  your  informa- 
tion, as  well  as  your  compafiTion  for  the  fuffering 
people,  made  peace  with  the  czar  without  felf 
degradation.  It  would  be  unbecoming  in  me 
Ee  3  to 
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to  fay  more,  though  your  fuperior  penetration 
will  fupply  every  thing  I  have  omitted. 

It  is  my  duty  to  do  no  more  than  to  reprefent 
to  your  majefty  how  neceflary  your  life  is  ta 
your  family,  to  your  remaining  provinces,  and  to 
philofophers,  whom  you  may  enlighten  and  fup- 
port;  and  who,  believe  me,  would  find  it  exceed- 
ingly (Jifficult  to  juftify  to  the  world  a  voluntary 
death,  againft  which  univerfal  prejudice  would 
loudly  exclaim,  I  muft  further  acknowledge 
that,  aA  as  you  will,  you  cannot  but  aft  greatly. 

From  this  my  diftant  retreat  I  find  myfelf 
more  interefted  in  your  fate  than  I  was  at  Potf- 
dam  and  Sans-Souci.  My  retreat  would  be 
happy,  and  my  infirm  old  age  comforted,  could 
I  be  certain  of  your  life,  which  your  returning 
bounty  renders  additionally  dear  to  me. 

I  am  informed  that  his  royal  highnefs  the 
prince  of  Pruffia  is  very  ill :  this  is  an  increafc 
of  affliftion,  and  a  new  rcafon  why  you  (hould 
take  care  of  yourfelf.  I  will  allow  that  a  mo- 
mentary exiftence  in  fcenes  of  affliftion,  and 
between  two  eternities  which  engulph  us,  is  a 
mere  trifle  :  but  to  bear  the  burthen  of  life 
is  well  worthy  of  your  great  fortitude ;  and 
to  fupport  adverfity  like  a  hero  is  to  be  truly  a 
king. 


•o' 


LET- 
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LETTER      CCLVI. 

From  the  King. 

Breflau,  January  1 6>  175  8* 

I  HAVE  received  your  letter  dated  the 
E2d  of  November,  and  your  other  of  the  2d  of 
January,  on  the  fame  day*.  I  fcarcely  had  time 
to  write  in  profe,  much  lefs  in  verfe,  in  reply.  I 
thank  you  for  the  part  which  you  take  in  the  for^ 
tunate  chances  by  which  I  have  been  feconded, 
at  the  clofe  of  a  campaign  when  all  feemed  loft. 
Live  happy  and  peaceably  at  Geneva ;  to  him 
who  does  not  fo  live  the  world  is  a  cypher  ;  and 
pray  that  the  inflammatory  heroic  fever  of  Europe 
may  foon  be  cured,  that  the.  triumvirate  may  be 
ruined,  ^nd  that  the  tyrants  of  the  earth  may 
make  no  ufe  of  thofe  chains  which  they  have 
forged  for  its  flavery. 

FREDERIC. 

J  aip  not  ill,  either  in  body  or  mind,  but  I  am 
taking  fome  reft  in  my  chamber.  This  is  what 
has  given  birth  to  the  rumours  whif  h  my  enemies 
have  fprcad.     I  may  however  anfwer  them  as 

*  Neither  of  tbefe  letters,  fay  the  Bafil  editors,  are  to  be 
fo)md»    They  add  that  many  others  are  wanting.         T. 

E  ^  4  Demofthencs 
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Dcmofthcnes  did  the  Athenians — **  Well,  if 
"  Philip  were  dead,  what  then  ?  Oh  Athenians ! 
*^  You  then  woujd  foon  raife  up  another  Philip!" 
Oh  Auftrians  !  Your  ambition,  and  your  de- 
fire  of  univerfal  dominion,  would  foon  raife 
you  up  other  enemies  ;  and  the  freedom  of 
Germany,  and  that  of  Europe,  would  never 
want  defenders  ! 


LETTER       CCLVIL 

From  M.  fie  Voltaire. 

April  15,  ITSI* 
G  R  E  AT  maftcr  of  the  fword  and  quill, 
Since  you  delight  to  rhime  and  kill. 
Go  on  !  To  ▼erfe  and  war  give  birth ; 
Inftru£l  at  once  and  ravage  earth  ! 
The  vcrfe  I  love,  the  war  I  hate. 
But  I  fubmit  to  you  and  Fate  \ 
For  oppofition  were  but  vain^ 
Yourcbarader  you  muft  fuftain. 
Yet  furc  'tis  worth  our  while  to  note 
What  contrails  like  to  thefe  promote ; 
And  how  you  got,  with  fo  much.eafc| 
"Pie  double  art  to  kill  and  pleafe. 

Recoiled  the  pcrfon  however  whoj   oq  a 
former  occafion,  ftid— - 

Si 
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EigumgutaJmirateur  d^Ahxandre  et  iPjildde, 
jf^fujfe  aimf  mUux  chmjir  Us  verhu  ^ArtHtie  *. 

This  Ariftides  was  a  good  man :  he  would 
not  have  propofed  to  make  the  archbifliop  of 
Mentz  pay  all  expences  and  damages  fuftained 
by  fome  poor,  mined  Gre^k  town.  It  is  evident 
that  your  majefty  has  incurred  the  cenfures  of 
Rome,  by  your  pleafant  fcheme  of  making  the 
church  pay  for  the  crockery  which  you  have 
broken.  To  fcreen  you  from  excommunication- 
major,  I,  like  a  good  citizen,  have  advifed  you 
to  pay  yourfelf.     I  recolleft  that  your  majefly 

has  often  told  me  the  people  of f  "^^^^  fools* 

Really,  fire,  you  are  very  good,  to  wilh  to  reign 
over  fuch  people.  I  in^agine  my  propofal  very 
favourable  to  you,  when  I  requeft  you  to  fuller 
them  to  be  governed  by  whom  they  pleafe. 

I  thought,  fire,  you,  being  much  loclinM 
To  laugh,  while  drubbing  poor  mankind^ 
O'er  men  of  wit  lov'd  moil  to  reign. 
If  fo,  why  not  old  Rome  regaip  ? 

.  As  I  am  exceedingly  vexed   to  pay  three 
twentieths  of  my  effefts,   and  to  ruin  myfelf 

*  Though  I  admire  Alexander  and  Hercules,  I  (hould 
prefer  the  virtues  of  Ariftides. — ^Voltaire  repeatedly  quotes 
thefe  lines,  to  remind  the  king  of  his  own  decifion  in  favour  of 
juftice.         T. 

-f  The  word  Wcftphalia,  I  imagiae,  is  omitted.        T. 
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that  I  may  have  the  honour  of  making  war  on 
you,  perhaps  you  will  fufpcd  that,  when  I  pro- 
pofe  peace>  it  is  from  motives  of  cunning:  but  no, 
not  in  the  lead ;  it  is  only  that  you  may  not  rua 
the  daily  rifk  of  being  killed  by  Croats,  huflars, 
and  other  barbarians,  who  are  wholly  un- 
acquainted with  what  is  a  beautiful  line  ia 
poetry. 

Your  minifters  at  Breda  have  no  doubt  views 
fupcrior  to  mine.  Neither  the  duke  dc  Choifeul, 
prince  Kaunitz,  nor  Mr.  Pitt,  have  revealed  their 
fecret  to  me  5  it  is  faid  to  be  known  only  to  one 
M.  de  Saint-Germain,  who  formerly  fupped  in 
the  city  of  Trent  with  the  fathers  of  the  council, 
and  who  will  probably  have  the  honour  to  be 
acquainted  with  your  majefty  fome  fifty  years 
hence.  This  man  is  one  who  never  dies,  and 
who  knows  all  things.  For  my  part,  being  ready 
to  take  my  leave,  knowing  nothing,  my  only 
wifh  is  that  your  majefty  were  acquainted  with 
the  duke  dc  Choifeul. 

Your  majefty  writes  me  word  you  will  endea-» 
vour  to  become  a  good-for-nothing  fellow.  This 
is  excellent  intelligence  indeed !  But  pray  what 
are  you  mafters  of  mankind  ?  I  have  feen  you 
entertain  great  affeftion  for  thofe  good-for-no- 
thing fellows  Trajan,  Marcus  Aurelius,  and  Ju- 
Uan,  Continue  to  refemble  them,  but  do  not 
2  by 
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by  your  jokes  embroil  me  with  the  duke  dc 
Choifeul. 

On  which  I  prefent  my  refpefts  to  your  ma- 
jelly,  and  very  civilly  pray  the  Deity  to  bcftow 
peace  on  his  earthly  images. 


LETTER      CCLVIIL 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

May  a»  175S1 

Y  ES»  nortberzi  faeroy  well  I  knew 
.  Of  Frenchmen's  backs  you  had  full  riew  : 
You  bled  them  with  you^  Pruflian  leeches  $ 
You  cut  the  waiftbands  of  their  breeches : 
But  that  you  wouldy  of  what  you  fawy 
Immortal  comic  iketches  draW| 
A  favour  was  too  lingular 
For  them  to  dream  you  would  confer  I 
The  fops,howe'er,  are  taught  to  know^ 
By  this,  their  many-gifted  foe« 

At  prefenty  rhimes^  in  on  or  //, 
But  little  exercife  your  wit ; 
Mars  raging  now  with  fearful  ire. 
Has  broken  poor  Apollo's  lyre ! 
Inwinter>  Horace^  fuidhis  friends^ 
Find  at  your  court  a  hu^e  amends : 
Of  war,  in  fpring,  your  mind  is  full ; 
Thus  arc  your  moments  never  dull. 

I  know 


4Z8  POSTHUMOUS     WORKS. 

I  know  nothing  fo  pleaiont^  fire^  as  the  leave 
of  abfence*  which  you  granted  on  the  6th  of 
November,  1757.     Yet  it  feems  to  me  that,  in 
this  very  month  of  November,  you  galloped  full 
fpeed  to  Breflau,  and  that  you  merely  iinged 
our  whifkers  on  your  march.  The  moft  excellent 
fentence  of  the  parliament  of  Paris  pronounced 
againft  the  Philofophy  of  Good  Senfe,  by.D'Ar- 
gens-f,  and  La  Loi  Naturelk  (Natural  Law) 
might  very  well  find  a  place  in  the  Hiftory  of 
Les  Culs;    but  it   ought  to  be  in  the  divine 
chapter  of  Les  Torcbe-culs  of  Gargantua.    The 
work  ofthefe  gentlemen  is  well  worthy  of  being 
configned  to  the  water-clofet :  and  indeed  it  is 
jiearly  thus  that  the  impertinent  remonftrances, 
made  by  the  parliament,  have  b^en  treated  at 
court.     Its  members  never  can  be  reproached 
with  poflefling    "  The  Philofophy  of    Good 
*'  Senfe/* 

Paris  it  is  faid  is  more  mad  than  ever ;  though 
not  poffeffed  by  that  kind  of  madnefs  which 
genius  fometimes  authorifes,  but  by  a  fpecies  of 
phrenzy  that  greatly  refembles  folly. 

*  Meaning  the  battle  of  Rofbach.        T. 

t  A  work  by  the  marquis  d' Argcng,  intitled  La  PhUo/ophU 
du  hon  Sens,  was  condemned  by  the  parliament,  nearly  about 
the  fainc  time  as  was  the  poem  of  M.  de  Voltaire,  on  La  Lot 
NatureJk. 

But 
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But  I  will  not  myfelf  be  guilty  of  the  folly  of 
longer  intruding  upon  your  majefty's  time ;  for 
I  fliould  rob  the  Auftrians,  to  whom  it  is  con- 
fecrated.  I  continually  pray  that  the  philofophy 
of  good  fenfe  may  grant  you  peace,  and  that  its 
kingdom  m^  come.  For,  to  fpeak  truth,  amid 
fuch  multiplied  maflacres,  this  is  the  kingdom  of 
Satan:  and  the  philofophers  who  affirm  that 
"  whatever  is  is  right,"  know  very  litrie  of  the 
matter.  All  will  be  right,  when  you  will  return 
to  Saos-Souci,  and  there  fay— 

jflorsf  cier  Ciniasy  viSorietixf  cont^ru^ 
Noutpfmwnu  tire  a  Pmfe  et  prendre  4u  bon  tempe*^ 


LETTER    CCLIX. 

From  the  King. 

Ramenauy  Sq>tem!>er  38y  1758* 

I  AM  very  much  obliged  to  the  hermit  of 

the  BHices^  for  the  part  which  he  takes  in  the 

adventures  of  the  Don  Quixote  of  the  north. 

This  Don  Quixote  lives  the  life  of  a  ftroiung 

•  Now,  dear  Cincas,  Yiaorioua  and  happy,  wc  may  laugh  at 
our  cafe,  and  take  our  pleafure. 

f  So  Voltaire  called  hia  place  of  rcfidcncc.        T. 

player. 
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player,  who  fometimes  plays  on  one  ftage  and 
fometimes  on  another,  is  occaQonaliy  hifled  and 
occafionaliy  applauded.  The  lad  piece  in  which 
he  played  was  the  Thebaid,  and  fcarcely  was  fo 
much  as  the  candle-fnuffer  left  alive  *.  I  know 
not  what  will  be  the  refult  of  all  this ;  but  I  am  of 
opinion,  with  our  good  Epicureans,  that  the  au* 
ditors  are  more  fortunate  than  thofe  who  make 
their  appearance  on  the  ftage. 

Though  lam  here  and  there  and  everywhere, 
I  occafionally  hear  of  what  is  paffing  in  the  re- 
public of  letters ;  and  the  babler  with  a  hundred 
tongues  is  wholly  filent,  concerning  you.  I  have 
a  great  inclination. to  ftiout  in  your  car — Brutus, 
thou  fleepeft !  Three  years  have  paffed  fince  we 
have  had  any  new  editions  of  your  works.  What 
are  you  doing?  If  you  have  written  any  thing 
new,  let  me  beg  you  to  fend  it  me. 

I  wifh  you  all  the  tranquillity  and  peace  of 

which  I  myfelf  am  in  want. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC 

*  Statius  tells  us  that  but  one  of  the  heroes  who  went  to 
the  ficge  of  Thebes  returned  alive.        T. 


LET^ 
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LETTER     CCLX. 

From  fbe  King. 

Oaobcr  6,175s. 

Y  OU  may  eafily  judge  what  my  afflidion 
tnuft  be,  from  the  ills  which  I  have  fuftained. 
There  are  misfortunes  which  courage  and  perfe- 
verance  may  repair;  but  there  are  others  againft 
which  all  the  fortitude  with  which  we  can  arm 
ourfelves,  and  all  the  apothegms  of  philofophers^ 
afford  but  vain  and  ineifedual  aid.  Such  are 
thofe  with  which  my  unfortunate  (tar  overwhelms 
me,  in  the  mofl  embarrafled  and  bufy  moments 
of  my  life. 

I  have  not,  as  you  have  been  informed,  been 
ill ;  my  only  difeafe  confifts  in  hemorrhoidal  and 
fometimes  nephritic  colics.  Did  it  depend  on 
myfelf,  I  would  fall  the  voluntary  viftim  of  deaths 
which  fQon  or  late  thefe  kind  of  maladies  occa* 
lion,  could  I  by  that  have  prolonged  the  life  of 
her  who  will  np  more  fee  the  light  of  day  *.  Do 
not  forget  her,  but  let  me  entreat  you  to  colled  all 
your  powers,  to  raife  a  monument  to  her  honour. 
You  need  only  do  her  jufticc  ;  for,  without  the 

*  The  margraTcfs  of  Bareith. 

lead 
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lead  departure  from  truths  you  will  find  mate* 
rials  the  moft  ample^  and  the  mod  di^fied. 

I  wi(h  you  more  peace  and  happinefs  than  I 
myfelfpoffefs. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER       CCLXL 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

On  the  Death  of  her  Royal  Highnefs  the  Margravefs  of 
Bareith. 

Deeeiiiber«  175!. 

Illustrious  (Hade!  of  woe  the  general  theme! 
For  thee  when  (hall  our  forrows  ceafe  to  ftream  ? 
Yet  fay,  remembering  how  thou  didft  expire^ 
Muft  we  bewail  thee  moft,  or  moft  admire  i 

Thine  virtuei  genius  were ;  their  laws  thy  guide  t 
In  wifdom  haft  thou  liv'd,  in  wifdom  died ! 
Slow  was  thy  death ;  yet  fear  didft  thou  difclofe 
No  more  than  in  the  battle's  heat  thy  brother  knows* 

Devoid  of  prejudice,  nor  e'er  beguil'd 
By  Superftition,  old  Impofture's  child. 
Tortured  thou  never  wert  by  terrors  mean. 
Of  tyrant  gods,  or  ghoftsof  bigot^fpleen. 

But  other  tortures,  minifters  of  death. 
Languors  that  watch  t'  imbibe  the  vital  breath, 
Rcfign'd,  endure  thou  didft,  as  each  took  birth  } 
Lamenting  only  thofe  that  ravaged  earth. 

Oh! 
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OH !  At  this  momcnty  how  would  earth  rejoice^ 
Had  Vengeance  andfalfe  IntVeft  heard  thy  Toice ! 
Of  balmy  Peace  whatlbleffioga  (hould  we  knowl 
Of  blood  what  torrents  would  have  ceas'd  to  Howl 

Hiy  brother  now,  in  dignified  repofe,. 
From  eares  relierM,  MierM  fioih  hbfts  of  feef^ 
Hero  and  fage»  from  meaner  troubles  free. 
Would  know  no  grief,  but  that  of  bfing.  thee ! 

From  Vifbry's  car  he'd  bid  the  lily  bloomt 
And  plant  the  cypreft  round  thy  haOow'd  tbmb  t 
While  Fame  ihould  add  her,wreath>  and  join  with  Peace 
To  foothe  his  grief,  and  bid  aAi^on  ceafe* 

Thy  wondrous  friendfhq>  now  fhouU  fwcD  his  hji ) 
Berlin  ihould  echo  back  the  plaintire  praife : 
For  not  to  me  does  praife  like  thine  txlong  ; 
Tis  his  t'  immortalize  thy  name  in  fong« 

The  above,  fire,  was  what  my  grief  dlftatcd^ 
fbme  time  aftir  the  ailonifliment  of  afflidion  with 
which  I  was  overwhelmed  by  the  death  of  my 
protedrefs,  had  m  part  ceafed«  Since  fuch  are 
your  majefty's  commands,  I  fend  you  thefe 
verfes*  I  am  old,  as  will  be  evidently  feen ;  but 
the  heart,  which  will  ever  be  yours  and  the  ador* 
able  filler's  for  whom  you  grieve,  will  jitever 
grow  old. 

I  could  not,  in  thefe  feeble  lines,  but  recoUeft 
the  effbns  which  this  worthy  princefs  made,  to 
reftore  peace  to  Europe*  All  her  letters,  as  you 
ceruinly  know,  pafled  through  my  hands.  The 

VOL,  VII.  F  f  miniftcr. 
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miniftcr*,  who  was  himfelf  of  her  opinion,  but 
who  was  obliged  to  reply  by  a  letter  didated  to 
him,  is  dead  of  grief.  Now,  in  my  old  age,  and 
overburthened  by  infirmities,  I  fee  with  pain  all 
that  is  palling:  but  I  confole  myfelf  in  the  hope 
that  you  will  be  as  fortunate  as  you  deferve  to  be. 

The  phyfician  Tronchin  fays  that  your  hemor- 
rhoidal colic  is  not  dangerous  ;  but  he  fears  left 
fo  many  labours  ftiould  affeft  the  ftatc  of  your 
blood.This  man  is  certainly  the  greateft  phyfician 
in  Europe,  and  the  only  one  acquainted  with  na- 
ture. He  aflured  me  that  remedies  might  be  ap- 
plied for  the  effedual  recovery  of  your  auguft 
fifter,  fix  months  previous  to  her  death.  I  did  all 
in  my  power  to  induce  her  to  commit  herfelf  to 
the  care  of  Tronchin ;  but  fhe  confided  in  igno- 
rant obftinacy;  and  Tronchin  announced  her 
death  to  me  two  months  before  the  fatal  mo- 
ment. Never  did  I  feel  defpair  more  fenfibly. 
She  has  fallen  the  viftim  of  the  felf-fufficiency 
of  thofe  who  undertook  her  cure. 

Be  careful  of  yourfelf,  fire,  for  you  are  necef- 
fary  to  mankind. 

*  Carduial  dc  Tencin.  The  abbe  dc  Bernis  obliged  him  to 
fign  a  letter^  which  he  font  him,  to  break  off  all  negotiation. 
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LETTER      CCLXIL 
From  the  King. 

Breflau,  Jantfary  2,  J  7^9. 

I  DO  not  merit  all  the  praifes  you  beilov/ 
on  me.  We  have  efcaped  from  danger  by  an 
clmoft  :  but,  confidering  the  multitudes  whom 
we  have  to  oppofc,  to  do  more  were  next  to 
impoflible.  We  have  been  vanquiflied,  and  like  . 
Francis  I.  we  have  faid— "  All  is  loft  except 
**  our  honour/* 

You  have  great  reafon  to  regret  marfhal  Keith, 
whofe  lofs  will  be  felt  by  the  army  and  by  pri- 
vate fociety.  Daun  takes  advantage  of  the  dark- 
ncfs  of  night,  during  which  little  is  left  for  cou- 
nge  to  perform.  Yet  are  we  on  our  legs,  and  arc 
preparing  again  to  advance. 

Perhaps  the  Turk,  more  chriftian-like  than  the 
catholic  apoftolic  powers,  will  not  fuffer  political 
banditti  to  give  themfelves  airs,  and  to  confpire 
againft  a  pritice  whom  they  have  offended,  and 
by  whom  they  were  not  molefted. 

Live  happily,  and  pray  to  God  for  the  unfor- 
tunate, the  apparently  damned,  for  they  are 
obliged  continually  to  be  at  warfare.    VaU. 

FREDERIC 

Ff2 
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LETTER       CCLXIII. 
From  ibf  King. 

Brcflauy  January  25,  1759. 

I  HAVE  rcceiycd  the  verfcs  you  have 

written.     It  (hould  feem  I  did  not  explain  my- 

felf  fufEciendy.    I  wUh  for  fome  more  fplendid 

and  public  teftimony.  All  Europe  (hould  be 

taught  to  weep,  with  me,  for  virtue  too  little 

known.    My  name  mud  not  have  any  participa* 

tion  in  the  eulogium ;  the  world  mud  be  told 

that  Ihe  was  worthy  of  immortality,  which  it  is 

for  you  to  beftow.    It  has  been  faid  that  Apel- 

les  only  was  worthy  to  paint  Alexander ;  and  I 

believe  your  pen  alone  is  worthy  of  rendering  this 

fervice  to  her  who  will  remain  the  eternal  fubjcfl: 

of  my  tears.    I  inclofe  fome  poetry,  written  in 

a  camp,  and  which  I  fent  to  her  a  month  before 

that  cruel  cataftrophe  which  has  deprived  us 

of  her  everlaftingly.    The  verfcs  are  certainly 

not  worthy  of  her,  but  they  at  leaft  bear  the  true 

impreffion  of  feeling.    In  a  word,  I  (hall  not  die 

fatisfied,  till  you  (hall  firft  have  furpaffed  yourfcif 

in  the  acquittal  of  this  mournful  duty,  which  I 

require  you  to  perform. 

Pray  for  peace;  but,  even  (hould  viftory  bring 

peace. 


CORRESPONDENCE.  421 

peace,  neither  peace  nor  viftory,  nor  all  the  uni- 
verfe  contains,  could  ever  alleviate  the  cruel  for- 
rows  which  confiimc  me. 

Live  you  more  happily,  at  Laufanne,  and  rcn-. 
der  yourfcif  wonhy  thftt  I  Ihould  wholly  forget 
the  paft, 

FREPERIC. 


LETTER        CCLXIV. 
From  the  King. 

Prcflau,  March  2,  t^S9• 
1  OU  R  letter  contains  an  exprefs  contra- 
diftion  in  words  and  things.  YouafErm  your  ima- 
gination is  fled,  yet  at  the  (ame  time  your  whole 
Epiftle  abounds  in  fancy.  You  ought  to  have 
been  more  on  your  guard,  in  writing  to  me,  and. 
to  have  fupprefled  the  fine  fire  with  which  at  the 
age  of  fixty-five  you  are  ftill  animated.  I  much 
fear  left  it  ftiould  be  with  you  as  with  the  ma- 
jority of  mankind,  whofc  thoughts  are  all  fixed 
pn  the  future,  and  who  forget  the  paft. 

The  human  mind,  on  fordid  int'rcft  bent. 
On  virtue  dead  no  longer  is  intent. 

My  poetry  is  not  written  for  the  public.     I 

have  neither  imagination  enough,  nor  am  I 

F  f  3    *  fufii- 
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fufiicitntly  acquainted  with  the  language,  to 
write  good  poetry  ;  and  mediocrity  in  rhyme  is 
detellable.  All  that  can  be  (aid  is  that  it  is 
fufferable  among  friends,  I  fend  you  verfes 
of  various  kinds,  but  which  all  talle  of  the  fame 
foil,  and  partake  of  the  times  in  which  they  were 
written.  As  you  are,  at  preftnt,  a  rich  and  po- 
tent lord,  I  have  no  fear  -of  making  you  pay 
dearly  for  the  poftage  of  my  nonfenfe.  I  fend 
you  by  the  fan^  poft  all  the  wretched  fluff  by 
the  writing  of  which  I  have  at  intervals  amufcd 
myfclf. 

I  now  come  to  the  article  which  fcems  mod 
to  affedl  you;  and  I  give  you  every  affurance  to 
think  no  more  of  the  pad,  and  to  grant  yc^  fa* 
tisfa£Uon.  But  firft  let  a  man  die  in  peace  whom 
you  have  cruelly  perfecuted*,  and  who,  ac- 
cording to  every  appearance,  has  but  a  (hort 
time  to  live. 

With  refpeft  to  what  I  have  requeftcd  of  you, 
I  ftill  have  it  very  much  at  heart ;  be  it  in  profe 
or  be  it  in  verfe ;  each  is  to  me  indifferent.  Such 
a  tribute  is  neceffary,  to  eternize  virtue  fo  pure 
and.fo  uncommon,  and  which  has  not  been 
generally  enough  known.  Were  I  perfuaded  I 
could  write  well,  I  would  not  commit  the  tafk 
to  any  one ;   but,  as  you  are  certainly  the  firft 

*  Maupcrtuijj. 

man 


COERESPONDENCE.  439 

man  of  our  age,  I  can  only  addrefs  myfelf  to 
you. 

I  am  again  on  the  point  of  recommencing  my 
curfed  erratic  life.  It  often  happens  that  I  re- 
ceive letters  from  Berlin  dated  fix  months  back, 
I  therefore  do  not  expeft  immediately  to  receive 
your  anfwer ;  but  I  hope  you  will  not  forget  a 
work  which,  on  your  part,  will  but  be  an  aft  of 
gratitude. 


Adieu. 


FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CCLXV. 
k  JFrom  the  King. 

Breflau,  March  12,  1759, 

1 T  muft  be  confeffed  that  your  months  do 
not  refemble  the  weeks  of  the  prophet  Daniel ; 
his  weeks  are  ages,  and  your  months  are  days. 

I  have  received  the  Ode,  which  has  coft  you 
fo  little,  which  is  very  beautiful,  and  which  cer- 
tainly will  not  do  you  difhonour.  This  is  the 
firft  moment  of  confolation  1  have  for  five  months 
enjoyed.  Let  me  entreat  you  to  have  it  printed, 
and  to  difperfe  it  through  the  four  quarters  of 
the  world.  It  fliall  not  be  long  before  I  will 
teftify  my  gratitude  to  you, 

Ff4  I  fend 
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I  fend  you  an  old  Epiftle,  which  I  wrote  a 
year  ago ;  but>  as  you  are  mentioned  in  it,  it  is 
for  yoii  to  defend  yourfelf,  if  you  think  yourfelf 
able  fo  to  do.  The  verfes  themfelves  are  bad, 
but  I  am  perfuaded  that  what  they  affirm  is  truth: 
fuch  at  lead  is  my  opinion. 

The  older  we  grow  the  more  are  wc  perfuaded 
that  his  facred  majefty  Chance  does  three-fourths 
of  the  work  of  this  wretched  ,world ;  and  that 
thofe  who  think  themfelves  the  wifeft  are  the 
greateft  liinatics,  among' the  unfcathercd  fpecies 
of  bipeds,  of  which  we  have  the  honour  to  be  a 
part. 

I  may  in  confcience  be  pardoned  folecifms, 
and  bad  poetry,  made  in  the  midil  of  tumult, 
cares,  and  perplexities,  by  which  I  am  inceflantly 
furrounded. 

You  wifli  to  bp  informed  of  what  Meaulme  is 
printing ;  and  this  information  you  require  from 
me,  who  know  ,r)ot  whether  Neaulme  be  ftill  in 
cxiftence,  who  have  not  for  almoft  thefe  three 
years  fet  foot  in  Berlini  and  whofe  only  intelli- 
gence comes  from  Fermor,  Daup,  Soubife,  Lau- 
trichauffen,  and  a  clafs  of  men  concerning  whom 
you  trouble  yourfelf  very  little;  and  concerning 
whom,  likewife,  I  Ihould  be  very  gM  not  to 
trouble  myfclf  at  all. 

Adieu.    Live  happily,  and  preferve  peace  in 

your 
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your  Swifs  Signlorjr;  for  the  wars  of  the  pen  and 
of  the  fword  are  but  feldom  fuccefsful. 

I  know  not  what  will  be  my  deftiny  this  year ; 
but,  in  cafe  of  misfortune,  I  recommend  myfelf 
to  your  prayers,  and  requeft  a  mafs  from  you, 
to  relieve  my  foul  from  purgatory ;  (hould  there 
any  purgatory  be  found,  in  the'  other  world, 
ivorfe  than  the  life  I  lead  in  this. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CCLXVI. 

From  the  King. 

Bitflau,  March  21,  X759» 

I  OU  have  notbeen  entirely  miftaken;  I 

am  on  the  point  of  marching ;  and  though  not 

to  lay  iiege,  I  am  on  the  nutrch  to  refift  my  per* 

fecutor^. 

I  have  been  delighted  with  the  corrections 
and  additions  which  you  have  made,  in  and  to 
your  Ode.  Nothing  gives  me  more  pleafurc 
than  whatever  relates  to  this  fubjeft.  The  new 
ftanzas  are  very  beautiful,  and  I  ardently  wifli 
that  the  whole  were  already  printed.  You  may 
add  a  letter  to  it,  if  fuch  be  your  good  pleafure; 
and,  though  I  am  elcceedingly  indTffocent  con- 
icerning  what  may  be  faid  of  m^  in  France,  and 

clfewhere. 
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elfcwherC)  no  one  viU  vex  me  by  attributing  mj 
Hiftory  of  Brandenburg  to  you.  This  is  to  fup* 
pofe  it  exceedingly  weU  written^  ai^  rather  to 
praife  me  than  to  blame. 

Amid  the  tumultuous  troubles  in  whic^  I  ao) 
about  to  engage,  I  (hall  not  have  t^me  to  en- 
quire what  libels  may  be  written  againft  me  in 
Europe^  or  whether  I  (hall  be  calumniated ;  but 
J  (hall  always  be  convinced,  and  (hall  remain  a 
proof  of  the  faft,  that  my  enemies  have  made 
great  efforts  to  overwhelm  me.  I  kno^  not 
whether  the  objeft  be  worth  the  troyble. 

I  wi(h  you  that  tranquillity  and  peace  which  I 

(hall  never  enjoy,  while  thus  unremittingly  per- 

/ecuted  by  EuJ-opet 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC 

P.  S.  You  have  fpoken  fo  much  to  me  of  the 
phyfician,  Tronchin,  that  I  beg  you  would  con- 
fult  him,  relative  to  the  health  of  my  brother 
Ferdinand,  which  is  in  a  very  bad  ftate.  In  the 
courfe  of  laftyear  he  had  two  inflammatory  fevcn, 
which  had  left  him  in  a  ftate  of  great  weaknefs. 
To  this  are  added  the  fymptoms  of  night  fwcats, 
with  a  cough  and  a  difcharge  from  the  lungs. 
The  phyficians  here  believe  an  abfcefs  is  formed 
in  the  lungs ;  and,  having  fecn  myfelf  fo  many 
(imilar  cafes,  which  always  have  proved  fatal  to 

the 
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(he  patient,  my  fears  for  his  life  are  very  great* 
Not  that  I  think  death  very  near ;  but  I  dread  a 
decline^  which  with  the  fall  of  the  leaf  will  bring 
him  to  the  grave.    I  think  it  my  duty  to  negleft 
nothing,  and  to  try  what  aid  art  can  afford; 
though  I  have  biu  little  confidence  in  phyficians. 
I  requefl:  you  would  confult  Tronchin^  to 
know  what  are  his  thoughts,  and  whether  he 
imagines  my  brother  may  be  fayed.    I  ought 
i;o  add,  for  the  information  of  the  phyAcian,  that 
his  urine  is  very  red  and  highly  coloured ;  that 
the  expedorated  pus  has  a  bad  fmell ;  that  his 
weaknefs  is  great,  bis  dejedion  confidentble^ 
and  that  he  has  every  fymptom  of  a  l}ow  fever, 
which  however  does  not  make  its  appearance  by 
day,  during  which  the  pulfe  is  feeble.    May  he 
l^ntertain  better  hopes  of  the  cafe  than  I  do ! 


LETTER      CCLXVIL 
From  ^.  di  Foltain. 

]i  I  R  £,  jtux  DOUei^  March  ^7,  1759* 

I  RECEIVED  die  letter  with  which  your 
majefty  honoured  me,  written  on  the  fecond 
of  March  in  the  hand  of  your  fecrctary,  njy 
Swiis  countryman^  and  figned  Frederic.    From 

this 
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this  it  appears  your  majefty  had  not  then  re^ 
ceived  the  fmall  bionutneat  which  you  required 
me^  with  feeble  faaads,  to  raife  to  your  adorable 
;  £iler.  I  therefore  here  fend  another  copy,  which 
I  commit  to  chance,  recommending  it  to  God^ 
to  the  hufiars,  and  to  thofe  curious  perfons  who 
open  letters.  Your  packet,  which  I  have  re- 
.ceived  with  your  letter,  contained  your  Ode  to 
prince  Henry,  your  Epiftle  to  the  lord  marfhal, 
«nd  your  Ode  to  prince  Ferdinand.  There  is 
one  palSage  in  that  Ode  of  which  you  alone 
could  be  the  author.  It  is  not  fufficient  to  be 
in  pofleffioa  q(  genjus  to  write  thu6,  but  it  is 
further  Hcceflary  to  be  at  the  head  of  a  hundred 
and  fifty  thoufand  men. 

Your  majefty  tells  me,  in  your  letter,  that  it 
appears  I  am  only  de(irous  of  the  baubles  which 
you  do  me  the  honour  to  mention  to  me.  True 
it  is,  after  an  attachment  of  more  than  twenty 
years,  you  ough^  to  l^ve  forborne  to  have  taken 
from  me  things  which  have  no  other  value,  in 
my  eftimatioq,  than  that  which  they  acquired 
from  the  hand  by  which  they  were  beftowed.  I 
could  hot  even  wear  fuch  marks  of  my  ancient 
devotedncfs  to  you,  during  the  war :  my  lands 
are  in  France,  though  they  are  fituated  on  the 
frontiers  of  Swiflerland ;  they  are  entirely  free ; 
neither  do  I  pay  any  thing  tQ  France ;  ftilj  they 

are 
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ftce  in  the  French  dominions.  I  have  rents  ia 
France  to  the  amount  of  fixty  thoufand  livrcs 
(two  thoufand  five  hundred  pounds  fterling)  and 
my  fovereign  has,  by  brevtt,  continued  me  iu 
the  place  of  gentleman  in  ordinary  of  his  cham- 
ber. I  wi(h  your  majcfty  to  be  firmly  perfuaded 
that  the  proofs  of  bounty,  and  juftice,  which  you 
wi(h  to  afibrd  me,  will  no  otherwife  affcft  me 
than  becaufe  I  have  always  regarded  you  as  a 
great  man :  me  you  have  never  known. 

I  do  not  in  any  manner  rcqueft  the  trifles 
which  you  fuppofe  I  fo  much  defire  to  poflTefs. 
I  will  have  none  of  them :  I  wifli  only  for  your 
good  opinion.  When  I  told  you  it  was  my  de- 
fire  to  live  and  die  with  you,  I  told  you  nothing 
but  the  truth. 

Your  majefty  treats  me  like  the  reft  of  the 
world.  You  laugh  at  me  when  you  fay  the  pre- 
fident  is  dying.  He  has  juft  had  a  law-fuit  with 
a  girl,  who  wiftied  to  be  paid  for  a  child  which 
he  manufaftured  for  her.  Would  to  the  Lord  I 
might  have  a  fimilar  fuitJ  But  I  am  fer  from 
incurring  any  fuch  riflu  I  have  been  very  ill, 
and  am  very  old :  that  I  am  very  rich,  very  in- 
dependent, and  very  happy,  I  confefs;  but  you 
are  wanting  to  my  happbcfs,  and  I  Ihall  foon 
die  without  having  feen  you.  For  this  you  trou- 
ble yourfclf  but  little,  and  I  endeavour  to  follow 

your 
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your  example,  I  love  your  verfe,  your  profc^ 
your  wit,  and  your  bold  and  firm  phildfophy. 
i  have  neither  been  able  to  live  without  you  nor 
irith  you.  I  do  not  addrefs  myfelf  to  the  hdrd 
and  the  king;  it  it  for  monarchs  fo  to  addrefs 
jrou ;  but  I  converfc  with  a  man  who  ennlptured 
me,  whom  I  have  lovfed,  and  with  whom  I  coin 
tihue  to  be  angry. 


LETTER      CCLXVm. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Though  the  whole  world  be  in  arms 
and  in  alarms,  I  have  notwithftandtng  received 
all  your  majefty*s  packets.  The  Epiftle  to  her 
Beatitude,  the  abbefs  of  Quedlimburg,  on  his 
moft  facred  majefty  Chance,  contains  a  great 
fund  of  truth;  and,  were  it  but  poliflied,  I 
Ihould  regard  it  as  the  moft  philofophic  and  beft 
6f  your  writings.  From  the  date  of  thefe  verfcs^ 
ft  (hould  appear  that  your  majefty  amufed  your- 
felf  in  compofinjg  them  fome  days  previous  to 
your  adventure  6i  Rofbach.  You  certainly  were 
the  only  man  in  Germany  who  at  that  time  wrote 
verfes.  Chinee  was  not  on  our  fide.  I  cannot 
5  but 
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but  think  that  the  tnan  who  boots  himfelf  at  four 
In  the  morning  has  a  great  advantage,  in  play, 
Over  ohe  who  gets  into  his  coach  at  noon.  I 
paffionitely  wi(h  tlie  game  w^ere  ended,  and  that 
your  days  might  be  is  peaceable  as  they  are  fplen- 
did.  Your  majefty  has  deigned  to  be  not  dif- 
fatisfied  with  the  tribute  of  praife;  and  regret, 
ivhich  I  have  paid  to  the  memory  of  the  moft 
refpeftibie  princefs  the  world  ever  faw.  True 
it  is,  my  heart  diftated  the  culogium  with  tole- 
rable fpeed ;  it  has  been  correfted  by  refleftioh 
more  flow.  Forgive  me  for  having  added  the 
following  iftan2a,  which  I  fubmit  to  your  judg« 
ment.  It  feems  to  me  that  I  have  not  fuffi- 
ciently  fpoken  of  the  courage  with  which  that 
worthy  princefs  ended  her  life. 

Hhfiru  nuurtfifrif  vifftmes  mercinmrUf 
^iy  reJotttant  la  honte  etfwrmontant  lafeutf 
Animit  Pun  par  Pautre  aax  comtatijaf^naireif 
Fmne%Ji  vom  Po/Uxj  a  mourez  far  bomuur  g 

Unefemmef  uneprine^e^ 

^m  dedaigna  la  mailfffe, 

J^'  dtt  /Qrifoutini  Ui  eoupfp 

Ej  qui  vit  d*une  ame  igale 

Venir  Jon  htunfakde^ 

Etait  plus  brave  que  vout  *• 

Sort 

*  inuftrious  murderen»  mercenary  Tiftimi,  who,  ixtsidixtg 
Aiamc  and  furmounting  fear,  by  each  other  urged  to  the  fan* 
quinary  field,  would  fljrbad  you  the  courage,  yet  die  ena- 
moured 
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Sort  foutint  produces  a  difagreeable  caco^ 
phony :  venir  feems  to  me  too  weak.  I  can 
find  nothing  better  to  fubftitute ;  and  I  confefs 
that^  next  to  the  art  of  winning  battles^  nothing 
is  more  difficult  than  that  of  writing  poetry. 

Tmi  would  Jfy  bad  you  the  courage. — Your  ma- 
jcfty  will  fay — Speak  for  yourfelves,  gentlemen  1 
and  I^  infignificant  mortal,  affirm  that>  had  Csefar 
found  himfelf  alone  in  the  middle  of  nighty  and 
ezpofed  incognito  to  a  battery  of  cannoni  from 
which  there  would  be  no  means  of  efcaping  with 
life,  except  by  covering  himfelf  up  in  a  dung- 
hill>  or  by  hiding  in  fome  place  ilili  fweeter^ 
Caius  Julius  Cxfar  would  have  been  difcovered 
in  the  morning  funken  up  to  the  very  neck. 

This  letter  may  happen  to  come  to  your  ma- 
jefty's  hands  under  fome  battery,  but  you  will 
not  receive  it  up  to  the  neck  in  a  dunghilL 
Happy  the  man  who  like  me  crows,  unmolefted» 
on  his  own  dunghill. 

Receive,  fire,  with  kindnefs  the  refpedful  fol* 
lies  of  the  old  Swifs. 

moured  of  honour;  lo  a  woman,  a  princefs,  who,  wlule  di& 
daining  feminine  terrors,  fupporting  the  aflauhs  of  Fate,  and 
beholding  with  mind  unmoved  her  fatal  hour  approach,  was 
braver  than  you  alL 


LET- 
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LETTER     CCLXIX. 
From  the  King. 

Boickenhainy  Apnl  li,  I759> 

L  E  T  mc  rcqueft  you  would  diftinguilh 
the  times  in  which  works  are  written.  The 
Triftia  of  Ovid  and  his  Art  of  Love  were  the 
produftions  of  different  periods.  The  ara  of 
my  Elegies  is  ftamped  by  the  dreadful  cataftro- 
phe  that  left  an  arrow  which  will  continue  driven 
deeply  in  my  heart,  as  long  as  I  (hall  continue 
to  fee  the  light  of  day. 

My  other  pieces  were  compofed  during  inter- 
vals fuch  as  will  occafionally  occur,  be  war  as  hot 
as  it  will.  I  employ  every  weapon  with  which  I 
may  wound  my  enemies.  I  refemble  the  por- 
cupine, that,  erefting  his  quills,  defends  himfeli" 
at  all  points.  I  do  not  affirm  my  defence  is 
good ;  but  it  is  requifite  that  we  ttiould  exert 
our  faculties,  fuch  as  they  are,  and  deal  the  bed 
direfted  blows  we  are  able,  ori  our  ddverfaries. 

It  fhould  feem^  as  if  every  kind  of  decorum 
had  been  forgotten,  in  the  prefent  war.  The 
moft  polilhed  nations  attack  each  other  like  fe- 
rocious tigers.  I  bluOi  for  humanity  :  I  bluOi 
for  the  age.  We  cannot  but  own  that  arts  and 
VOL.  VII.  Gg.  ptiiofe; 
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philofophy  arc  only  difpcnfcd  to  the  few ;  the 
great  mafsi  the  people^  and  the  vulgar  part  cC 
the  nobility,  ever  remain  what  Nature  made 
them ;  that  is  to  fay^  maUgAanl  animalSi^ 

However  great  your  &me  may  be,  my  dear 
Voltaire,  do  not  imagine  that  the  Auftrian  huf- 
lars  are  acquainted  wi<h  your  writings.  I  caa 
alTure  you  they  are  much  greater  ccxmoifleurs  hi 
brandy  than  in  fine  poetry,  or  the  works  of  cele*^ 
brated  authors. 

We  (hall  foon  begin  another  campaign,  which 
will  be  at  kaft  as  hot  a  one  as  its  predeeeflbr. 
Prince  Ferdinand  affords  my  columns  good  fup- 
port.  God  knows  what  will  be  the  iffue  !  But  this 
lean  pofitivelyaflure  you,  that  they  (hall  not  pur- 
chafe  me  at  too  cheap  a  rate  j  and  that,  if  I  fali> 
«he  enemy  muft  hew  and  ftrew  the  rood  to  my 
deftruftion  with  dreadfiri  carnage. 

Adieu.  I  wifti  you  every  thing  of  which  I 
find  myfelf  in  want. 

P.  S.  It  is  faid  ycnir  poem  on»  Natural  Law, 
the  Philofophy  of  Good  Senfe,  and  the  work 
ef  Helvetius  on  the  Undcrftanding,  have  alt 
been  burnt  at  Paris.  Do-  but  admire  how  apt 
vanity  is  to  flatter  itfelf.  I  derive  a  kind  of 
glory,  at  perceiving  that  the  very  fame  cpocha, 
which  France  has  chofen  ro  make  war  on  me,  is 
cliat  in  which  waf  is  made  oa  gpod  fenfe  by  thai 
nation'. 
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L   Ef   T   T    E   R     CCLXX* 

From  the  Kingi, 

Landfhttt^  April  i&y  1 759* 

Your  letters  have  been  delivefistd  to  me 
Iviihout  .having  been  opened,  either  byVuflars^ 
JFrench,  or  other  barbarians.  Men  may  write 
whatever  they  pleafc  with  great  impttnity,  with- 
out being  at  the  head  of  a  hundred  and  fixty 
-thoufand  men,  provided  they  do  not  print* 
Works  have  often  been  printed  more  ftrong 
than  I  ever  have  written,  or  ever  Ihall  write, 
without  the  leaft  harm  having  happened  to  the 
author:  witnefs  your  Maid  of  Orleans;  For 
hiy  own  part,  I  write  only  for  my  ainufement. 

No  man  who  is  not  a  Frenchman  bofn,  or 
who  has  not  been  long  .an  inhabitant  of  Paris^ 
can  pofleft  the  French  language  to  that  degree 
of  perfeftion  whidi  is  fo  very  neceffary  to  write 
good  poetry,  or  elegant  profe.  In  this  refpeft 
I  am  tolerably  juft  to  myfelf,  aiid  am  the  firft  to 
make  a  proper  eftimate  of  my  infignificant  ef- 
f .ifions.  But  they  amufe  and  unbend  my  mind ; 
this  is  the  whole  merit  of  my  works.  You  have 
too  mueh  knowledge,  and  too  much  tafte^  to 
applaud  fuch  feeble  talents. 

G  g  2  Eloquen€# 
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Eloquence  and  poetry  demand  the  whole  apk 
plication  of  the  man :  my  duties  at  prefent 
oblige  ttie  to  apply  moft  ferioully  to  other  fub- 
jcds  :  all  which  confidered,  you  cannot  but  al- 
low that  fports  fo  frivolous  deferve  not  a  ferrous 
thought. 

I  do  not  mock  at  any  one;  but  I  feel  myfdf 
piqued  againfl:  enemies,  who,  as  far  as  they  have 
the  power,  endeavour  to  crulk  me ;  and  1  ccr* 
tainly  am  not  culpable  for  employing  every 
weapon  my  arfenal  contains,  in  my  own  defence, 
and  to  injure  them.  The  unabating  revenge 
which  they  have  teftified  againft  me  confidered, 
it  is  no  tkne  to  treat  them  with  tendernefs. 

« I  congratulate  you,  on  hearing  that  you  art 
ftill  gentleman  in  ordinary  to  the  Will  MovfiL 
But  it  is  not  by  his  patent  that  you  will  gaia 
immortality:  you  are  indebted  for  your  apo- 
theofis  to  the  Hei^riade,  Oedipus^  Brutus,  Semi- 
ramis,  Merope,  ihe  Duke  de  Fois,  &c.  &c. 
Thcfe  will  eftablifti  your  renown,  as  long  as 
there  (ball  be  men  on  earth  who  cultivate  the 
belles  lettres,  and  while  any  perfons  of  good 
taftcy  and  lovers  of  the  divine  talent  which  you 
poflcfs,  (hall  remain.  For  my  part,  in  favour 
of  your  genius,  I  pardon  you  all  the  tricks  yow 
played  me  at  Berlin,  all  the  libels  of  Leipfic, 
and  all  the  things  which  you  have  uttered  or 

printed 
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printed  againfl  me^  wliich  are  ftrong^  fevere^  and 
numerous^  without  preferring  the  lead  rancour. 
I  cannot  fay  t3ie  fame  for  my  poor  prefidenr, 
whom  you  hold  in  your  gripe.  Whether  he 
xnanufa£bure  children^  or  fpit  up  his  lungs,  are 
things  o£  which  I  am  ignorant.  Not  but  he 
were  to  be  applauded,  did  he  labour  for  the  pro- 
pagation of  our  fpecies,  at  a  time  when  all  the 
powers  of  Europe  are  labouring  for  its  deftruc- 
tion.  }  am  overwhelmed  by  bufinefs  and  regu- 
lations. The  campaign  is  immediately  to  begin. 
The  part  I  hav.e  to  aft  is  the  more  difficult,  be- 
caufe  I  muft  not  be  allowed  to  commit  the  leaft 
blunder}  and  becaufe  I  am  bound  to  behave 
with  prudence,  and  fogacity,  for  eight  long 
months  of  the  year.  I  will  dp  the  beft  I  can, 
}pnt  1  find  the  taik  a  very  feverc  one. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

P.  S.  Should  the  verfes  which  I  haye  jjzi^t  you 
appear,  I  Ihall  accufe  no  one  bi^t  you.  You^ 
letter  is  a  prelude  to  the  fine  ufe  yoy  wifli  to 
niai;e  of  them ;  nor  am  I  fatisfied  by  what  you 
Jiave  written  to  Catt.  However  it  is  a  fubjeft 
concerning  which  I  trouble  myfelf  but  little. 


Gg3  LET 
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LETTER      CCLXXI. 

From  tie  King. 

Landfhut»  April  iif  lyj;)* 

The  verfes  to  my  fifter  Amelia  I  fcnt 
you  as  the  fketch  of  an  Epiftle,     My  nfind  is 
not  fufficiently  at  eafe,  neither  have  I  time,  to 
write  any  thing  finiflied.     Neither  ought  fomc 
inadvertencies,  or  fome  treafonable  crimes  com- 
mitted againft  Vaugclas  or  D'Olivet,  in  the  lead 
to  furprifc  you.    Tell  me ;   how  is  it  poffible  to 
write  pure  French  in  Germany,  and  not  to  com- 
mit any  miftakes  from  ignorance,  or  to  offend 
againft  cuftom,  when  I  perceive  fo  many  French 
poets,  who  live  at  Paris,  in  whofe  works  fuch 
things  fwarm  ?  I  further  remark  that  a  good 
critic  is  neceffary,  who  (hould  point  out  thofe 
faults  to  us  which  felf-love  conceals,  and  who 
(hould  inform  us  of  the  feeble  and  defedive  paf- 
fages.     I  can  eafily  deteft  the  negligences  of 
others;  yet,  when  writing,  I  remain  blind  to 
my  own.     Such  is  the  conftrudion  of  the  human 
mind. 

Your  new  ftanza  to  that  fatal  Ode  is  beau- 
tiful. I  cxcufe  the  trifles  by  which  you  are 
flopped.    Yet  do  not  (ay  that  Marfyas  fits  in 

judgment 
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judgment  on  Apollo,  (hould  I  debate  with  you 
on  poetical  fubjeAs. 

Inftead  of  du  fort  foutini  les  ctncps  might  be 
fubftituted  affinmte  Us  ceups ;  and,  in  lieu  of  vemr 
Jm  beurefataU  might  be  inferted  afprocber  Vbain 
faiale. 

Not  but  I  own /en  heure  fatale  is  better  than 
Pbeun  fatale :  of  this  I  leave  you  to  judge. 

The  Ode  in  general  is  very  beautiful,  but  th^ 
following  are  fome  difficulties  which  an  ignorant 
critic  has  ftarted.  You  will  confound  him  per- 
haps, reding  on  the  authority  of  men  like  D'Oli* 
yet,  the  Forty,  and  the  whole  literary  republic. 

^mndla  mortf  quails  out  travie^ 
Dans  eettefoule  ahreuvie 
Pufangf  qu^iU  oni  refandu  *, 

In  the  ambiguous  phrafe  dans  cettefouU  ahreu* 
wiy  is  it  death  or  the  crowd  that  is  fatiated  ? 
I  very  well  underftand  your  meaning ;  but  a 
great  poet,  like  you,  ought  not  to  want  a  com- 
{nentary  to  explain  his  thoughts. 

Stanza  V.  I  was  beaten  at  Hochkirchen  the 
very  moment  when  my  noble  fifter  expired. 

Stanza  VI.  admirable ;  VII.  and  VIII.  eof* 
cellent ;  IX*  the  fame.  The  latter  part  of  the 
Xth  does  not  correfpond  with  the  former* 

*  When  death,  which  they  have  braved  in  the  crowd,  fa-i 
tiatcd  with  the  blood  they  have  ihpd,        T* 

G  g  4  The 
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The  phrafcs  laftufidi  ignorance — ks  ASdas^^ 
Us  Homeres — les  Zdiles  are  foreign  to  the  fubjedt 
of  the  Ode,  and  only  ferve  to  fill  up.  You  are 
fpeaking  of  my  fitter,  and  neither  of  Homer  nor 
of^oilus. 

Stanza  XI.  is  good.  The  words  qui  font  des 
fours  les  plus  belles  in  ftanza  XII-  are  a  wretched 
redundancy  :  the  fenfe  endis  with  qui  font  des 
fours ;  and  les  plus  belles  are  unmeaning,  and 
deftifute  of  beauty ;  worthy  of  Maevius,  and  not 
of  Virgil.  They  abfolutely  require  to  be  ccr- 
refted,  for  th-^y  are  fpeble  and  mean. 

Stan?!:a  XJII.  Jiufemps  quifuit  toujours^  tufii 
toujours  ujage*.  Th?  repetition  of  toujour s  is 
ungraceful.  '  Were' I  defired  to  corred  the  line, 
tyro  as  I  am,  I  ftiould  fweat  blood  and  water  \ ; 
but  Voltaire  is  not  Voltaire  in  vain ;  to  give  the 
line  its  fulj  fqrce  were  but  worthy  of  him.  Lueur 
cb/curey  plus  affreujf  que  la  nuit  J  is  equal  to 
the  darkn^s  vifiblf  of  Milton,  which  the  aqthor 
of  the  Henriade  has  ridiculed  fo  much. 

The  XlVth  and  X Vtl)  ftan^as  ^e  delightful. 
I  now  think  I  fcp  you  reading  my  letter,  anc^ 
hpar  you  exclaim— *<  H?re  is  a  novice  indeed  ! 
•*  Let  l^irp  firft  write  good  poetry  himfelf,  anc^ 

♦  That  time  which  ever  flics  thou  ever  improveft. 

f  A  proverbial  phrafe.        T. 

%  Obfcure  glimmering,  more  fearful  tbaa  night. 

*  ^^then 


f  ^  then  let  him  pretend  to  correft  others." — But 
I  tell  you  once  again,  I  cannot  fee  my  own  faults* 
I  often  think  my  verfes  feeble,  but  want  abilities 
to  make  them  better.  Beiide,  never  fuffer  a  ge- 
neral of  an  army,  who  is  encamped  in  face  of  an 
enemy,  to  be  your  poetical  judge ;  for,  at  fuch 
time^,  fuch  men  are  mod  untradable. 

I  h^ve  deranged  the  plan  of  the  campaign  of 
marlhalDaun,  and  of  the  French,  without  fcarccly 
moving  from  my  place.  I  am  at  prefent  occu- 
pied by  other  follies  of  a  like  nature.  Do  not 
imagine  you  will  find  me  a  more  indulgent  critic, 
as  long  as  this  dog^s  life  Ihall  continue.  We 
catch  the  fpirit  of  our  profeflion ;  and,  in  thefe 
times  of  alafm,  I  lay  violent  hands  whenever  I 
can  on  the  enemy,  and  on  all  poetry  which  does 
not  pleafe  me,  my  own  excepted. 

Adieu,  Swif^  hermit.  Do  not  be  vexed  with 
Don  Quiif ote,  who  throws  the  poetry  of  Ariofta 
into  the  fire,  for  it  is  unequal  to  yours.  Treat 
^  German  critic,  who  writes  to  you  from  the 
lyilds  of  Silefia,  with  fome  little  indulgence. 
.' FREDERIC 


I-  E  T- 
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LETTER      CCLXXII. 

From  the  King. 

Landihutt  AprB  a8»  175), 
I  A  M  very  much  obliged  to  you,  for  hav- 
ing brought  me  acquainted  with  Mn  Candide; 
or  with  Jot>  in  a  modern  drefs*  It  cannot  be 
denied  that  dodor  Panglofs  is  unable  to  prove 
his  fine  principles ;  and  that  the  bcft  of  all  pof- 
fible  worlds  is  a  very  vile  and  a  very  wretched 
world.  This  is  the  only  fpecies  of  romance 
which  is  fit  to  be  read ;  it  is  inftrudivc,  and 
proves  much  more  than  arguments  ifi  J^arbara^ 
flaunt y  &?r; 

\  have  at  the  fame  time  received  that  melan- 
choly Ode,  which  is  well  correfted  and  highly 
embelliflied.  Yet  it  js  no  more  than  a  monu- 
ment of  remembrance,  which  will  not  reftore  her 
whom  we  have  loft,  and  who  weU  defervcs  eter- 
nal regret. 

I  wi(h  you  a  fpeedy  opportunity  of  writing  in 
favour  of  peace ;  and  I  promifc  you  I  (hall  think 
any  work  written  for  that  exprefs  purpofe  ad- 
mirable. There  is  but  little  hope  that  we  fliould 
fee  that  happy  day  without  great  carnage. 

It  is  your  opinion  that  the  courage  of  men  con- 

fills 
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fifts  in  what  they  call  their  honour ;  but  I  will 
venture  to  affirm  there  is  more  than  one  kind  of 
courage.  There  is  conftitutional  courage,  which 
is  admirable  for  the  comnK)n  foldier;  there  is 
?hc  courage  of  refledtion,  which  befits  the  offi* 
cer;  there  is  the  courage  of  patriotifm,  which 
every  good  citizen  ought  to  poffefs;  and  finally 
there  is  the  courage  which  originates  in  the  fana- 
ticifm  of  fame ;  jdich  as  we  admire  in  Alexander, 
in  Csefar,  in  CHarles  XII.  and  in  the  great  Condc* 
Such  arc  the  different  kinds  of  inftinft  which 
lead  men  into  danger,  which  in  itfelf  has  no- 
thing either  inviting  or  pleafant.  But  men  think 
tut  little  of  danger,  when  they  are  once  engaged^ 
I  was  not  perfonally  acquainted  with  Caius 
Julius  Caefar ;  yet  am  I  certain  that,  night  or 
day,  he  would  not  have  hidden  himfelf*  He 
was  too  generous  to  pretend  to  expofe  his  com- 
painions,  without  partaking  of  their  perils.  We 
have  even  had  examples  of  generals  who,  in 
defpair  to  fee  a  battle  on  the  point  of  being  loft, 
have  exprefsly  fought  for  death,  that  they  might 
not  furvive  their  difgrace. 

Such  are  the  ideas  with  which  my  memory 
has  fupplied  me,  relative  to  that  courage  at 
which  you  laugh.  I  can  fafcly  aflure  you  that  I 
have  feen  great  virtues  exercifed  in  the  hefght 
of  battle ;  and  that  men  at  fuch  times  are  not 
'  -^     '•   '   ••■'  "    '    -"     -^  ' fo 
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(o  pitilefs  as  you  fuppofe.     Of  this  I  could  cite 
.you  a  thoufand  examples^  but  (hall  confine  my- 
fclf  to  one. 

At  the  battle  of  Rofbach,  a  French  o^cer 
was  wounded^  and  lay  on  the  ground^  calling 
aloud  for  a  clyfter.  Would  you  eafily  believe 
that  a  hundred  officious  perfons  were  eager  to 
fupply  him  with  the  remedy  for  which  heafked? 
An  anodyne  clyfler  adminiftered  i;i  the  field  of 
battle,  in  the  prefence  of  an  army^  is  certainly 
a  fingular  thing ;  but  the  faft  is  true,  and  gene- 
rally known.  In  the  tragi-cqmedy  which  we 
a&f  ridiculous  adventures  often  happen,  fuch  as 
can  find  no  parallel,  and  which  a  thoufand  years 
of  peace  would  never  produce.  I^t  muft  how- 
ever be  allowed  thefe  plcaf^qt  incidents  aw 
dearly  purchafed. 

I  jthank  you  for  the  confultation  of  the  phyfi- 
cian  Tronchin,  which  I  immediately  fent  to  my 
brotlxcr,  who  is  with  my  fifter  at  Schwedt.  I 
have  advifed  biiji  moft  fcrupuloufly  to  obfervc 
the  regimen  which  has  been  prejTcribed.  I  re- 
queft  you  would  afk  what  fum  Tronchin  requires 
to  undertake  a  journey  thither ;  for  I  wifli  to 
negled  nothing  which  may  poffibly  contribute 
to  the  cure  of  my  dear  brother :  and,  though  I 
hate  as  little  faith  in  dodtors  of  phyfic  as  I  have 
in  doftors  of  divinity,  J  do  not  carry  incredulity 


fo  for  as  to  doubt  of  the  good  eflFefts  which  regi- 
men may  produce*  I  myfetf  am  fenfible  of  ihefc 
cffefts.  I  never  could  have  fupported  the 
dreadful  fatigues  I  have  ^undergone,  had  I  noc 
confined  myfelf  to  a  diet,  which  appears  feverc 
to  all  who  furround  me. 

Whether  it  be  wonh  our  while  to  preferve  our 
lives  by  fo  many  precautions,  and  whether  thofc 
people  are  not  the  moft  fage,  and  the  happieft, 
who  kill  themfelves  as  faft  as  they  can,  are  quef- 
tions  yet  to  be  refolved.  I  leave  the  difcuffion 
of  this  fubjeft  to  Mr.  Martin  and  dodor  Pan- 
glofs.  For  my  part,  I  muft  fight  as  long  as 
fighting  (hall  be  good.  You  are  but  a  fpedtator 
of  the  bloody  tragedy  we  are  afting;  and  while 
we  continue  on  the  flage,  {you  may  hifs  when 
you  pleafe.  -Much  good  may  it  do  you;  be 
perfuaded  I  do  not  envy  your  happinefs.  I  am 
well  convinced  happinefs  is  not  to  be  obtained 
by  thofe  who  are  at  war,  cither  with  the  pen  or 
with  the  fword. 

Vale. 

FREDERIC. 


LET. 
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LETTER      CCLXXIlt. 

From  the  King. 

landflitttt  May  tS*  I7$9% 

Yo  U  R  traits  of  malice  I  foi^pVc^ 

But  ne'er  will  I  Petronius  t  place 
Befide  thofe  fons  of  fame  to  live. 

Who  write  with  chaftenM  wit  and  gnioe4 

The  fceneslafcivious  which  he  drewj 

With  cynic  (kill,  who  can  endure  f 
Or  who  unmovM  hit  Mufe  can  view 

Fbnge,  (hameleftj  iotto  ftftams  impure  t 

A  magazine  is  this  our  mind. 

In  which  we  precious  gems  fliordd  ftore  s 

And,  certain  there  fach  gems  to  find» 
Your  w'ealthy  realms  I  oft  explore. 

In  fwect  Racine  my  Mufe  delights ; 

Nay,  frown  not,  wantons  with  Roflfeau  % 
Enrapt  Ihe  liews  the  boundlefs  fiightt 

Of  Maro,  Horace,  and  Boileau* 

*  There  are  no  verfes,  though  fome  were  certainly  fent,  to 
he  found  in  the  Berlin  Supplement  %  and  thofe  printed  in  the 
Bafil  edition,  though  I  have  inferted  them,  do  not  appear  to 
be  the  whole  of  the  Poem,  for  they  do  hot  mention  the  conge 
(leave  of  ahfence)  or  defeat  of  the  enemy,  referred  to  by  the 
king.         T. 

f  Pctronius  fatirifcd  the  tyrant  bf  whom  he  was  the  fr^ 
vourite.        T. 

7  And 
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.     Aad  oft  flie'd  reach  thdr  natm  lkl«8» 
And  oft  Uke  them  Ihe  fain  would  fing  » 
But,  ah !  Whene'er  (he  thus  would  rife. 
She  finds  fhe  wants  their  ftrength  of  wing* 

If  you  will  confuk  a  map,  you  will  find  the 
place  from  which  a  fie  of  mirth  produced  thi^ 
kave  of  abfencc.  We  have  purfued  thefc  gen- 
try,  whofe  rear  we  turned  behind  Erfurt ;  after 
which  we  took  the  road  to  Sitefia. 

Tou,  inhabitants  of  the  DeliceSy  imagine  thac 
thofe  who  purfue  the  footfleps  of  your  Amadis 
de  Gaulj  and  your  Orlandos,  were  to  fight  once 
a  day  for  your  diverfion^  Know,  an  it  pleafe 
youj  that  we  have  enacted  enough  of  fueh  trage* 
dies  in  pad  campaigns;  not  but  there  will  cer« 
tainly  be  more  of  thefe  heroic  butcheries  per* 
f(Mrmed.  But  we  (hall  obfervc  the  proverb  of  the 
emperor  Ai^uftus  :  Fiftina  lenti. 

Your  French  folks  burn  good  books,  and 
merrily  overturn  the  fyftera  of  your  finances,  ta 
give  pleafure  to  your  dear  allies.  Much  good 
may  it  do  them  all  \  I  fear  neither  their  money 
nor  their  fwords.  Should  chance  eternally  favour 

the  three  moft  illuftrious- ,  who  aflault  me 

on  every  fide,  I  hope  they  will  (to  preferve  the 
rhetorical  figure)  *  ♦  ♦  ♦.  I  am  doomed  to  the 
fate  of  Orpheus ;  ladies  of  Thrace,  and  of 
charaders  equally  amiable,  wiQi  to  rend  me  in 

pieces : 
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jpicccs  :  but  they  certainly  will  not  Have  thcJf 
wiflies  gratified. 

Merltioning  fools,  you^ifti  to  be  told  what 
have  been  the  adventures  of  the  abb<  de  Prades ; 
but  they  would  fill  a  large  volufhe.  To  iktkfj 
your  curiofity,  it  will  be  fufficient  to  inform  yoii 
that  the  abbe  had  the  weaknefs  to  fuffer  himfelf 
to  be  bribed,  during  my  ftay  at  Drefden,  by  z 
fecretary,  who  had  been  left  there  by  Broglio, 
when  he  departed  from  the  city.  By  fclf-ap- 
pointment,  he  became  news- writer  to  the  army ; 
and,  as  this  is  a  trade  which  is  but  little  ap- 
proved of  in  war,  hef  has,  till  the  arrival  of  peace, 
been  fent  into  a  retreat  lirom  which  there  is  nd 
news  to  write.  Many  other  things  might  be 
added,  but  they  would  fee  too  tedious.  He 
played  me  this  excellent  trick  at  the  very  time 
when  I  had  conferred  a  rich  benefice  on  him,  in 
the  cathedral  of  Breflau. 

You  have  written  the  Tonlb  of  the  Sorbonnc  j 
to  this  add  the  Tomb  of  the  Parliament,  which 
is  in  a  ilate  of  fuch  dotage  that  it  cannot  be  long 
lived. 

Take  care  however  not  to  die  yourfelf-  From 
the  Delices  you  continue  to  didtati  laws  to  Par-^ 

naffus  :    you  ftill  carefs  fhe  infamous •  with 

one  hand,  and  fcratch  wkh  the  other.    You  treat 
h  as  you  treat  me,  and  as  you  treat  allthe  worldi 

A» 
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As  I  prefumcy  aloof  jrou  ftandt 
And  hold  a  pen  in  either  hand : 
The  right  each  creek  of  felf-love  knows} 
And  hence  the  ftreafn  of  datt'rjr  flow8» 
In  gurgling  founds,  fo  foft,  and  clear^ 
t*hat  fpell-hbund  is  the  lift'ning  ear  I 
The  left  hand  grafps  a  flaming  fword^ 
Ta'en  from  Enynnis'  Cecret  hoard  ; 
Plunged  hj  the  hags  in  lake  mephitic^ 
Infernal  pool  of  pains  arthritic  ; 
Its  temper  acridi  colour  blacky 
The  brain  it  pierces,  and  .the  back  t 
Ere  it  defcends  t£e  members  (hake  ; 
The  bones  before  it  touches  ache  ; 
A  fire  it  in  the  heart  alhimes^ 
That  finouldeis  while  the  nian  oonfumes* 
At  BUe  if  Maupertuis  expire. 
Hell  die  of  this  devouring  fixe ! 

For  me,  though  many  a  rhime  Pve  madci 
I'm  but  a  tyro  in  the  trade  c 
I  never  yet  could  gain  a  place 
Among  the  wits  malignant  race  | 
Or  climb  the  fam'd  fti]^)endous  fteep 
V^here  they  continual  uproar  keep. 
But  nune  is  now  another  talk  $ 
Of  you  a  fevour  I've  to  aflc* 
If  e'er  my  name,  by  either  hand. 
In  work  of  yours  fhould  written  ftand. 
Of  gaD  I  hope  you'll  be  bereft ; 
1  hope  'twill  never  be  the  left. 

1  wifti  peace  and  health,  not  to  the  gentleman 

in  ordinary,  not  to  the  hiftoriographcr.  of  the 

VOL,  VI  !•  '      H  h  wr//- 
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Will'Mcved,   Dot  to  the  lord  of  the  twenty 

manors  in  Swiflcrland^  but  to  the  author  of 

the  Henriade,  the  Maid  of  Orkans,  Brutus^ 

Merope^  &c. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER      CCLXXIV. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

1  OUR  Terfci  ioir  with  fi>  Midi  dfc^ 
YousM  thofe  who  moft  cm  pkafe» 
Chapdle,  Chaidkn,  aad  Stmfin 
You've  ftadied*  Ihtu  unr  heaits  to  win* 
Yet  fure  Petronius,  good  and  gay, 
What  though  impBre*  fov  pardon  may. 
I  know  you  well  |  though  ooy  you  fecMy 
You  bluih  not  at  the  wanton  tkmet 
But  rather  love  luzuriout  tale. 
When  covered  by  tm^arent  vefl* 

For  Maupertuis,  packM  up  in  pitch. 
Should  he  perchance  drop  down  the  niche 
Which  he  to  old  eartVs  center  bor*d, 
And  fafely  there  his  body  hoard, 
I  fliould  be  ferry  for  his  fete : 
I  fed  DO  unrelenting  hate ; 
I  km  him  not,  but  well  may  fey 
He  (hut  me  from  the  light  of  day ; 
ExpelTd  me  heav'n,  which  was  my  due  s 
Ye»— drove  me  from  the  fight  of  you. 

This 
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This  is  all  I  have  to  anfwer,  feeble  and 
tnuffleid  up  as  I  ain>  with  a  cold  in  my  eyes,  to 
the  moft  mah'gnant  of  monarchs^  and  the  moft 
amiable  of  men,  who  Js  continually  giving  mc 
gafhes  in  the  hcc,  and  ^^ho  calls  out  that  he  is 
fcratched.  Deal  yourgafhes  on  maiihalsDaunand 
Fermor,  but  fpare  your  old  and  meagre  vi&im* 
Your  majefty  fays  you  do  not  fear  our  money ; 
the  little  we  have  is  truly  not  very  formidable ; 
and,  with  refpeft  to  our  fwords,  you  have  given 
them  a  trifling  leflbn.  May  God  grant  you 
peace,  fire ;  and  may  every  fword  be  returned 
to  the  fcabbard !  Such  are  the  good  prayers  of  a 
Swifs  philofopher  in  behalf  of  all  Europej  the 
various  kingdoms  of  which  individually  feel  the 
horrors  of  war.  We  have  lately  fufiered  a  bank- 
ruptcy at  Lyons>  of  one  million  eight  hundred 
thoufand  livres  (fcvency-five  thoufand  pounds 
fierling)  thanks  to  this  fine  war. 

With  refpcd  to  the  parliament  of  Paris,  that 
olio  of  tutors  for  kings,  it  is  fomewhat  different 
from  the  parliament  of  England.  Its  follies 
have  been  fo  loudly  vaunted  of,  by  fuch  numbers 
of  black-gowns,  advocates,  and  attorneys,  that 
they  have  fermented  and  overflowed  in  the  head 
of  Damiens,  the  baftard  of  Ravaillac.  Similar 
follies,  propagated  by  the  Jefuits,  have  cc^  the 
Hb  2  king 
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king  of  Portugal  an  arm^.  To  this  add  all 
which  is  pafling  from  the  Viftula  to  the  Mainei 
and  you  cannot  but  rec(^ize  the  beft  of  all 
poflible  worlds. 

I  once  more  wi(h  you  may  foon  bring  this 
wretched  dace  of  affairs  to  an  end.  You  are 
a  legiflator^  warrior,  hiftorian,  poet,  and  mu* 
fician ;  be  alfo  a  philofopher.  After  having  bu- 
lled ourfelvcs,  during  life,  with  heroifm,  and 
the  arts,  what  do  we  take  with  us  to  the  grave? 
A  vain  name,  which  is  no  longer  ours«  All  is 
forrow  or  vanity  :  fo  faid  that  Solomon  who 
was  not  the  Solomon  of  the  North.  Away 
to  Sans-Souci;  to  Sans-Souci  as  fad  as  you 
can! 

De  Prades,  1  find,  is  a  Doeg,  an  Achito- 
phel.  What,  betray  you  when  you  were  load- 
ing bim  with  favours  !  Oh  thou  bed  of  all  pof- 
fible  worlds,  where  art  thou  ?  I,  like  Martin^ 
am  a  manichean. 

Your  majefty,  in  your  charming  epiftle,  re- 
proaches me  for  occafionally  carcffing  the  infa-s 

mous .    You  do  wrong,  fire ;  I  labour  only 

to  extirpate  it ;  and  I  have  been  rather  fucceff- 
ful,  among  the  worthy  part  of  mankind*  I  fhall 
foon  do  myfelf    the  honour  to    fend  you  a 

♦  The  king  of  Portugal  was  wounded  in  the  arm,  by  ttofo 
vijio  attempted  his  aflaifination.        T. 

(hort 
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fliart  piece  which  perhaps  may  be  found  to 
be  of  life. 

Believe  me,  fire,  I  was  formed  to  be  wholly 
yours.  I  am  afhamed  to  find  myfelf  more  happy 
than  you  are ;  for  I  live  among  philofo- 
phers,  and  you  are  only  furrounded  by  moft 
excellent  murderers  in  fliort-cut  coats.  Once 
more,  away  to  Sans-Souci !  But  what  is  to  be 
done  there  with  an  imagination  fo  infernally 
reftlefs  ?  Is  it  formed  for  retreat  ?  Oh,  yes  ! 
You  are  formed  for  all  things. 


IP   E    T    T    E    R        CCLXXV. 
Frwn  M.  de  Voltaire^ 

May,  1759.^ 

Situated  in  what  manner  you  will, 
it  is  very  certain  you  will  ever  remain  a  great 
man.  I  do  not  write  to  weary  your  majefty,  but 
to  confefs  myfelf,  on  condition  you  will  grant 
me  abfolution.  I  hayc  betrayed  you.  The 
faft  is  as  follows; 

You  wrote  a  letter  to  me,  partly  in  the  ftyle 
of  Marcus  Aurelius,  your  patron ;  and  panly 
in  that  of  Martial  and  Juvenal,  your  other 
patrons.  1  foon  (hewed  it  to  a  little  French 
coquette,  from  the  court  of  France,  who  came 
H  h  3  like 


47^  rOSTHUMOVS    worki. 

like  others  to  the  temple  of  Efcul^iuS)  at  Ge* 
neva,  that  flie  might  be  cured  by  the  great  Tron- 
chin  :  great  in  every  fenfe  of  the  word,  for  he  is 
fix  feet  high,  haadfome^  and  well  formed;  and, 
were  his  highnefs  prince  Ferdinand,  your  brother^ 
a  woman^  he  would  imitate  the  examples  that  are 
fet  him>  and  come  likewife  to  be  cured.  This 
little  coquette  isj  as  I  believe  I  have  informed 
your  majcfty,  the  very  intimate  friend  of  a  cer- 
tain duke  and  minifter.  She  has  much  wit^  and 
their  friend(hip  is  mutuaL  She  was  quite  en- 
raptured, kifled  your  letter,  and  would  have 
been  ftiU  more  ravenous,  had  you  been  there. 
Send  it  immediately  to  my  friend^  faid  (he,  who 
has  loved  you  from  his  childhood :  he  admires 
the  king  of  Prufiia,  nor  does  he  in  any  refpe& 
^think  like  the  reft  :  he  fees  things  as  they  are. 
He  is  a  true  knight ;  one  of  thofe  who  have 
wit  in  their  anger. 

The  lady  was  fo  perfaufive  that  I  copied  your 
letter,  very  civilly  retrenching  all  which  apper** 
tained  to  Martial  and  to  Juvenal,  and  very  faith- 
fully leaving  the  whole  of  Marcus  Aurelius ;  that 
is  to  fay,  all  your  profe.  Not  however  that  your 
Marcus  Aurelius  does  not  deal  us  many  a  fide- 
blow,  and  then  pretends  we  arc  ambidous.  Alas, 
fire,  we  are  very  fine  folks  indeed  to  talk  of  am- 
bition ! 

In 
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In  fine»  I  cannot  fprbear  to  fend  you  the  an- 
fwer  which  was  returned  me.  I  may  well  be  al- 
lowed to  betray  a  duke  and  a  peer^  after  having 
betrayed  a  king.  But  I  conjure  you  not  to  let 
this  be  known.  Endeavour^  fire,  to  decypher 
the  writing  :  it  is  poflible  to  poflefs  much  wit^ 
and  very  excellent  fentiments^  and  yet  to  write  a 
very  cat's  fcrawU    . 

There  was  formerly,  fire,  a  lion  and  a  moufe ; 
the  moufe  was  in  love  with  the  lion,  and  went  to 
pay  his  court  to  him :  the  lion  gave  him  a  little  pat 
with  his  claw,  and  the  moufe  ran  into  his  hole. 
Still  the  moufe  continued  to  love  the  lion;  and  one 
day,  feeing  a  net  that  was  fpread  to  endrap  and 
kill  the  lion,  he  gnawed  the  threads  afunder. 

The  moufe,  fire,  moft  fubmiffively  in  all  hu- 
mility kifles  your  royal  claws.  He  will  never  die 
with  a  capuchin  on  each  fide  of  him,  as  one 
of  the  maftifTs  of  St.  Malo  has  done  at  Bafil*. 
His  wifli  was  to  die  befide  his  lion.  Believe  me, 
the  moufe  was  more  affedionate  than  the  maftiff  • 

•  Maupeituii.       T, 
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From  the  King. 

Rcich-Henncrfdorfy  Jmit  lO)  1759^ 
Know  that,  unlefs  he  whom  you  wot 
of  (hould  return  to  earth  to  work  miracles, 
my  brother  will  never  travel  in  fearch  of  any 
man  :  he  dill  is,  God  be  thanked,  a  fufiiciently 
wealthy  lord  to  pay  a  Swifs  phyiician  for  his 
trouble,  and  his  journey.  Nor  arc  you  ignomnt 
that  the  Frederics^,  being  more  numerous  than 
the  Louifes'f',  are  more  potent  than  the  latter, 
among  phyficians.  Poets,  and  fometimes  even 
philofophers  themfelves,  occupied  as  they  are  in 
vain  fpeculations,  pay  but  little  auontion  to  the 
fcience  of  morality. 

Your  niece  has  given  vent  to  her  pompous 
zeal,  in  favour  of  her  nation.  She  has  burnt  my 
writings,  as  I  did  yours  at  Berlin,  and  as  yours 
have  been  burnt  in  France.  You  French  folks 
are  all  extravagant,  whpn  the  pre-eminence  of 
their  kingdom  is  called  in  queftion.  How  de- 
lighted are  they  to  pronounce  the  phrafe,  ^*  The 
"  king,  my  mafterl"  as  well  as  to  afFeft  the  ridi- 
cqlous  ftyle  of  the  antiquated  etiquette  of  am.baf* 

♦  tPoIdccsiHs.       T. 

fadors. 
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fidorS)  and  to  wrangle^  right  or  wrong,  for  kings 
who  do  not  do  them  the  honour  to  know  there 
are  fuch  people  in  exiftence.  It  is  really  a  pity 
that  your  niece  had  not  married  Matthew  Prior; 
they  would  have  produced  a  moft  excellent  race 
of  pditicians. 

For  my  part,  I  fpare  no  one  when  I  am  vexedj 
and,  in  my  anger,  I  bite  as  hard  as  I  am  able. 

According  to  all  appearance^  we  (hall  foon 
have  a  battle ;  and,  (hould  I  be  but  a  little  fa* 
voured  by  fortune,  the  fub-delegates  of  their 
imperial  majesties,  and  the  man  with  the  confe* 
crated  toka^,  (hall  be  well  baftinadoed;  after 
which,  how  great  will  the  confplation  of  laugh* 
ing  at  them  be ! 

Having  no  enemies  to  fight  with,  fgr  God's 
fake  do  not  you  laugh  at  any  one.  Remain 
pwceable  and  happy,  fince  you  have  no  perfecu- 
tors;  and  be  wife  enough  to  enjoy,  undifturbed, 
diat  tranquillity  which  you  have  obtained,  after 
having  been  in  fearch  of  it  thefe  fixty  years. 

Adieu. — ^I  wifh  you  health  and  peace.  Amen  1 

k  be  it. 

FREDERIC, 

P.  S.  Are  you  in  your  fenfes  ?  It  is  time,  at 
the  age  of  feventy,  that  you  (hould  learn  the 
(lyle  in  which  it  becomes  you  to  write  to  me. 

^  Or  cap.       T, 
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It  is  time  you  (hould  comprehend  that  thou^ 
there  are  liberties  in  which  men  of  letters  and  of 
wit  are  indulged^  there  alfo  are  intolerable  iox* 
pertinences.  Be  at  length  a  philofopher,  that 
ia  to  fay  rational.  May  heaven^  which  has 
endowed  you  with  fo  much  wit, .  endow  you 
with  an  equal  portion  of  judgment !  Should 
that  ever  happen,  you  would  be  the  firft  naan 
erf*  the  age,  and  perhaps  the  firft  the  world  ever 
iaw.    This  is  what  I  wifh  you.    So  be  it. 


LETTER     CCLXXVU. 

Fnm  tbi  King. 

Reich-Heaiierfdorf»  Jane  20»  I7;9« 
VV  ERE  thcfe  the  times  of  ancient  chi- 
valry, I  (hould  have  replied  that  you  lied  in  your 
throat,  for  publicly  affirmingi  wrote  to  you  to  de- 
fend my  hillory  of  Brandenburg,  againft  the  ab- 
furdities  that  have  been  faid  concerning  it,  by  an 
abbe  with  his  name  ending  in  ic  or  in  m.  I  care 
very  little  for  my  works  :  I  have  not  that  enthu- 
fiaftic  love  for  them  which  celebrated  authors 
Ihew  for  the  lead  work  which  drops  from  their 
pen,  I  will  not  fight  with  any  man,  either  in 
defence  of  my  profe  or  verfe  ^  and  critics  may 
cenfure  them  in  what  manner  they  pleafe,  without 
2  once 
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oncebreakbg  my  reft.  I  therefore  entreat  you 
woukl  not  be  too  wanii  in  fo  trifling  a  ^auTe, 
which  does  not  merit  that  you  Ihould  drav  your 
dagger  againft  my  literary  enemies. 

You  e:cckum  fo  loudly  for  peace^  that  it  would 
better  become  you  to  write,  with  that  noble 
impertinence  which  fits  fo  well  upon  you, 
againft  thofe  who  retard  its  conclufion ;  that  is, 
againft  all  who  are  feized  with  conTulfions  and 
the  delirium  of  war*  It  would  be  a  fingular  trait 
in  hiftory,  were  it  to  beiaidj  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  that  the  famous  Voltaire,  who  in  his  time 
wrote  fo  many  things  againft  bookfellers,  bigots, 
and  bad  tafte,  had  by  his  works  put  princes  to 
the  blufh,  for  the  war  which  they  made  on  each 
other ;  and  that  he  obliged  them  to  conclude 
peace,  the  conditionsof  which  he  himfelf  didated. 

Be  this  taik  yours,  and  you  will  ered  a  monu« 

ment  to  yourfclf,  which  time  will  never  deftroy. 

Virgil  accompanied  Maecenas  in  his  journey  to 

Brindufium,  where  Auguftus  concluded  a  peace 

with  Anthony ;  and  Voltaire  without  travelling, 

will  it  be  faid,  was  the  preceptor  of  kings,  as  he 

was  of  Europe.     I  could  wiQi  this  incident  might 

be  added  to  your  life,  and  that  I  might  very  foon 

have  to  congratulate  you  on  the  event. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC 
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LETTER       CCLXXVIIL 
Frtm  tbt  King, 

Rddi-Heaiicfiaor^  July  ft  i759« 
In  mQck*i7  why  do  you  require 
Of  me  to  quell  war's  raging  fire  ? 
For  peace  I  wifh,  which  I  adore : 
I  wifhy  but  what  can  I  do  more  ? 
Yomr  Gallic  king  and  emprefa-queeoi 
Your  Ruffiaa  of  detefted  mieo^ 
A  kaii|^ty  and  ambitious  trine, 
Whofe  fecrets  Tronchin  can  divine. 
On  ruin  only  can  agree  ; 
They're  neither  friends  of  peace  nor  mc« 
For  you,  enamour'd  as  you  are 
Of  peace,  and  thus  abhorring  war. 
The  fecond  Well-bdov*d»  difpofc 
To  rid  the  wodd  and  me  of  foes. 

To  him  you  muft  addrefs  yourfclf,  or  to  his 
Amboife  enfantanges^.  But  thefe  people  have  their 
heads  full  of  the  projeds  of  ambition  ;  they  are 
not  eafily  facisfied ;  they  infift  on  being  the  arbitra- 
tors of  kings,  and  this  is  what  thofe  who  hold  my 
opinion  will  never  fuffer.  I  am  as  dcfirous  of  peace 
as  you  could  wi(h,  but  I  defire  it  to  be  a  good, 
permaneint,  and  honourable  peac^.  Spcrates^  or 

*  Second  fum-wni.    The  duke  d^  Cl^oifeuL        T. 

f  Meaning  the  marchionefs  de  Pompadour.  ^9^fi  was 
ti^tnifter  qf  ftatf  under  Louis  XII. ;  i^id  enfontangti  fignifies  in 
topknots,  or  drefied  with  ribbands*        T. 

Plato, 
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Plato^  would  have  thought  like  me  ia*this>  had 
they  feen  themfelves  placed  on  that  accurfed 
point  in  which  I  am  ftationed  in  this  world* 

Can  you  imagine  there  is  any  pleafure  in  lead*' 
ing  this  dog's  life  ;  in  murdering  people  whom 
you  never  faw  before  ;  in  daily  lofing  acquamt-^ 
ances  and  friends  i  in  feeing  reputation  hourly 
expofed  to  the  caprice  of  chance;  in  paffing  all 
the  year  in  troubles  and  alarms,  and  in  continu- 
ally riiking  life  and  fortune  ? 

I  am  certainly  acquainted  with  the  value  of 
tranquillity^  the  fweets  of  fociety,  and  the  charms 
of  life ;  and  I  as  certainly  could  wi(h  to  be  as  happy 
as  any  man  whatever.  But^  though  all  chefe  good 
things  are  to  be  defired,  I  would  not  purchafe 
them  by  ads  of  itaeantlefs,  and  df  infamy.  Philo- 
fbphy  teaches  us  to  perform  our  duty,  and  faith- 
fully to  ferve  our  country^  at  the  price  of  our 
blood  and  our  peace,  and  to  devote  ourfelves  en* 
tirdy  to  thefe.    The  illuftrious  Zadig  met  with 
many  adventures,  which  were  not  to  his  tafte ; 
Candidus  did  the  fame  :  they  however  patiently 
fuffered  their  ills.    What  finer  example  can  be 
followed,  than  that  given  by  thefe  heroes. 

Take  my  word  for  it,  our  Ihort  Ikirts  arc  equal 
to  your  red  heels,  to  the  Hungarian  cloaks,  and 
to  the  green  coats  of  theRoxolanians.We  are  now 
at  the  heels  of  the  latter,  who  by  their  ibipidity 

afford 
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afford  us  fine  fport.  Tou  will  fee  I  (hall  extriotte 
my(cl£  from  the  difficulties  of  the  prefenc  ye^^ 
ud  (hail  free  my£elf  both  from  the  greens  and 
the  whites  *• 

The  Holy  Gboft  mufthave  backward  infpired 
the  creature  blefled  of  his  hoUatb,  who  appears 
to  have  much  of  lead  in  his  pofteriors.  I  (hall  the 
more  certainly  efcape  all  this  difgrace,  becaufe 
I  havcy  in  my  camp»  a  true  heroine,  a  maid  more 
brave  than  Joan  of  Arc«  This  divine  girl  was 
bora  in  the  center  of  Weftphalia,  and  in  the  vici- 
nity of  Hildeflieim.  I  have  moreover  a  fanatic^ 
who  was  born  I  know  not  where,  and  who  fwears, 
by  his  God  and  his  great  devil,  that  we  (hall 
hack  and  hew  down  all  our  opponents. 

Thus  then  do  I  reafon.  The  good  kmg 
Charles  drove  the  Englifh  out  of  France  by  the 
hdp  of  his  maid  :  it  is  therefore  evident  that,  by 
the  help  of  mine,  we  (hall  vanquish  the  three  ia^ 
dies  :  feu*  you  well  know  that,  in  Paradife,  the 
(aints  always  have  a  fly  fort  of  kindnefs  for  your 
fair  virgins.  To  all  this  I  add  that  Mahomet  had 
his  pigeon,  Sertorius  his  bind,  and  your  en- 
thuiiait  of  the  Cevennes  his  fat  Nicholas;  hence 
my  conclufion  is  that  my  maid,  and  my  pro- 
phet, are  at  leaft  equal  to  thefe. 

*  Tbe  coloun  of  the  RuiEan  aad  Auflxian  unlfonns.     T. 

Do 
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Dd  not  place  to  the  account  of  war  thofe  aa£^ 
fortunes  and  calamities  to  which  it  has  no  reiatita. 
TheabominableattemptofDamiens^andthecmci 
confpiracy  to  aflaffinatetbe  king  of  Portugal^  are 
crimes  committed  as  frequently  in  peace  as  in 
war :  they  are  the  refult  of  the  blind  fury  of  an 
abfurd  zeal.  In  defpite  of  philofophy  and  her 
fcfaoolsj  man  will  remain  the  moft  malignant  ani* 
mal  on  the  earth.  Superitition^  intereft^  revenge^ 
treachery^  and  ingratitude  will,  to  the  end  of 
time,  be  produdtive  of  tragical  and  fanguinary 
fcenes ;  becaufe  we  are  generally  governed  by 
our  paffions,  and  very  rarely  by  our  reafon. 
There  will  ever  be  wars,  law  fuits,  deva(lation5» 
earthquakes,  bankruptcies.  Of  fuch  are  the 
annals  of  this  world  compofed.^ 

Since  thefe  things  are,  my  creed  tells  me  it  is 
neceflary  that  things  fo  muft  be.  Matter  Panglofs 
will  explain  the  reaibn ;  but,  as  I  have  not  the 
honour  to  be  a  doftor,  I  confefs  my  ignorance* 
It  neverthelefs  appears  to  me  that,  had  the 
univerfe  been  made  by  a  beneficent  Being,  he 
would  have  rendered  us  more  happy  than  we 
are.  The  »gis  of  Zeno  only  can  prptcft  us 
againtt  calamity ;  the  garlands  of  Epicurus  muft 
crown  us  in  times  of  profperity. 

Labour  at  your  chcefe-prefs,  brew  your  beer, 
and  reap  your  corn,  without  difturbing  yourfelf 

whether 
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whether  the  next  year  will  be  plentiful  or  bari-eiii 
The  gentleman  of  the  well  Moved  has  pfomifed 
ine>  an  old  lion  though  he  be,  to  give  the  infamtM 
■  a  pat  in  the  face.  I  am  in  expedation  of  his 
book ;  and  in  the  mean  time  I  fend  you  an  Akakia^ 
againft  his  holinefs^  which  1  flatter  myfelf  will 
edify  your  beatitude. 

I  recommend  myfelf  to  the  mufe  of  the  ge- 
neral of  the  capuchins,  to  the  archited  of 
the  church  of  Ferney,  to  the  prior  of  the  nuns 
of  Saint  Sacrement,  and  to  the  mundane  glory 
of  the  pope  Rezzonico^  of  the  maid  Joan  of 
Arc,  &c.  &c. 

I  really  can  hold  no  ttiore.  t  would  as  foon 
converfe  with  the  count  o^Sabines,  the  chevalier 
of  Tufculum,  and  the  marquis  of  Andes.  Titles 
are  only  the  orniments  of  fools  ;  great  men  have 
no  need  of  fuch  baubles. 

Adieu.  Health  and  proTperity  to  th^  authoif 
of  the  Henriade;  the  moft  malicious  and  the 
moll  fcduftive  of  all  the  wits  that  have  been,  are, 
or  ever  (hall  be.     Vale. 

FREDERIC. 

*  The  tif le  given  by  Voltaire  to  the  fiitire  he  ^fttote  agaijftft 
Maupertuis.         T< 


LET- 


bORRKSPONSENCC*  481 

LETTER       CCLXXIX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 
SIHE,  Julyt  1759- 

Y  OU  ate  as  good  a  brother  as  you  are  a 
general :  but  it  is  not  poffible  for  Tronchin  to 
go  to  Schwedt,  to  vifit  tW  prince,  Ferdinand  ; 
he  has  feven  or  eight  perfons  from  Paris,  whom 
the  phyiicians  have  given  up,  who  have  caufed 
themfelves  to  be  tranfported  either  to  Geneva  or 
its  neighbourhood,  and  who  believe  they  fliall 
breathe  no  longer  than  ^hile  Tronchin  is  at  their 
'  elbow.  Your  majefty  will  imagine  that  I  do  not 
iamong  thefe  enumerate  my  poor  niece,  who  has 
been  languifhing  thefe  fix  years.  'TroHfchin 
like  wife  watches  over  the  health  of  the  royal 
children  of  France,  and  fends  his  opinion  from 
Geneva  twice  a  week.  He  cannot  leave  his  home, 
and  he  pretends  that  the  malady  of  prince  Ferdi- 
nand will  be  tedious.  It  may  happen  to  fuit  the 
patient  to  undertake  this  journey,  which  will 
likewifc  contribute  to  his-health,  by  caufing  him 
to  pafs  from  a  cold  to  a  temperate  climate.  If 
not,  the  bed  mode  will  be  to  inform  Tronchin, 
twice  a  \Meek,  of  theftate  of  his  health. 

How  could  you  imagine  it  was  pofliblel  (hoiild 
VOL,  VII.  I  i  fuffer 


r 


48Z  POSTHUMOUS     WORKS. 

fuffcr  acopy  to  be  taken  of  your  writing,  addreff- 
ed  to  the  prince  of  Brunfwic  i  It  certainly  con- 
tains beauties,  but  not  fuch  as  are  proper  to  ex- 
pofe  to  my  nation.  The  French  would  not  there 
find  themfelves  flattered ;  the  king  of  France  ftill 
lefs :  and  I  rcfpeft  all  parties  too  much  ever  to 
permit  that  to  tranfpire  which  would  but  conduce 
to  render  you  irreconcilable.  My  prayers  have 
continually  been  for  peace.  I  am  dill  in  polTeflioQ 
of  a  great  part  of  the  correfpojidence  of  the  mar- 
gravefs  of  Bareuth  with  cardinal  de  Tencin,  to  en- 
deavour to  procure  ablefling  fo  neceflary  to  a  great 
part  of  Europe*  I  was  the  depolitory  of  all  the 
attempts  made  to  obtain  fo  defirable  an  end.  I 
never  abufed  the  confidence  repofedinmcj  neither 
fhall  I  abufe  yours  refpeding  a  writing  which 
has  an  abfolutely  contrary  tendency;  of  this  be 
perfe&ly  affurcd.  My  unfortunate  niece,  who 
trembled  at  this  writing,  burnt  it;  and  there  is  no 
veftige  remaining  of  it,  except  in  my  memory, 
which  has  reuined  three  very  beautiful  ftanzas. 

I  am  bewildered,  when  you  tell  me  that  I  have 
fjud  fevere  things  to  you.  For  twenty  fucceffivc 
years  you  were  my  idol. 

This  I  proclaimed  to  earth,  to  heaven,  and  to 
*'  Gufman  himfelf.'* 

But  your  heroic  trade,  and  your  kingly  dig- 
nity, do  not  render  the  heart  exceedingly  alive  to 

feeling. 


feeling.  This  is  a  pity,  for  your  heart  was  made 
to  be  humane ;  and,  had  it  not  been  for  heroifm, 
and  a  throne,  you  had  been  the  moft  amiable  of 
mankind  in  private  fociety. 

My  letter  is  too  long^  if  ydu  arc  facing  the 
enemy;  and  too  fliort  if  you  are  alone,  in  the  bo- 
fom  of  philofophy,  which  is  of  much  greater 
worth  than  fameitfelf. 

Take  it  for  granted  that  1  am  ever  fooHfli 
enough  to  love  you,  and  juft  enough  to  admire 
you  i  be  open  to  candour,  and  receive  with  bounty 
the  profound  refpeft  of  the  Swifs 

VOLTAIRE. 


tm 
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From  the  King, 

Ring&rortnck,  July  iS,  1759^ 

Really  you  are  a  fingular  creature  ! 

When  I  am  defirous  to  fcold  you,  I  hear  two 

words  from  you,  and  reproach  expires  on  my 

lips. 

Such  18  thy  grace,  Voltaire,  thy  wit,  thine  cafe> 
So  well  thou  know'ft  the  wondrous  art  to  pleafc. 
What  though  thy  malice  makes  my  anger  rife. 
Thou  doft  but  faille,  and  lo  my  anger  diet ! 

I  i  a  Thus 
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Thus  do  you  treat  me.  With  refpefb  to  your 
niece,  it  is  to  me  indifferent  whether  (he  bum  or 
roaft  me.  Neither  imagine  that  1  am  fo  much 
alive  as  you  fuppofe  to  what  your  bifhops  in  ic  or 
in  ac  may  fay  of  me.  Mine  is  tlie  fate  of  all  a<5kors 
who  play  in  public  5  they  are  &voured  by  (bme, 
and  fpoken  ill  of  by  others.  It  is  neceflary  to  be 
prepared  for  fatire^  calumny,  and  a  multitude 
of  wifehoods  which  are  rumoured  refpeding  us; 
but  thefe  things  do  not  in  the  leaft  difturb  my 
tranquillity.  I  purfue  my  road,  do  nothing  con- 
trary to  the  voice  of  confcience,  and  care  very^lit- 
tlefor  the  manner  in  which  my  adions  are  painted, 
in  the  brains  of  unfeathered  bipeds,  that  very 
often  have  very  little  thought. 

Since  you  are  fo  good  a  Pruffian  (for  which 
I  /congratulate  myfelf  )  I  think  it  right  to  inform 
you  of  what  is  paffing  here. 

The  man  with  the  toka,  and  the  papal  fword, 
is  ftationed  on  the  confines  of  Saxony  and  Bohe« 
mia.  I  have  feated  myfelf  oppofite  him,  inapofi- 
tion  that,  in  every  fenfe  of  the  word,  is  advanta- 
geous. The  game  at  chefs  is  in  that  ftate  which  is 
preparatory  to  checkmate.  You,whoarefo  good 
a  player,  know  that  every  thing  depends  on  the 
arrangement  of  the  tables;  I  cannot  tell  you  what 
will  be  the  refvilt.  The  Ruffians  are  fpell-bound : 
Dohna  has  not  faid  Sunftandjlill^  like  JoQiua 

of 
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of  defunft  memory ;  but  Bear  ftand  ftilly  and  the 
bear  ftood. 

So  much  for  your  military  inftruAions.  I  now 
come  to  the  end  of  your  letter. 
I  I  well  know  that  I  idolized  you,  while  I  nei- 
ther fuppofed  you  artful  nor  malignant;  but  you 
have  played  me  tricks  of  fo  many  kinds— —Let 
us  drop  the  fubjeft,  I  have  pardoned  you  all, 
with  a  chriftian  heart.  You  certainly  have  done 
me  more  good  than  harm.  Your  works  give  me 
the  more  pleafure,  becaufe  I  am  callous  to  your 
fcratches.  Had  you  no  defedls,  you  would  too 
toiuch  humble  the  human  race;  and  the  whole 
world  would  with  reafon  be  jealous,  and  envious 
of  yoiar  advantages. 

At  prefent  it  is  faid  — **  Voltaire  is  the  finefl: 
^  genius  all  the  ages  of  the  world  have  produced; 
**  but  I  however  am  better-tempered,  more 
*^  mild,  calm,  and  fociable  than  he  is." — And 
thus  do  the  vulgar  confole  themfelves.. 

I  fpeak  to  you  like  your  confeflbr.  Be  not 
angry^  but  rather  endeavour  to  add  to  your 
other  great  qualities  thofe  (hades  of  perfeftion 
which  I  wifli,  with  all  my  heart,  I  could  admire 
in  you. 

We  are  told  you  are  making   Socrates  the 

hero  of  a  tragedy,  which  I  fcarcely  can  believe. 

^hich  way  can  women  have  any  part  in  fuch  a 

J  i  3  piece. 
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piece,  in  which  love  could  be  nothing  better 
than  a  cold  epifode  ?  The  fubje(fk  can  afford 
nothing  but  a  beautiful  fifth  aft,  the  Phedon  of 
Plato  one  fine  fcene,  and  there  it  ends. 

I  am  corrected  of  ccnain  prejudices,  and  avow 
that  I  do  not  think  love  mifplaced  in  tragedy ;  as 
in  the  Due  de  Foix,  Zaire,  and  Jlzire,  Say  what 
we  will,  I  never  can  read  Berenice  without 
fliedding  tears.  You  may  tell  me  perhaps  that 
my  tears  are  mifplaced  :  think  fo  if  you  pleafe; 
but  you  will  never  perfuade  me  that  a  piecQ 
which  moves,  which  affeds  me>is  bad. 

A  multitude  of  affairs  pour  in  upon  me.  Live 
in  peace  ;  and,  if  you  have' no  other  difturbance 
of  mind  than  that  arifing  from  my  refentment, 
your  bevt  may  be  pcrfcftly  at  its  eafe*     Fale. 

FREDERIC, 


LETTER      CCLXXXI. 
From  M.  de  Veltdir^. 

Yo  U  're  not  the  madman's  foi^,  at  Rheimt  crft  crown'd, 

Py  Englifti  Henry  afterward  dethron'd  \ 

You  court  no  beauteous  Agnes,  chafte  and  iage| 

Who  firft  a  friar  lov'd,  and  next  a  page } 

Of  Deni«»  or  of  Joan^  great  fainc,  and  maid 

WH^  afs  profane,  you  a(k  no  bc^v'nly  aid. 

The 
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The  Denis  of  our  day,  the  hero  bold. 

Who  faints,  and  Joans  of  Arc,  and  warriors  old. 

In  deeds  of  mighty  prowefs  doth  furpafs, 

I  know  him  well ;  nay  more,  I  know  the  afs. 

March  for  Vienna ;  there  the  maid  you'll  find  : 

For  there,  oh  rare !  fits  Chaftity  enlhrin'd ! 

March,  without  kt  or  hindrance ;  there  you'll  view 

Heroes,  perhaps,  and  virgins  not  a  few : 

March  till  you've  conquer'd  kingdoms,  friends,  and  foes; 

And  then  march  back,  and  fweetly  tafie  repofa. 

Your  verfes  arc  charming ;  and,  (hould  your 
majefty  have  beaten  your  enemies,  they  will  be 
ftill  better.  As  for  your  papal  Akakia,  I  think 
it  very  artful,  and  fo  drawn  up  as  that  three  fourths 
of  the  proteftants  will  believe  it  to  be  true.  It  con- 
tains matter  to  make  your  acute-fcented  politicians 
laugh,  and  to  induce  fools  to  confeflion.  I  expeft 
fome  edifying  pieces,  which  a  fage  who  is  one  of 
my  friends  is  to  fend  me  from  the  eaft  ;  thefe  I 
{hall  remit  to  your  majefty.  But  I  am  afraid  you 
want  leifure,  at  the  clofe  of  the  campaign  ;  and 
tloat  you  are  fo  occupied  in  cudgelling  the  Aba* 
rians,  Bulgarians,  Roxol^nians,  Scythians,  and 
the  Maffagetae,  that  you  have  not  time  to  apply 
.yourfelf  tophilofophy,  and  to  thedeftrudion  of  the 
infamous •  I  taj^e  the  liberty  dying  to  recom- 
mend, by  will,  thisi»/ifw^«/— to  your  majefty. 
She  is  more  your  enemy  than  you  believe.  Her 
virgin  and  her  &natic  are  indeed  fomething : 
I  i  4  but 


48S  FOfttRV^MOVt     WORKS. 

but  this  virgin  and  this  hnatit  will  not  rcfonn 
the  weft;  whereas  Frederic  was  born  to  en- 
lighten the  world.  Of  diis  I  (hall  do  myfelf 
the  honour  fpcak  more  hereafter. 


LETTER        CCLXXXII. 
From  the  King. 

September  22,  I759« 

JL  HE  duchefs  of  Saxc-Goiha.  has  fent  me 
your  letter,  &c.  As  I  have  lately  been  ftraagely 
buffeted  by  fortune,  all  correfpondencc  has  been 
interdi'fted.  I  have  not  received  your  packet 
of  the  29th ;  and  it  is  even  with  great  diffi- 
culty that  I  fend  you  this  letter,  which  perhaps 
will  not  have  the  good  fortune  to  come  to 
hand. 

My  (ituation  is  not  fo  defperate  as  my  enemies 
report ;  I  fhall  ftill  finifli  my  campaign  well :  my 
courage  does  not  fail  me.  But  I  perceive  peace 
is  upon  the  tapis  :  I  cannot  fay  any  thing  pofi- 
tive  on  the  fubjeft,  except  that  I  feel  I  have 
honour  enough  for  ten  men  ;  and  that,  let  what 
misfortune  will  come,  I  am  incapable  of  any 
action  which  fhould,  in  the  leaft,  wound  fo 
tender  and  fo  delicate  a  feeling,  in  4  man  who 

think^ 
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thinks  like  an  ancient  knight :  though  honour 
is  but  of  fmall  eftimation  among  thofe  infamous 
politicians  who  think  like  tradefmen. 

I  know  nothing  of  what  you  wifli  mc  to  un-" 
derftand  ;  but,  with  refpeft  to  peace,  the  follow- 
ing are  two  conditions  from  which  I  will  never 
depart,  Firft,  that  it  (hall  be  made  in  conjunc- 
tion with  my  faithful  allies ;  and,  fccondly,  that 
it  (hall  be  honourable  and  glorious.  Thus  you 
fee  I  have  nothing  left  but  my  honour,  v^hich  I 
will  preferve  at  the  price  of  my  blood. 

If  peace  be  wilhcd,  let  them  propofe  nothing 
to  me  which  can  be  repugnant  to  the  delicacy 
of  my  fentiments.  I  am  in  the  very  convulfion 
of  Qiilitary  operations.  I  am  like  gamefters  in 
misfortune,  who  are  obftinate  in  oppofing  ill 
fudcefs.  I  have  forced  the  return  of  fortune^ 
who  is  a  fickle  dame,  more  thaii  once.  I  am 
oppofed  by  fuch  blockheads  that  I  mqft  neceC* 
farily  gain  fome  advantage  over  them  :  but,  let- 
what  will  be  the  good  pleafure  of  his  facred  ma« 
jefty  Chance,  concerning  this  I  trouble  myfelf  but 
little.  Thus  far  my  confcience  does  not  reproach 
me  for  any  of  the  misfortunes  which  have  hap- 
pened. The  battle  of  Minden,  that  of  Cadiz^ 
and  the  lofs  of  Canada,  are  powerful  arguments 
to  reftorc  the  French  to  reafon ;  with  which, 
dofed^as  fhe  is  by  Auftrian  hellebore,  fhe  has 

quarrelled. 
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quarrelled.  There  is  nothing  I  fo  much  wi(h  tt 
peacej  provided  it  be  not  difgraceful.  After 
having  fuccefsfully  combated  againft  all  £u- 
rope)  it  would  be  (hameful  for  me  to  lofe^  by  a 
fiogle  dafh  of  the  pen^  what  I  have  maintained 
by  the  fword. 

Such  are  my  thoughts.  You  do  not  find  me 
in  rofe  water ;  but  Henry  IV.  Louis  XIV.  and 
my  very  enemies  themfelves^  were  and  are  no 
better  than  myfelf.  Were  I  a  private  man,  I 
(hould  yield  for  the  love  of  peace ;  but  we 
ought  to  catch  the  fpirit  of  our  rank.  I  can  fay 
no  more  at  prefent.  In  three  or  four  weeks,  the 
means  of  communication  will  be  more  open,  &c. 

FREDERIC. 


.LETTER      CCLXXXIII, 
From  the  King. 

The  camp  near  Wilfdnif, 
November  17,  1759. 

Many  thanks  for  the  tragedy  of  So- 
crates, which  ought  to  confound  that  abfurd 
fanaticifm  which  is  the  prefent  prevailing  vice 
in  France;  and  which,  unable  to  dxercife  its 

ambitious 


CO&EtSFOKDEMCE,  491 

ambitious  fury  on  politica]  fubjefts,  fixes  upon 
books^  and  on  the  apoftolic  preachers  of  good 

The  death  of  Socrates,  pomlray*d  by  you, 
ShuddMng  the  (hatM  and  mitred  herd  (hall  vievf, 
Lo  !  how  fiinaticsfoa^  !  In  wrath  they  rife^ 
And  Reafon  baniih  to  her  native  flciei ! 
To  wreak  your  vengeance,  and  the  truth  to  urge^ 
Athenian  backs  you  borrow,  while  you  fcourge^ 
The  wretches  feel  the  rod,  and  clamours  coin ; 
With  bigot  priefls  the  bigot  lawyers  join ; 
In  grief  they  join,  and  mutually  deplore 
That  fire  and  hemloc  times  are  now  no  more ! 
Yet,  loath  of  infidel  to  lofe  controul. 
Though  not  his  body,  ftill  they  bum  h^  foul ; 
For  doflors  hold  it  cannot  be  denied 
That  fouls  the  better  are  the  more  they^re  fned  | 
And,  while  men  grant  but  this,  the  good  Sorbonn^ 
Rejoice  to  think  they're  yet  not  quite  undone  t 
Their  choiceft  fiiggots,  from  their  choiceft  ftore^ 
Alert  they  cftO,  and  bid  the  flames  devour 
The  man,  blafphemous,  whofe  enlightened  page 
Laughs  at  their  fables,  and  illftni6^s  our  age. 
Mock'ry  they  hale ;  for  who  e'er  faw  the  fool 
Who  (hook  not  at  the  rod  of  ridicule  f 
Hini  would  they  gbdly  bum  who  mocks  them  mod  ; 
But,  him  not  having  caught,  his  works  they  roaft* 

X 

On  this  I  condole  with  you.  However,  all 
things  well  confidercd,  it  were  better  that  the 
book  (hould  b(p  bgrnt  than  the  man.  You  ought 
to  be  well  perfuaded  I  do  not  join  thefe  people. 

You 


K 
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You  complain  that  I  aflault  you ;  if  fo,  it  is  un« 
known  to  myfelf,  or  at  lead  unintentional.  Be 
kind  enough  to  rccoUeft  that  I  am  furrounded 
by  enemies^  and  prefled  on  all  (ides  :  one  goads 
me,  apother  gives  me  a  cuff,  a  third  infults  me; 
and,  in  fine,  patience  is  exhaufted  :  an  inftinft 
of  feeling  too  fuddenly  rifes  fuperior  to  the 
voice  of  reafon ;  irritated  wrath  flames  forth, 
^nd  in  certain  riioments  I  am  like— 

The  foaming  boar,  that  daring' turns  to  face 
The  furious  efforts  of  the  yelping  race ; 
And  oft  his  tofhes  on  the  writhing  hound 
Inflids  the  pang,  and  deals  the  deadly  wound* 
But,  unappall'd  by  death,  the  raging  pack, 
On  ev*ry  fide,  redouble  their  attack : 
The  raging  pack  he  meets,  he  toffes,  turns. 
Tramples,  and  rei^d^ ;  with  fell  revenge  he  bums  ; 
T^heir  fangs  he  feels  ;  jblo  refpite  can  he  find ; 
The  fierce  in  front,  the  cowardly  behind ; 
Ti^  mad  with  pain,  and  headlong  in  his  ire. 
Upon  the  fpcar  he  plunges,  there  t*  expire* 

Like  as  this  huQted  beaf^  while  each  annoys. 
The  bloodhound  mifles  and  jthe  lamb  deftnoyt ; 
So  doth  th'  ill-fated  warrior  oft  miftake. 
And,  when  he  would  his  third  of  vengeance  flake, 
To  pity  deaf,  blind  to  the  blood  that 's  fpilt. 
Makes  Innocence  divide  the  dues  of  Guilt ! 
The  fage  his  error  views,  and  viewing  fighs. 
The  fcenc  deplqrcs,  and  fpccchlefs  turns  and  flies, 

Suffqr 
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Suffer  mc  therefore  to  bite  the  bridle,  while 
this  painful  campaign  (hall  continue,  and  wait 
till  a  ferene  Iky  fliall  fucceed  to  fo  many  clouds 
and  ftorms.  Your  vivid  imagination  leads  me 
to  Vienna,  where  you  introduce  me  to  the  (hrinc 
of  Chaftity ;  but  know,  I  have  learnt  from  ex- 
perience what  it  is  to  approach  malicious  wo- 
m^n. 

Mature  in  age^  can  you  fuppofe 
Love's  flame  within  my  bofom  glows  ? 
When  warm  defires  have  ta'en  their  flight. 
In  Venus'  wars  can  man  delight  ? 
Voluptuous  thoughts  and  warm  defines, 
"With  Cupid's  flights  and  Cupid's  fir^s. 
The  days  are  many  ilnce  I  knew ; 
I  own  'tis  pijy,  but  'tis  true. 
Virginity,  thy  tender  flow'r. 
Thy  wiles,  oh  woman,  and  thy  pow'r, 
In  vain  may  bloom,  in  vain  are  fpent 
On  filver  locks,  and  body  bent. 
One  of  the  council  of  the  chafte 
Perforce  am  I,  and  not  per  tape  : 
Yovirgoodmtn  do  but  little  win. 
If  good  becaufe  they  cannot  fin. 

During  the  whole  campaign  I  have  had  no 
beatific  vifion,  in  tbejiyle  of  that  ofMoJes  *  ;  the 
barbarous  Coflacs  and  Tartars,  in  every  fenfc 

*  Dans  le  gout  de  celle  Je  MCife  are  words  not  inferted  in  the 
Berlin  edition.        T« 

I  an 
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an  infamous  race,  unfortunatciy  have  refufcd 
to  (hew  us  their  iack  farts :  but  they  have 
burnt  and  ravaged .  countries^  and  committed 
aAs  the  moft  inhumanly  atrocious ;  and  this  is 
all  I  know  of  them*  Profpefts  fo  gloomy  da 
not  put  me  into  a  good  humour* 

Inconftant  Fortune,  vain,  and  proud 
Of  being  courted  by  the  crowd. 
More  various  than  the  trying  mndf 
No  arm  has  ftrength  enough  to  bind* 
We  muft  not  always  hope  t'  oppofe 
Succefsfully  fuch  Iwarms  of  foes* 
Chance  fometimes  doth  the  yidor  crown ; 
But  Chance  can  fmile  and  Chance  can  irowil. 
Of  this  do  you  want  proof  and  iample  i 
Here  lo  I  ftand,  a  niark'd  example* 

However,  t2\e  hero,  lan£Ufied 

By  Antichrift,  of  Ronie  the  pride. 

The  niodem  Fafaius^  laugh  who  will. 

Much  more  difposM  to  (ave  than  kiU^ 

Afraid  left  holy  fword  and  cap 

Might  chance  to  meet  with  fosie  miihap^ 

Retreats :  obferve,  I  do  not  (ay    - 

The  modem  Fabius  runs  away. 

But  (hould  he,  by  God's  faving  gtace^ 

Shew  what  no  language  calls  his  face. 

Which  marches,  hitherto  by  night. 

Have  carefully  conceal'd  from  dghtf 

Then  will  a  certain  Gallic  duke^ 

Right  vain  of  heart  and  proud  of  look^ 

With  Neptune's  trident  arm'd,  appeaftf 

The  Aorm,  if  fo  his  grace  (haU  pleafe  9 

An^ 
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And  pleafc  he  wST,  or  men  will  add 
They  doubt  his  grace  is  rather  mad. 
Foi^France  this  nobk  duke  (hall  pkad^ 
And  thus  her  recantation  read — 

"  Our  heroes — ^Wherc?-— Our  money  i  None— 
**  Canada  loft!— Our  credit  gone !— * 
'<  Ceafe,  oh  fons  of  Albion,  ceafe ! 
••  Oh  fons  of  Albion  grant  us  peace  I'* 

The  French,  I  grant,  have  words  at  will ; 
They  all  know  how  to  gild  the  pill ; 
And,  therefore,  what  he  has  to  fay 
In  Words  more  fpecious  he'll  conyey ;  *"  ^: 

But  me  a  fland'rous  afs  proclaim. 
Should  not  their  fenfe  be  juft  the  (ame. 

When  this  good  news  (hall  (ce  the  Ught; 
From  fields  of  blood  I'll  take  my  flight ; 
The  cafque  and  helmet  I'll  reje£l, 
Philofophy  no  more  Qegle6l, 
But  all  her  foothing  lefFons  greet. 
And  feek  content  in  calm  retreat. 

This  calm  retreat,  by  which  I  mean  Sans- 
Souci,  I  (hall  think  equal«to  the  Delias.  I  fhall 
imagine  I  there  live  free  from  the  agitation  of 
courts,  and  (hall  occa(ionally  be  alone. 

Enjoy  your  hermitage  :  difturb  not  the  a(he8 
of  thofe  who  reft  in  the  grave,  and  let  death 
fet  limits  to  your  unjuft  hatred.  Recoiled  that 
kings,  after,  long  warfare,  at  length  make  peace. 
Muft  your  war  be  eternal  ?  I  imagine  you,  like 
Orpheus,  would  be  capable  of  defcending  to  hell, 
6  not 
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not  to  move  the  heart  of  Pluto,  not  to  bring  back 

the  beauteous  Emily^  but  to  purfue^  in  this  abode 

of  pain,  an  enemy  ^hom  ydur  rancour  did  but 

too  much  perfecute  in  this  world  *.    For  my 

fake  renouhce  your  vengeance;   or  father  facri- 

fice  it  to  your  own  reputation,  that  the  grcateft 

genius  may  be  the  riioft  generous  of  the  fons 

<if  France.    Duty  and  virtue  fpeak  with  my  lips : 

be  not  deaf  to  their  difcourfe ;  but  perform  an 

a^on  worthy  of  the  fine  maxims  which  you 

retail,  with  fo  much  elegance  and  force,  in  }'Our 

i^orks. 

We  approach  the  end  of  our  camp^gn, 

which  will  be  good.     I  will  write  to  you,  in 

about   eight  days,  from  Drefden^  with  more 

tranquillity  and  connj^xioh  than  I  do  at  pre- 

fent. 

Adieu.  Negociate,  labour,  enjoy,  and  write  in 

peace.    May  the  God  of  philofophcrs,  by  in- 

fpiring  you  with  more  gentle  fentiments,  pre- 

fcrve  you  as  the  oracle  of  reafon  and  of  truth ! 

FREDERIC. 

*  Maupeituisy  who  had  lately  died  at  Bafil« 


LET. 
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L     E    T    T    E   R     CCLXXXIV. 

From  the  King. 

Wilfdnif,  November  19,  1759. 

I  HAVE  juft  received  the  letter  of  the 
moufe,  or  of  the  afpic,  dated  the  6th  of  No- 
vember, as  I  am  about  to  clofe  the  campaign. 
The  Auftrians  are  retiring  into  Bohemia ;  whercj 
by  way  of  reprifal  for  the  conflagrations  made 
*  by  them  in  my  provinces,  1  have  burnt  two  of 
their  grand  magazines.  I  render  the  retreat  of 
the  fandified  hero  as  difficult  as  poffible ;  and  I 
hope  he  will  meet  with  fomc  mifhaps  yet,  within 
thefe  few  days.  From  the  declaration  delivered 
in  at  the  Hague,  you  will  perceive  how  far  the 
king  df  England  and  I  are  inclined  to  peace. 
This  public  proceeding  will  open  the  eyes  of  the 
world,  and  diftinguilh  the  firebrands  of  Europe 
from  thofe  who  love  humanity,  tranquillity,  and 
peace.  The  door  is  open ;  all  who  pleafe  may 
come  and  fpeak.  It  is  at  the  option  of  France 
to  explain  hcrfelf.  The  French  are  naturally 
eloquent :  we  (hall  liftcn  with  admiration  to 
what  they  have  to  fay;  and  anfwer,  in  our  vile 
jargon,  to  the  beft  of  our  power.  The  chief 
point  will  be  the  fincerity  of  the  parties.  I  am 
VOL.  VII.  K  k  perfuaded 
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perfuaded  that  means  of  accommodation  may  be 
found.  A  fage  and  moderate  miniftcr  is  at  the 
head  of  affairs  in  England.  Chimerical  plans 
muft  be  banifhed,  on  all  fides  j  and  reafon,  ra» 
ther  than  the  extravagance  of  imagination,  muft 
)bc  confulted.  For  my  part,  I  (hall  follow  the 
example  of  the  gentle  Saviour,  who,  the  firft 
time  he  went  to  the  temple,  was  fatisfied  with 
liftening  to  the  Scribes  and  Pharifees. 

Do  not  fuppofc  that^  the  EngliQi  confide  all 
their  fecrets  to  me ;  they  are  in  no  haftc  for 
peace ;  their  trade  does  not  fuffer ;  their  affairs 
profper,  and  the  kingdom  wants  neither  refourccs 
nor  credit.  The  war  I  make  is  more  feverc, 
from  the  multitude  of  enemies  that  attack  me^ 
and  the  heavy  burthen  I  bear.  I  notwithftand- 
ing  always  return  a  proper  anfwcr,  fome  time 
before  the  end  of  the  campaign ;  though  it  may 
be  impoffible,  on  all  occafions,  to  do  as  much. 
I  am  on  the  point  of  conciliation  with  the  Ruf- 
fians ;  thus  I  (hall  next  year  only  have  to  face 
the  queen  of  Hungary,  the  fcurvy  fcoundrels*  of 
the  Holy  Empire,  and  the  robbers  of  Lapland, 
Our  proceedings  have  been  diftated  by  feeling, 
by  a  fcntiment  of  humanity,  defirous  to  ftop  the 
torrent  of  blood  which  inundates  almoft  all  our 
temifphere,  and  which  would  put  an  end  to 

*  Lcs  malanjrinu 

i)  maifacres^ 


t)idiracres>  barbarities,  fire,  fword,  and  all  did 
abominations  committed  by  men  whom  thd 
wretched  habit  oC  bathing  their  hinds  in  blood 
daily  renders  more  ferocious.  Should  the  war 
be  protraded  but  a  little,  Europe  will  again  de* 
cline  into  the  darknefs  of  ignorance,  and  men 
will  become  wild  beafts# 

It  is  time  thefe  horrors  Ihould  end :  all  our 
difaflers  are  the  confequence  of  the  ambition  of 
Audria  and  France.  Let  thefe  nations  prefcribe 
limits  to  their  vaft  projedts ;  and,  if  reafon  be 
inefiedtual,  let  their  exhaufted  finances,  and  the 
wretched  flate  of  their  afiairs,  render  them  pru-» 
dent!  Let  them  blufli  to  learn  thatHeaven^ 
which  fuftains  the  feeble  againfl  the  mighty,  has 
granted  the  former  moderation  enough  not  to 
ab'ufe  their  good  fortune,  but  to  offer  peace. 

This  is  all  which  a  poor,  fatigued,  harafled^ 
lame,  rickety,  fcratched  and  clawed  lion  has  to 
tell  y6u.  I  have  many  affairs  on  hand,  and  cannot 
write  to  you  at  my  eafe  till  I  (hall  arrive  at  Dref* 
den.  The  projed  of  making  peace  is  that  of  ren- 
dering men  rational  who  are  accuftomed  to  be 
abfolute,  and  who  are  obitinate  and  headfl:rong« 
Do  you  accomplifii  this,  and  I  will  congratulate 
you,  and  congratulate  myfelf  ftill  more.  Adieu 
to  the  moufe,  who  has  dreams  (6  excellent  that 
they  might  be  taken  for  infpiration.  May  he, 
Kkz  in 
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in  his  hole,   enjoy  eafe,  tranquillity,  and  that 

peace  which  he  is  in  pofTeffion  of,  and  for  which 

we  hope  !  So  be  it. 

FREDERIC. 

N.  B.  You  know  that  the  interpreters  and 
commentators  of  fcripture  hold  various  opi- 
nions, on  the  meaning  of  certain  paflages.  Ac- 
cording to  the  reverend  father  Dionyfius-Hor- 
tella,  when  Cxfar  (hall  be  king  of  the  Jews, 
himfelf  a  Jew,  and  when  he  (hall  be  duke  of 
Lorraine,  the  Turks  and  the  French  (hall  then 
render  to  Caefar  that  which  is  Csefar's.  He  adds 
that  fuch  an  example  will  encourage  all  the 
petty  princes  of  Europe  to  imitate  the  reftitution. 
What  is  your  opinion?  This  learned  dodpr 
does  not  feem  to  reafbn  much  amifs. 


LETTER      CCLXXXV. 
Frgm  the  King. 

Friedbei^,  February  %4«  1760. 
How  frcfli  the  wreaths  of  blooming  bays. 
That  daOy  crown  your  wondrous  lays ! 
The  Mufes  favours  are  your  own  ; 
Their  genial  lover  are  you  known. 
The  lyre,  the  mafk,  the  fock,  the  ftory 
Of  fools  and  heroesi  fwell  your  glory. 

Yet 
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Yet  aH  thefe  mighty  works,  which  Fame 
And  Mcm*ry'8  daughters  fondly  claim, 
Imperfcft  are,  till  they  bequeath 
Of  laurel  yet  one  other  wreath : 
'Tis  theirs,  or  yours,  this  bleft  increafe ; 
'Tis  theirs,  or  yours,  to  give  us  peace! 
By  this  great  deed  augment  the  mafs. 
And  thus  (hall  you  yourfelf  furpafs. 

Sach  are  my  thoughts ;  fuch  are  the  thoughts 
of  all  Europe.  Virgil  has  written  poetry  as  beau- 
tiful as  yours ;  but  he  never  ^concluded  a  peace. 
This  will  be  an  advantage  obtained  by  you  over 
all  your  brethren  of  Pamaflus,  fliould  you  be 
fuccefsfuL 

I  know  not  who  has  betrayed  me^  and  has 
thought  proper  to  publifli  rhapfodies  which  were 
only  meant  for  my  private  amufement^  and  never 
intended  for  the  world's  perufal.  But  I  am  fo 
accuftomed  to  treachery»  ill  treatment,  and  per- 
fidious adts,  that  I  fliould  be  very  happy  were  all 
the  evil  which  has  been  done  me,  and  which 
others  are  projeding  to  do  me,  confined  to 
the  clandefline  edition  of  thefe  poems.  You 
better  know  than  I  can  fay,  how  much  thofe 
who  write  for  the  public  ought  to  rcfpeft  the 
tafte,  and  even  the  prejudices,  of  this  public. 
Hence  have  originated  the  fliades  of  difference 
obfervable  between  authors,  according  to  the 
a^es  in  which  they  lived  and  wrote ;  and  this  is 
K  k  3  the 
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the  rcafon  why  merij  who  were  even  fuperior  to 
their  age,  have  been  fubjedled  to  the  yoke  of 
fafhion.  It  was  my  intention  to  have  been  a 
poet  incognito  i  but  I  am  brought  before  the 
public  in  my  own  defpite,  where  I  (hall  adt  a 
very  filly  part,  But^  what  matter  ?  I  will  not 
die  in  their  debt. 

You  mention  circumftances  of  an  afiair  which 
never  reached  my  ear.  I  know  that  you  were 
obliged,  at  Frankfort,  to  give  up  my  poems,  and 
fome  baubles ;  but  I  neither  knew  nor  intended 
that  your  effeds,  and  your  money,  (hould  be 
touched.  This  being  fo,  you  have  a  right  to 
tnake  your  claim,  which  I  fhall  highly  approve; 
and  Schmit  muft  not  expcft  any  protefikion  from 
me,  on  this  fubjeft. 

I  know  not  who  this  Bredo  is,  of  whom  you 
fpeak.  He  has  told  you  truth.  The  fword  and 
death  have  made  dreadful  ravages  among  us ! 
And,  what  is  worfe,  we  are  not  yet  at  the  end  of 
the  tragedy.  You  may  eafily  imagine  the  effeft 
which  fhocks  fo  cruel  have  produced  on  me.  I 
am  obliged  to  wrap  myfelf  up  in  my  ftoicifm  as 
well  as  I  can.  Flelh  and  blood  often  revolts 
againft  this  tyrannical  empire  of  reafon,  but  they 
pxc  obliged  to  yield.  Were  you  to  fee  me,  you 
would  fcarcely  know  me.  I  am  old,  decrepit, 
^yoi}J4?d,  4nd  grey-headed.    I  lofe  my  teedi, 

and 
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and  my  chcerfulneft.  Should  things  continue 
a&  they  are>  all  that  will  reniain  of  me  will  be 
the  mania  of  writing  poetry,  with  an  inviolable 
attachment  to  my  duty>  and  to  the  few  virtuous 
men  with  whom  I  am  acquainted.  The  race  I 
run  is  difficulty  and  ftrewed  with  brambles  and 
thorns.  I  have  felt  every  kind  of  woe  which 
can  afflift  humanity^  and  often  have  repeated 
the  beautiful  lines — 

Heureux  qui  rettri  dans  k  temple  detfages^  &r«  * 

Numerous  works  have  appeared  here,  which 
are  attributed  to  you :  the  Solomon^  which  you 
had  the  malignity  to  have  burnt  by  the  parlia- 
ment ;  a  com?dy,  Lafemme  qui  a  raifon  ^f- ;  and 
likewife  a  Funeral  Oration  on  Friar  Berthi'er.  I 
have  no  return  to  nuike  to  ^U.thefe  pieces,,  ex- 
cept thofe  which  I  fend  you,  and  by  which  they 
certainly  are  not  equalled.  But  I  make  every 
kind  of  war  on  my  enemies :  the  more  they  per- 
fecute  me,  the  more  work  dorl  cutout  for  them ; 
and,  Qiould  I  perilh,  it  fhall  be  under  heaps  of 
their  libels,  and  among  fplintered  arms  on  the 
field  of  battle.  1  give  you  my  word  I  will 
travel  in  good  company  to  that  country  in  which 
your  name  is  unknown,  and  where  Boyer  and 
Turenne  are  equals. 

*  Happy  he  who  retired  in  the  tempk  of  the  &ge8,  to* 
+  The  wife  in  the  right. 

Kk4  lih^ 
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I  (hall  be  very  glad  to  receive  you.  I  wUh  you 
every  happinefs ;  but  \vhere»  how,  and  when  > 
Thcfe  are  problems  which  neither  D'Alembert 
nor  the  great  Newton  can  refolve. 

Adieu.  Live  contentedly  and  undiffcurbed, 
and  forget  not  thofe  whom  the  devil,  or  fome 
malignant  fiend,  continues  to  haunt. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER     CCLXXXVI. 
From  the  King. 

FftTbeigy  Maitkaoy  1760W 

l^H  AT,  diarming  madmeni  do  you  daim  i 

Say,  16  it  peacCf  or  war,  you  name  ^ 

You  talk  of  peace ;  but  what  are  words, 

Wlule  you  defy  our  flanght'ring  fwords  2 

By  land  would  you  retrieve,  from  me. 

The  loffes  you  've  fuftain'd  by  fea  ? 

Ah  me !  And  am  I  doom'd  to  face 

Of  heroes  fuch  ^  thund'nng  race  ? 

In  onfet  dreadful,  fierce  in  ire, 

I  Tiew  their  valour>  and  admire  I 

For  clemency,  fome  fummer's  day. 

Their  kneeling  enemies  (hall  pray ! 

Nay  more,  let  fortiine  be  but  kind. 

Their  purfes  fhall  be  filled— with  wind. 

You  talk  of  this  cruel  war  very  much  at  your 

eafc. 
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cafe.  No  doubt  the  contributions  with  y^hich  yow 
lordfhip  of  Ferney  furnilhes  France,. ftrengthcn* 
the  conftancy  of  the  miniflry^  and  thus  it  is  piOv 
longed.  Refufe  the  Mqfi  Cbrifiian  your  fubfi^iesy 
and  it  will  end.  With  refpeft  to  the  propofi^ 
tions  of  peace,  which  you  mention,  I  find  them 
(b  extravagant  that  I  confign  them  over  tp  the 
inhabitants  of  Saint  Luke's,  who  will  return  a 
worthy  anfwer.  What  fhall  I  fay  of  your  mini- 
fters? 

Thefe  Giants  are  mad,  or  tbdie  Giants  are  Gods  1 

Let  them  afTure  themfelves  that  I  will  as  madly 
defend  myfelf,  and  leave  the  reft  to  chance* 

The  tragedy  you  fit  to  ^icw. 

And  ne'er  to  hifs  fbqpet  your  cue. 

Authors  and  kings  are  much  alike ; 

Offend  them»  and  they  're  fure  to  ftrike. 

Our  blows  bring  tears  indeed^  while  yours 

The  laughter  of  the  world  infures. 

A  furious  poet  and  a  fool 

Alike  are  worthy  ridicule. 

If  Pallas  to  the  teft  fhould  bring 

Thofe  bedlamites,  a  bard  and  king. 

To  thofe  who  make  men  laugh  fhe'd  give 

PrePrence  o'er  thofe  who  will  not  let  them  live. , 

I  will  pay  you  to  the  lafl  &rthmg,  that  Loui? 
of  the  windmill*  may  have  wherewith  to  make 

*  Louis  XV#  ivai  ftatiooed  near  a  windmill^  on  the  memo* 
raUe  day  of  Fontenoy ;  whence4ie  acquired  this  epithet.  T. 

war* 
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war.  Add  the  tenth  to  the  twentieth ;  impofe 
Jicfw  cflpkation  taxes ;  create  places  for  fale^  in 
a  word,  do  whatever  you  can  i  and,  in  defpitc 
of  all  your  efforts,  never  (hall  you  have  a  peace, 
iigned  by  this  hand,  but  on  conditions  honour- 
able to  my  nation.  Your  miniftry,  puffed  up 
with  vanity  and  folly,  may  depend  on  the  truth 
of  thcfe  facramental  words. 

**  An  orade  more  fiire  than  that  of  Chalcas.'' 
Adieu.  Live  happily ;  and  remember,  while 
you  are  exerting  all  your  efforts  for  the  deftruc- 
tion  of  Pruflia,  that  no  man  has  lefs  merited 
them  than  myfelf,  cither  from  you  or  your 
French. 


LETTER     CCLXXXVIL 
From  the  King. 

Freyberg,  April  j,  1760. 

By  what  rage  is  it  that  you  are  (till  pof- 
feffed  againft  Maupertuis  ?  You  accufc  him  of 
having  betrayed  me  j  but  know,  he  took  care 
to  have  the  poems  fealed  up,  and  they  were  fent 
to  me  after  his  death.  He  was  incapable  of  any 
indifcrction  fo  difrefpedful  toward-me; 
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Let  perfecuting  malice  ceafe ; 
Leave  Maupertuis  to  deep  in  peace : 
Quit  acciiiation'8  dale  pretence ; 
Truth  rifes  armM  in  his  defence. 
Rather  let  him  your  model  be» 
In  fidth  and  jK>bk  chanty : 
Of  pardon  he  gave  worthy  proof 
For  libela  firam'd  beneath  my  roof« 

Oh  fluune !  Oh  world !  Can  he !  Voltaire  I 
Apollo's  fon  !  The  Mufes  care ! 
Can  Genius  tlius  be  carrion-fed. 
And  glut  her  rancour  on  the  dead ! 
Thu4«froaks  the  crow,  and  gathers  where 
The  putrid  heap  infeds  the  air* 

In  a6b  like  thefe  no  more  I  know 
The  friend  of  Truth,  or  Error's  foe, 
Or  virtues  pompoufly  difplay'd. 
Or  author  of  the  Henriade. 
Blufh  fcarlet  deep,  if  bluih  you  can  ; 
Oh  blufh  !  and  once  more  be  a  man* 

Peace  is  ftill  your  fubjeft  5  but  on  what  con- 
ditions? Certainly  thofe  by  whom  it  is  pro*, 
pofed  have  no  defire  that  it  Ihould  take  effeft. 
What  reafoning  is  theirs  !  Give  up  the  country 
of  Cloves  becaufe  the  inhabitants  are  fools ! 
What  would  thefe  minifters  fay,  were  any  one 
to  demand  Champagne  becaufe  the  proverb  fays 
r— '^  Ninety-nine  (heep  and  a  man  of  Cham* 
^'  pagne  make  a  hundred  ?"  Let  us  talk  no 
more  on  fuch  ridiculous  prpje<^s«   If  the  French 

roiniftcr 
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minifter  be  not  pofleflcd  by  ten  legions  of  Au« 
(Irian  devils^  peace  he  muft  m^e.  You  have 
put  me  in  a  paflSon  ;  your  pardon  will  be  ob- 
tained by  your  repentance.  In  the  mean  time 
I  abandon  you  to  remorfe^  and  to  the  avenging 
furies  who  haunt  the  calumniator^  till  that  na- 
tural religion  which  you  call  innate  (hall  renew 
thofe  traces  which  (he  formerly  had  imprinted 
on  your  foul. 
Vale. 


LETTER      CCLXXXVIU. 
From  M.  de  Vdliaire. 

U  J  n  £  The  chateau  of  Tourucy,  near  GeneTa, 

*  April  21,  1760. 

An  in(ignificantmonk  of  Saint  Juftus  thus 
addreffed  Charles  V. — *^  Is  not  your  facred  ma- 
**  je(ly  wearied  by  difturbing  the  world ;  muft  . 
«*  you  alfo  difturb  a  poor  monk  in  his  cell  ?'*  I 
am  the  monk  ;  but  you  have  not,  like  Charles  V. 
renounced  the  wretchednefs  of  human  gran- 
deurs. How  cruel  is  it  in  you  to  tell  me  that  I 
calumniate  Mkupertuis,  when  I  inform  you  it 
was  reported,  after  his  death,  that  the  works  of 
the  philofopher  of  Sans-Souci  had  been  found 

I  in 

\ 

V 


^^  ^    AttT^- 
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in  his  ftrong  box  !  If  in  effed  they  were  there 
difcovered^  would  not  that  prove  that  he  had 
guarded  them  faithfully ;  that  he  had  communi* 
cated  them  to  no  one ;  that  they  had  been  pur- 
loined by  a  bookfeller;  and  that  perfons  un« 
juftly  accufed  would  thus  have  been  difculpated  > 
How  was  it  polllble  I  (hould  know  that  Mauper- 
tuis  had  returned  them  to  you  ?  What  intereft 
have  I  to  fpeak  ill  of  him  ?  What  is  his  perfon, 
or  what  his  memory,  to  me  ?  What  wrong  have' 
I  done  him^  by  informing  your  majefty  that  he 
faithfully  preferved  your  works,  as  long  as  he 
lived?  I  myfelf  think  only  of  death ;  my  hour 
approaches;  do  not  let  it  be  difturbed  by  unjuft 
reproach,  and  harih  accufation,  which  ar^  the 
more  fenfibly  felt  becaufe  they  come  from  you. 
You  have  done  me  harm  enough.    You  have 
for  ever  embroiled  me  with  the  king  of  France. 
You  have  occafioned  the  lofs  of  my  places  and 
penfions.     You  have  ill  treated  me,  at  Frank* 
fort ;  and,  with  me,  an  innocent  woman,  a  re- 
fpefbable  woman,  who  was  dragged  through  the 
(Ireets  and  thrown  into  prifon :   and  now,  while' 
honouring  me  with  your  letters,  you  poifon  the 
fweetnefs  of  this  confolation  by  the  bitternefs  of 
reproach.     Is  it  poffible  that  you  (houid  treat 
me  thus !  I  who  have  three  years  fucceffively, 
though  ineffeftually,  been  endeavouring  to  {erve 

you. 
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you,  from  no  other  motive  but  that  of  a£ting  iti 
conformity  to  my  feelings. 

The  greateft  mifchief  which  your  works  liave 
done,  is  the  (lander  to  which  they  have  giveA 
birth,  among  the  numerous  enemies  of  philo* 
fophy,  in  Europe.  "  Philofophers/'  fay  they, 
*•  can  neither  live  in  peace  nor  live  together. 
*'  Here  have  we  a  king  who  does  not  believe  in 
**  Jefus  Chrift :  he  invites  another  unbelievet 
•*  to  his  court,  whom  he  ill  treats.  There  is  no 
^'  charity  among  thefe  pretended  philofophers ; 
*'  and  God  makes  them  the  inftruments  of  each 
^*  other's  puniftiment." 

This  is  the  general  cry ;  this  is  every  where 
in  print;  and,  while  fanatics  remain  united, 
philofophers  are  difperfcd  and  unhappy.  At  the 
court  of  Verfailles,  and  elfewhere,  I  am  accufed 
of  having  encouraged  you  to  write  againft  the 
Chriftian  religion.  Yet  am  I  to  fuffer  reproach 
from  you;  yes,  to  the  infults  of  fanatics  this 
afBidion  is  added.  Well  may  I  abhor  the  world ; 
and  happy  am  I  to  be  out  of  it,  in  thefe  my  fo- 
litary  domains  I  I  (hall  blefs  the  day  when  dying 
I  (hall  ceafe  to  fuffer,  efpecially  to  fuffer  by  you. 
Yet  even  then  (hall  I  wi(h  you  all  the  happinefs 
of  which  you  are  fufceptible,  and  which  philo- 
fophy  only  can  procure  you,  amid  a  life  fo 
ilormy,  (hould  fortune  hereafter  permit  yogi 

long 
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long  to  cultivate  that  fund  of  wifdom  which  you 
poiTefs ;  wifdom  admirable  in  itfelf,  but  injured 
by  paffions  which  infufe  gall  into  your  foul;  and, 
in  fine,  wifdom  which  is  injured  by  that  unfor* 
tunate  pleafure,  which  you  have  ever  taken,  in 
humbling  other  men,  and  in  fpeaking  and  writ- 
ing things  which  mod  could  wound ;  a  pleafure 
unworthy  of  yourfelf ;  and  the  more  fo  becaufe 
you  are  raifed  above  them,  both  by  your  birtk 
tnd  your  uncommon  talents. 

Thefe  are  truths  of  which  you  no  doubt  arc 
fenfible.  Pardon  the  ittterance  of  them !  Par- 
don an  old  man  who  has  not  long  to  live !  He 
has  fpoken  with  the  greater  confidence,  becaufe, 
qonfcious  himfelf  of  failings  infinitely  greater 
than  yours,  though  lefs  dangerous  from  his  ob- 
fcurity,  he  cannot  be  by  you  fufpefted  of  fup- 
pofing  himfelf  exempt  from  error^  and  therefore 
of  having  a  right  to  complain  of  your  miftakes* 
For  thefe  he  weeps,  as  well  as  for  his  own  j  and 
it  is  his  greateft  wifli  hereafter  to  repair,  before 
he  dies,  the  fatal  wanderings  of  a  deceitful  ima- 
gination, by  fincereiy  praying  that  a  man  fo  great 
as  you  may  be  as  happy,  and  as  great,  in  all 
things,  as  he  deferves  to  be. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CCLXXXIX. 
From  tbi  King. 

The  Pdrcelaia  eamp  at  M(Bi&Bv 
May  I,  1760. 

Of  Cdkr's  art  and  yours  I  once 
Enamoured  was ;  in  both  a  dunce, 
In  both  I've  failU     How  fciw  are  feea 
In  hift'ry^B  page,  except  Eugene, 
GttftaTUSy  Conde,  great  Turrenne, 
But  fhrink  beiide  this  firft  of  men. 
This  Caefar !  As  for  you,  I  own, 
You*re  worthy  found  of  VirgU's  throne : 
T3I  now  how  many  a  day  and  year 
Have  flown  iince  men  beheld  his  peer  ! 
A  fable  falfe,  a  moral  wrongs 
Debafe  the  noble  Tafib's  fong. 
But  beauties,  not  defers,  pervade 
Voltaire's  immortal  Henriade. 

Within  my  narrow  fphere  confinM, 
My  claims  are  fmall ;  my  feeble  mind 
The  warrior's  or  the  poet's  art 
Can  never  reach.     An  upright  heart, 
A  fenfe  of  human  woes,  I  claim : 
Grant  thefc,  and  I  relinquifh  fame* 

You  demand  poetry  from  me  ;  which  is  as  if 
the  ocean  where  to  alk  water  from  a  rivulet. 
Here  however  I  fend  you  an  Ode  to  the  Germans, 
an  Epiftle  to  D*Alemberc,  another  Epiftle  on 

the 
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die  commencement  of  the  campaign,  and  aTale. 
Thefe  have  all  fcrved  to  amufe  me,  but  I  cannot 
forbear  to  repeat  that  they  have  no  other  value. 
He  who  would  write  for  pofterity  muft  write 
like  you,  Racine,  or  Boileau:  and  what  is  not 
worthy  of  pofterity  ought  not  to  be  publifhed. 

You  joke  on  the  fubjeft  of  peace  :  were 
joking  neceffary,  you  know  that,  fince  I  have 
read  Ariofto,  I  have  taken  an  averfion  to  my 
lord  of  Mentz ;  and,  fince  the  adventure  of 
Lifbon,  the  church  cannot  pay  too  dearly  for  the 
horrors  which  (he  protedts,  and  the  oiFence  flic 
gives.  But,  let  the  duke  de  Choifeul  think  what 
he  pleafcs,  he  muft,  and  very  attentively  too, 
lend  an  ear  to  what  I  have  imagined.  I  ftiall 
not  further  explain  myfelf,  but  in  lefs  than  two 

months  we  ihall  fee the  fcene  totally  changed 

in  Europe  :  nay  you  ftiall  yourfelf  confefs  I  was 
not  driven  to  my  laft  refource,  and  that  I  had 
good  reafon  to  refufe  your  duke  my  park  of 
Cleves. 

Know  therefore,  good  fir  count  of  Tourney*, 
as  know  you  do,  that,  in  Paradife,  the  firft  fub- 

*  Monfiaar  U  comte  Je  TWiiff— It  is  an  Idiom,  in  the  Frenqh 
hnguage,  to  fay  Mr.  the  count,  Mr.  the  duke,  Mr.  the 
marihal,  &c.  and  it  is  here  uiied  ia  m  jocular  manner.  Our 
old  ballads  and  romances  often  have  the  phrafe  fir  knight,  fir 
carl,  &c.  T. 
^*^0L,  vn,  LI  jeftj 
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jeftscf  our  firfl;  father  were  four-footed  animals* 
You  arc  not  unacquainted  with  the  attachment 
which  many  people  have  for  animals;  dogs, 
monkeys,  cats,  or  parrots  :  and  I  hope  you  will 
further  allow,  were  all  the  facred  and  moft  cle- 
ment majefties,  who  govern  this  earth,  to  re- 
nounce thofe  amopg  their  very  humble  fubjeds 
Vho  do  not  poffefs  common  fenfe,  their  courts 
would  immediately  be  cleared,  and  their  flaves 
would  difappear.     To  what  a  (lace  would  you 
reduce  them !  By  whofe  aid  would  they  make 
War )  Who  (hould  cultivate  the  fields ;    who 
Qiould  labour  at  trades,  &c.  &c. }  Paradife  and 
Eden  therefore  are,  in  my  fenfe,  nothing  but  an 
sjUegory ;  which  iignifies  that,  for  two  men  of 
uiidef^fbufdxng,   a  thoufs^nd  others  are   found, 
who  have  been  fabricated  by  father  Lourdis*. 

With  refpc6t  to  your  duke,  fir  count,  you 
praife  him  aukwardly,  m  my  opinion,  when 
you  af^rm  he  writes  verfes  like  me.  I  am 
not  fo  deftitute  of  tafte  as  not  to  perceive  mine 
ar«  of  no  great  value.  You  would  praife  him 
better,  could  you  perfuade  me,  which  would  be 
a  thing  of  difficulty,  that  the  faid  duke  were 
not  poflefled  by  Auftrians.     1  will  maintain, 

^  IMre  LourAs  (or  fttrpid)  is  one  of  the  cbara^^ers-in  Vel- 

tairt's  La  Pttcettif  or  the  Maid' of  Orleans,  inf  which  this  holf 

friar  18  made  the  mcflenger  of  St.  Denis  to  the  temple  of 

FoDy;       T;  '    ^  '  * 

to 
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to  the  laft,  that  neither  Socrates  nor  the  juft 
Ariftides  would  ever  have  confented  that  the 
Grecian  republic  fhould  be  in  the  lead  difmem- 
bered;  and  in  this  I  imitate  the  nunncr  of  think- 
ing of  thefe  fages. 

This  is  the  time  in  which  I  muft  difplay 
every  art  of  politics,  and  of  war.  The  robbers, 
that  make  war  upon  me,  have  fet  me  examples, 
which  I  will  literally  follow.  There  will  be  no 
congrefs  at  Breda;  nor  will  I  lay  down  my  artna 
till  I  (hall  have  made  three  more  campaigns.  The 
rafcals  will  fee  they  have  infulted  my  good  dif- 
pofitions,  and  that  we  will  not  fign  a  peace  till 
the  king  of  England  (hall  be  at  Paris,  and  I  at 
Vienna.  Send  this  intelligence  to  your  little 
duke ;  he  may  turn  it  into  a  very  neat  epigram; 
while  you,  good  fir  count,  (hall  be  obliged  to 
pay  the  twentieths  till  your  finances  are  all  ex* 
tinft* 

Thdy  have  made  me  angry.  I  have  fummoned 
my  whole  forces,  and  all  thefe  knaves,  with  their 
impertinent  antics,  (hall  be  taught  whom  they 
have  fportcd  with. 

The  count  de  Samt  Germain  •  is  a  thing  only  to 

^  An  adVcnturer,  who  a£Brmed  he  was  iinmortal»  that  he 
irat  prcfent  with  Jefus  Chrift  on  Mount  Calvarys  and  that  he 
waa  at  the  council  of  Trcntc.  He  lived  partly  at  the  expencc 
•f  dupesy  whofuppofed  him  an  adept  in  alchymy,  and  partly  at 
that  of  the  miniften  who  employed  \dm  ai  a  fpy. 

LI  2  bf 
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be  laughed  at.  Your  duke  will  not  long  remain 
minifter  :  remember  he  has  been  two  fprings  in 
office^  which  is  an  extravagant  thing  in  France, 
and  almoft  unexampled.  Minifters  have  not 
taken  root  in  this  reign. 

I  have  fent  you  my  Charles  XII.  I  have  only 
taken  off  twelve  copies,  which  I  have  given  to 
my  fiiends ;  1  have  not  one  left  for  myfclf.  It  is 
a  kind  of  work  proper  to  be  read  in  fmall  com- 
panies, but  not  written  for  the  public.  I  am  but 
a  dilettante  in  everything.  I  may  give  my  opinion 
on  the  great  mailers  ;  I  may  judge  of  you,  and 
utter  my  fentiments  on  the  merits  of  Virgil :  but 
I  am  not  forme4  to  utter  them  to  the  public,  be<- 
caufe  I  have  not  attained  perfection  in  the  art* 
Should  I  be  miftaken,  an  indulgent  company 
would  corred,  while  they  (hould  pardon,  my 
blunders ;  but  not  fo  the  public.  It  is  necefla- 
ry  to  be  more  circumfpeft,  in  writing  to  the 
world,  than  wh^n  ^ddreffing  our  friends.  My 
works  are  Jike  table  converfation,  where  men 
tbinkaloud,  and  where  they  fpeak  unconftrainedly , 
without  any  one  taking  offence  at  contradidion. 

When  I  have  a  few  moments  leifure,  I  am 
feized  with  the  difeafe  of  fcribbling ;  nor  can 
I  forbear  to  indulge  myfelf  in  this  trifling  plea- 
fure  :  it  amufes  me,  it  unbends  my  mind,  and 
I  find  myfelf  better  difpofed,  afterward,  for  the 
labour  of  t>ufincrs. 
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r.  To  fpeak  difpaffionately,  you  may  well  be- 

!i:  iieve  I  was  not  in  fo  much  hafte  for  peace  at 

10.  was  imagined^  in  France ;  nor  ought  I  to  have 

K  been  addreffed  in  an  arbitrary  tone.    They  will 
certainly  bite  their  nails;  and,  with  refpcdt  to 

i]  myfelf,  or  rather  to  the  interefts  of  the  kingdom 

3  -  I  govern,  there  is  no  lofs  fuftained. 

:£  Adieu.     Live  in  peace.     May  my  verfcs 

B-  throw   you    into  a  found  fleep,    and  infpire 

H  agreeable  dreams !  Should  you  think  proper  to 

%  point  out  the  grofs  miftakes,  this  would  flill  be 

::  fomething ;  to  correft  at  prcfent  cofts  me  no- 

:  thing. 

;.  I  recommend  you,  good  fir  count,  to  the  pro- 

:.  tedion  of  the  mod  holy  and  immaculate  Virgin, 

r  aod  to  the  young  gentleman,  her  fon,  the 

FREDERIC. 

N.  B.  Thofe  who  ftudy  the  protocol  of 
ceremony  may  take  example  by  the  end  of  this 
letter,  and  add  this  new  turn  to  the  chancery 
flyle.  Should  you  wi(h  to  communicate  it  to 
his  holinefs,  perhaps  you  will  give  him  pleafure^ 
and  it  may  be  of  ufe  to  the  chancery  briefs* 


LI  3  LET- 
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LETTER       CCXC 
From  the  King. 

Meifiehy  May  12,  t?^ 

I  VERY  well  know  I  have  dcfcfts,  nay 
very  great  ones  ;  and  I  affure  you  I  do  not  treat 
myfclf  tenderly;  when  examining  myfclf,  I  grant 
no  quarter.  But  I  own  this  labour  would  be 
more  efFeftual,  were  I  in  a  fituation  in  which  my 
mind  had  not  to  fufFer  (hocks  fo  impetuous,  and 
agitations  fo  violent,  as  thofe  to  which  I  have 
for  fonie  time  paft  been  cxpofed,  and  to  which 
I  probably  ftill  fhall  be. 

Peace  has  taken  flight  with  the  butterflies, 
and  is  thought  of  no  more.  New  efforts  arc 
made  in  all  parts,  and  it  is  determined  to  fight 
injeculajeculorum. 

I  make  no  enquiries  into  the  paft.  Your  con- 
du6t  to  me  has  beyond  doubt  been  very  wrong, 
nor  would  it  have  been  tolerated  by  any  philofp^ 
pher.  I  have  pardoned  you  every  thing,  and  I 
even  .wi(h  to  forget.  But  had  you  not  had  fo 
contend  with  a  lunatici  enamoured  with  your 
fine  genius,  you  certainly  would  not  have 
cfcaped  fo  well.  Let  this  therefore  fuffice,  and 
let  me  hear  no  more  mention  of  your  niece ;  lam 
weary  of  it ;  fhe  has  not  fo  much  merits  to  con- 
ceal ber^^efe^s,  as  her  uhcle«    We  fpeak  of  the 

3  oW 
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€ld  woman  of  Moliere^  but  no  one  will  ever  talk 
of  the  niece  of  Voltaire.  As  to  my  verfes  and 
my  rh^pfodies,  I  think  not  of  them :  I  have 
other  affairs  at  prefent  to  mind  ;  and  I  have  di- 
vorced myfelf  from  the  Mufes,  till  times  more 
tranquil  (hall  come. 

The  campaign  will  begin  in  the  month  of  JaQC» 
and  will  be  no  laughing  matt^ ;  we  (hall  find 
more  caufe  to  \yeep.  .Remember  that  Phibibu^ 
is  on  his  journey.  Should  not  a  little  duke^ 
poflTefTed  by  a  hundred  lemons  of  Auftrian  de- 
mons^ fpeedily  have  hiipfelf  exorcifed,  let  him 
beware  of  the  traveller,  who  may  write  ftrange 
things  to  his  fublinie  emperor. 

I  (hall  make  every  kind  of  war  on  my  enemies  t 
they  cannot  (hut  me  up  in  the  Baflille.  After 
all  the  ill  will  they  have  (hown  againft  me,  the 
revenge  of  ridicule  is  but  feeble. 
^  It  is  faid  the  Parilians  are  cutting  new  capers 
on  the.  tomb  of  the  abbe  Paris  ;  that  all  the  good 
books  are  burnt^  at  the  metropolis ;  and  that  the 
people  there  are  more  mad  than  ever,  not  with  an 
amiable  cxccfs  of  joy,  but  po(re(red  by  a  gloomy 
and  taciturn  lunacy*  Of  all  the  nations  in  Europe, 
yours  is  the  moft  inconfiftent :  you  have  much 
y  it,  but  no  connected  ideas.  Such  has  France  ap- 
peared to  be,  through  her  whole  hiftory. 

*  The  title  of  a  work  by  the  king  of  Pruffii. 

This 
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This  mud  be  an  indelible  charafter  impreflcd 
upon  the  people  :  in  the  long  fucceffion  of 
French  monarchs,  there  are  no  exceptions  ; 
except  during  fome  part  of  the  reign  of  Louis 
XIV.  The  reign  of  Henry  IV.  was  neither  fuf- 
ficiently  tranquil  nor  of  fufficient  continuance  to 
be  mentioned.  During  the  adminiftration  of 
Richelieu^  a  confiftency  of  plan  had  been  re- 
marked^  as  well  as  vigour  of  execution  :  but  thefe 
are  certainly  (hort  periods  of  wifdom,  during  fo 
long  a  hiftory  of  follies. 

France  has  produced  Dfefcartes,  and  Malle- 
branche,  but  no  fuch  men  as  Leibnitz,  Locke, 
and  Newton.  In  revenge,  you  furpafs  all  other 
nations  in  good  tafte ;  and  I  enlid  under  your 
banners  in  ail  that  relates' to  acutenefs  of  difcern- 
ment,  and  a  judicious  andfcrupulous  fele<ftion  of 
true  beauties,  among  fiicb  as  have  only  a  brilliant 
appearance.  This  is  a  gseat  ftep  in  the  progrefs 
of  the  belles  lettres ;  but  (nore  is  neceflary. 

I  have  read  many  of:  the  new  books  that  ap* 
pear,  and  have  regrefted  the  time  that  I  have 
beftowed  on  them.  1 1  have  met  with  nothing 
good,  except  a  wQi?k  by  D'AIembert ;  particu- 
larly his  Element^  of  Philofoph^,  and  his  Ency- 
clopedic Difcourfe^.  The  othtr  books  that  have 
fallen  in  my  way  are  only  worthy  of  the  fire. 

*  Tlie  pre&ce,  ^a  X  imaguiei  to  the  Encydopcdie.     T. 
4  Adieu* 
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|y  Adieu.     Live  peaceful  in  your  retreat^  and, 

f(  do  not  talk  of  dying.  You  are  byt  fixty-two, 
I,.  and  your  mind  is  ftill  full  of  that  fire  which  ani* 
gjj  mates  and  fuftains  the  body.  You  will  bury  me, 
,f.  and  with  me  half  of  the  prefent  generation  :  you 
^  will  have  the  pleafure  to  write  a  fatiric  couplet  on 
^  my  tomb,  at  which  I  (hall  not  be  vexed.  I  prc^ 
vioufly  give  you  abfolution.  You  will  not  do  ill 
to  begin  at  prefent  to  prepare  your  materials ; 
perhaps  they  may  be  of  ufe  fooner  than  you  ima- 
gine. Fof  my  part^  I  (hall  tell  Virgil,  in  the  (hades 
below,  that  there  is  a  Frenchman  who  has  furpafT- 
ed  him  in  his  own  art.  I  (hall  fay  as  much  to  So* 
phocles,  and  to  Euripides,  and  (liall  talk  of  your 
hiftory  to  Thucydides,  and  to  Quintus  Curtius 
of  your  Charles  XII.  Perhaps  I  (hall  get  myfelf 
lapidated  by  all  thefe  (hades,  envious  that  a  (ingle 
man  has  in  himfelf  combined  their  various  merits. 
But,  to  confole  them,  Maupertuis  Ihall  read  the 
Akakia,  to  Zoilus,  in  a  corner. 

Letters  written  to  the  indifcreet  muft  have  a 
remora  * ;  this  is  the  only  means  of  preventing 
their  being  read  at  the  corners  of  ftreets,  and  in 
the  market  place. 

FREDERIC. 

*  The  fucking  fiHiy  fuppofcd  by  the  ancients  to  have  power 
to  (top  a  Ihip  under  fail,  or  a  whale  fwimming ;  and  figuratively 
ufed  htTC  to  ftop  the  tongue  of  the  imprudent.      T. 

END    OF    VOLUME    THE    SEVENTH, 
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